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. " You---you wretchaed boys!”
: : screamed Miss Trumble, running B
A forward anpd seizing Handforth o
BN SIS by the arm. ‘' Don't dare to
28 X o disobey me! Put those things :
g, ; ® down this instant! " X5
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The pumpers commenced to work on the instant, and a second or two later
water commenced te shoot out in a tremendous hissing stream,
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Another exciting story of
the great ‘‘ Barring-out ”’
movement, which the Re-
move have started as a

protest against the new feminine rule at St. Frank’s,
The Juniors have strongly
in the fields adjoining the school, and have success-
resisted two attempts to turn them out by a
of gipsies employed by Miss Trumble, the new
Head. But Miss Trumble refuses to acknow-
ledge defeat. She has, in fact, another plan of attack
of a far more startling character. What 1s this new
-And will it be successful ?
questions which I must leave Nipper to answer in
the story below.

entrenched themselves

These are

THE EDITOR.

(RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER)

CHAPTER 1.

NGIHY DUrY!
&4 ALT! Who goes there?”
' The command rang out sharply
and clearly on the frosty night air.
And a dim form. looming up
through the thickly falling snow, imige-
diately came to a standstill.
“Don't be dotty!” it said irritably.
*(Can't you see it's me?”
“ Oh, Handforth!’ said Reginald Pitt,

withh a grin. “ That's not the proper way
to answer, my son. You ought to say
‘ Friend,” or something of that sort. How
dvo you like the weather?”

Fdward Oswald Handforth, of the Remove
Form of 8t. Frank's, came stumbling along
the 1rozen trench, and halted by Pitt's side.
He proceeded to bang his hands, one against
the other. -

“The weather's uot so bad,” le growled.
‘“It's all right in the daytime—and it
wouldan't be so bad if we were out and about.

|

But this aiddy sentry business is fearful.

Thank goodness I'm off duty at twelve
o'clock. Only another hour, and then 1 can
aet bhetween the blapkets!”

“ Lucky bounder!" said Pitt. * I'm booked
here unti!l hali-past on2! You'd betler get
back to your post, sergeant.”’

** All right, lieutenant!” sald Handforth
aruffly.

He passed alongz the treach, and was again
lost 1n the rapidly falling snowflakes. Glane-
ing back, Pitt could se2 no sign whatever of
Fort Resolute, the General lleadquarters of
the Remove Rebel Army.

The falling snow obliterated everything.

Bieven o'clock had just boomed out from
thie old clock-tower at St. Frank's, which,
although invisible, lay only a short distance
away. across the meadows. The rebel army
was on the alert; strict watches were being
kept at every corner of the posttion,

For vigilance was required more
than ever unow.

Na definite abttack was expected, but this

keenly
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was just the kind of night when one might
anticipate 2 surprise raid., If the enemy
meant to make any move, such a move could
be made now. :

All this sounds very warlike. But, as a
nmatter of fact, the Remove Rebel Army was
merely opposed to the foreces of Miss Jance
Trumble, the Headmistress of St. Frank’s
College.

To be quite ‘correct, the juniors were hold-
ing a barring-out.

Fed up with petticoat rule, they had acted
decisively.  Leaving the school buildings
completely, they had taken up their posi
tion in these meadows, and were defying all
Miss Trumble's hysterical demands. The
Remove calmly declared that they would
not budge until all the lady teachers went,
and all the masters were reinstated.
~ That was the position in a nutshell.

Misz Trumble had made one or two at-
tempts tc get the boys back; she had even
hired a gcang of gipsies to attack them.
But she was rather sorry {for that now,
for only harm had come of the affair. The
~tory liad created an unpleasant impression
when it crept out.

And so for two or three days the rebels
had heen Lft absolutely alone. And the
Bemove had begun to suspect that no further
attacks would come. Hourly, they were cx-
pecting that Miss Trumble would capitulate.

For, of course, this statc of affairs could
not continue. People were beginning to talk,
paragraphs were being inserted in the news-
papers, and hefore long the whole country
wonld be talking about the farce of Miss
Trumble’s administration - at the big public
school. )

That was just what the Remove wanted.
As soon as there was a scandal about the
alfair, with plenty of public interest, the
Lady Head would be compelled to take some
steps. '

And, as the Remocve would not shift an
inch from its position, her ounly course was
to give them their own vay. -

I was at the head of the rebels, being
commander-in-chief of the Cadet Corps. And
not a single member of the Remové was
neglecting his duty. Even Fullwood and Co.
who usually Kept quite to themselves—had
thrown in their lot with the remainder of
the juniors. And Fullwood and Co., strange
to rclate, were behaving themselves, and
undertaking trench duty with the rest.

The rebel stronghold was a powerful one.

Fort Resolute was entirely surrounded by
an elaborate, well-built trench system. An
attack might come f{rom any quarter, and
there were guards on duty who would spot
it at once.

And so well arranged were the com-
maunication trenches, that relief forees could
he rushed up 9t a moment's notice. There
was very little prospect of a surprise attack
meeting with success. | ’

All the front line trenches were provided
with. ammunition—bags flled with soot, and
such-like material. We had obtained an
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encrmous supply of thin paper bags.
werce filled up with soot, and placed ready
in piles. And in the event of an attack,
they were used after the fashion of bLombs.

Every fellow, too, was armed with a.pea-
shooter-—an airgun-like affair capable of dis-
patching peas at a record rate. And while
the front line trenches were quiet, there
was activity at Fort Resolute.

This, to be quite exact, was a barn.

But it sounds a lot better to call it Fort
Resolute. No building could have been better
suited to our purpose. It was a stout old
structure, with a heavily thatched roof.

Above, there was a dry Joft, and this big
space was converted into a kind of dor-
mitory for the recbels. We had brought all
our beds from the school, and there was
plenty of comfort.

The lower part of the barn was used for
feeding, and for shelter during wet weather,
for, of course, there were always a good few
cadets off duty. And Fatty Little had a
corner of the barn quite to himself. This
corner was filled with oil-stoves, frying-pans,
kettles, and the food store. -

Outside the barn, just after eleven o'cloeck
had struck, a party of cadets was being
formed up. I was at their head, and among
the others were Tommy Watson, Church,
Singleton, and Levi. ‘ :

*“Now look here, my sons, we've gdt to
keep quiet,”” 1 exclaimed, looking reund.
“We're going on scouting work, and we've
got to be like shadows. At the first sign of

anything suspicious, you've got to hurry
batk to Headquartgrs.”
“ s all a lot of unnecessary work, in

my opinion,” said Tommy Watson., ** Just
a8 if Miss Trumble would start awy attack

-on- a night like this!”

““If you're going to grumble, you'd better
stay behind!’ 1 replied. ** You don't seem
to understand that thig is the very kind. of
night that is most suitable. We cazn hardly

se¢ twenty wyards, and the snow is now
coming down in real earnest.” .
“Oh, all right,” 3said Watson. * You

kuiow best.”

**1 believe 1 do,” I replied. ** Mind you,
[ don’t anticipate an attack. I don't believe
for a mimrte there will be one: but wo
can't be too careful, Prevention is always
hetter than cure.”

A form loomed up out of the snow.

** Hallo, what's all this?" said Handforth.
““ What ave you chaps doing? Guing some-
where?” _

*“ Scouting work,” I replied briefly.

“Olt! Then why wasn't I called up?*’ de<
manded the leader of Study D. ‘** Scouting
work is my speciality. I'm in this o

‘““ Don't be an ass, Handy!” I interrupted,
“You're on duty in the North-east trench,
and you've got to stop there. This sort of
thing won't do,'you know. You can’t ‘pegs
lect your post——" - wm A

‘* Keep your huir on,” said  Handforth,
“ Armstrong couldn't sleep—got the jaws-
ache—and he wandered down the  trench.

These



P By

% H THE NELSON

8o I shoved him on duty, and came to see
what was going on here.”

[ couldn’t help grinning.

““ All the same, you're not required, old
son,”” I said. *“ Aud it seemns rather a dirty
trick on Armstrong to leave him cut in the
snow with the jaw-ache. He'll feel com-
pelled to stick there now. ‘The fathead
oughtn’t to have come out.”

“1'll go and relieve him, il you like,
sald Watson. *“ If Handforth's keen on this
scouting work, he can take my place. ['ve
got a sore foot, and 1'd rather stay in the
treuch.”

He went off before I could approve or dis.
approve. And Handforth looked round with

an important air.

‘“ Scouting work, eh?" he said briskly.
‘“Now, look here. You <haps have got to
spread out in single fermation——"

‘“I hope yoit don't mind, Handy, but I've
already given all the necessary instructions,”
1 interrupted. *‘ Let me point cut that you
arc onty a sergeant—not the commander.”

“1It's always the same!” said Handforth
bitterly. “ I can't give a giddy order with-
out being snapped up! All right—go ahead!
What section do I tuke?”

I gave him his instructions, and a few
minutes later the scouts were off in various
directions.

Although the trenches were well guarded,
the nizht was so black that I thought it
as well to take extra precautions. We were
tu do scouting work round the entire posi-
tion, the fellows extending out three or four
hundred vards from the Fort. Then, work-
ing round in cireles, they would meet and
report to one another,

The night was pitchy black, but the white
snow made it possible to see faintly for a
‘short distance ahead. But for the falling
flakes, the visibility would have been much
better. -

As we went on our dulty, we were soon
covered with whiteness, and we made abso-
lutely no sound as we plodded on over the
the white carpeted ground. The snowstorm
had commenced just afteir supper, and it
seemed to be settled for the night.

Handforth’s beat econsisted of the lower
portion of the playving-iields. e had to
work bLis way across Little Side, and then
meet Levi at the corner. After that he
would pass on, and have a word with another
scout three hundred yards further on, at
the rear -of the first meadow.

Handforth kept his eyes sharply open. He
seemed to be in a world to himself. The
snowflakes hemmed him in, and scarcely a
Mml“d broke the intense stillness of the
1:ight.
~ Edwoard Oswald arrived in Little Side, and
stood there for a few moments, listening,
aud gazing into the thickness. Then the
flakes thiuned somewhat. There came
slight Iull in the downfall.

And Handforth sudderly became rigid,

Al

| biiskly.
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He stared across the playing-fieids with =
fixed gaze., and with his heart suddenly beat-
ing more rapidiv. For he was starticd to
sec white figures moving siowly across the
grass,

They were crouching low, and moving ia
a slow, deliberate kind of way. Amd there
were dozens of them!

CHAPTER II.
FIGURES IN YHE SNOW!

‘6 REAT SCOTT!" breathed Handforis
- tensely. * The enemy!"

He thrilled with sudden excite-
ment. An attack was just what
he revelled in. Handforth lived [or hght-
ing, and he had grumbled bitterly because
there had been nothing to do during the
last few days. He was intencely glad, too,

becuuse he had spotted the enemy first.

He gave one more look, and then turaed,
and ran noiselessly back towards the Fort.
Those figures could mean only one .thing.
Miss ‘I'rumble had obtuained help, and was
intent upon throwing the rebels out of theic
position. And, judging by the appearancs
of the enemy, they meant business. There
had been something very sinister about those
cilent. crouching, slowly advancing figures.
Within a few minutes the enemy would
make a determined rush. And they would
find the tebels fully prepared, and ready :to
meet the  onslaught. Handfo-th dashed
along, and nearly fell headlong into the
front l!ine trench in his eagerness.

“Halt! Who goes there?” came a sharp
command. -

Handforth pulled up, and found the trench
just in front of him. Talmadge, of the
College House, had challenged him. |

“ 1t's all right; don't get excited!’ gusped
Handforth, as he jumped into the treuch.

“I've ‘been out on .couting duty. Euemy
coming!”

“What "

‘““ Scores of ‘em!” said Handforth hreuth-

lessly. * Crowds aund crowds of men. creep-
ing across Little Side in ec¢lose formation.
We shall have to buck up if we're going to
he ready in time!"”

A system of cignalling had been instituted.
at my suggestion, Instead of shouting,
whistiing was the order. These whistles
were short and distinctive, and in a few
Epnmeuts they were being passed down the
ines.

Whistle after whistle sounded. And i
the cadets knew that they were requtred in
the front line treaches at a moment's notice.
I heard the sounds as [ was on my patrol,
and ! at once hurried back.

[ dropped into one of the trenches, and
came face to face witli Reginald Putt. He
was busily preparing his pea-shooter for
work.

“ What's the trouble?”

“ Enemry coming in force!"
* At leust, so Handforth says.

I asked quickly.
replied Pitt
He'y
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just been on scouting work, and he saw them

He's getting ready in the next trench.’

I hurried along, and f{found Hdndfutth
making active preparation.

““What about these men?” I asked.

““ Where did you see them?"

“Coming from Little Yide—crowds of
em,” said Handy. *““It's a zood thing I
was out in that direetion, or we might have
heen surprised. Better buck up, Nipper.
The rotters will be here in a tick.”

Without delay, more brisk orders were
issued. And in less than two minutes the
outer defences were fully manned. A mes-
senger had been sent to the Fort with in-
ntrurtu}rh to arouse all the sleepers. In the
case of a stiff battle, remfurtemeut% might
he required.

And then, ready and intent, we waited.

The minutes passed, and the spnow fell
‘steadily. But there seemed to be no sign
_“lmtmer of the attacking force.
~ **They're a long time in coming!”
De Vdiene “1 wish they'd show
wive us smnethmb to pot at.”
*“0Oh, they'll be along in a minute,” said
,Hundfurth from further down the trench.
“They'll come in this direction, too; that’s
wlty I chosge this spot I want t{) be in thc
thick of the serap.

““ They’re pretty cautious, 1 suppose,”” re-
marked Somerton. *‘ They want to ¢reep up
¢lose, and then dash up jn a body. They'll
stand more chance of breaking through like
that.”

I peered through the falling snow, an:uous
and worried.

crowled
up, aund

*“ There seem to be no indications at
all! I growled. 1 think it would be
hetter if some of us go out in advance.

Then we can shout the warning back at the
richt moment."”

“It's this confounded snow that's causing
the trouble,” said Pitt.

“Yes—it’'s almost as bml as a fog.”

Handforth was out of the trench by now,
staring straight before him, and '1tl_:empt_mg
o pierce the gloom,

1 expect the rotters are afraid!™ he
crunted. ** They ought to have been licre
Jong ago. Why not turn the fables? 1 vote
we “dash out in a body, and fight the rotfers
"ih the open. This trench warfare is all very

well, but there's nothing like a good old
serap. Come on!”

But nobody followed him,

“ That would be sheer madnesz,” T said
sharply. *“* I should think you ought to have
learnt a lesson by this time, Handy. Don’t
you remember what h: lppened the last time
the fellows deserted the trencheb:‘ We nearly
lost, the whole position.”

‘““Yes, but we had a ripping serap!’” said
Handforth. ** 1t was worth it for that.”

Jumpy and on tenterhooks, the entire
Cadet force continued to stare over the
trench top in the direction of Little Side.
But the night remained quiet, and there was

no hint. of the enemy approaching. At lust |

I grew impatient, and gave orders tc two or
three of the others.

And. without any rurther waiting, we crept
quietly and stealthily across the snows
covered ground in the direction of the play-
ing fields, Handforth came with us.

Fer about a hundred yards we-progreszed,
roing very slowly. But we haa the meandnw
quite to ourselves. Every second we expected
to come within sight of the enemy.

But all we could see was the gently talling
snowflakes, and now and again a bush or a
tree. whichh would loom up In a shadowy
fashion cut of the surrounding darkness. .

The snow was not coming down so Tfast,
and so we were cnabled to see further ahead
of us than before And then, having pro-
ceeded further, we. came within sight eof
Little Side itself.

I was in advance of the others, and 1.
Lalted, staring.

Figures were moving cn the playing fields

—low, <¢rouaching, white-covered ficures.
There were numbers of them, and they
seemed to move like ghosts they were as
silent,

Then Handforth joined me, and pointed,

“There you are!" lLe said tensely. * Can’f
you see¢ ‘em?”’

* Yes,” I replied.

“ Wwe'd better give the warning——""

“No, that's not necessary,” I mtirrupted

““ There's nothing to be scared of, landy.
Look again!”

“ What do you mean?’ he demanded,
staring through the snow.

““ Sheep !’ I remarked calmly.

Handforth seemed to guip, and tlien he
went limp all over,

‘“ Sheep!” he gasped, in a feeble voice.

“ But—hut—-="

“You dotty lunatic!" I exclaimed severely.
““You rouse the whole camp, and uet every-
body in the trenches, and there's nothing
here cxcept a flock of giddy sheep! What's
the matter with your eyes?” o

Handiorth could hardly find any words,
He felt. horribly foolish, for he had given
the alarm, fully believing that the enemny
fiad come. And to suddenly discover that he
had been fooled by a flock of sheep was
ratber teco muceh.

He wasn't convineced, even now, Ie dashed

forward, and found himself amonz the
white-covered figures. They stampeded ap
once. And Handforth came to a hult. He
Ead seen quite enough, _

“ You—you dangerous as=s!"” snorted De
Valerie, as Edward Oswald joined us.
“You imaginative dummy! (iiving the

ajarm like that!
inz an attack, and——

" How c¢ould I help zt?” roared Handforth,
‘““ Those sheep otzhtn’t to be on the 111.11;111*
fields, anyhow! And they look just Iike 'firen
bending double! I couldn't sce properly in
this darkness——"" ;7R S

* All right, old son,” I grinned.

All the chaps are :\.peu-

“ There's
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-no hharm done, that's the main thing.
forgive vou this time—"’
. **Oh, will we?" gaid Pitt. ~* Not
Grab him!” ' -
Handforth was =seized by four juniors.
Then, in s;.te of his roars and threats, he
waz thrown over, and rolled in the snow untii
-he zasped for hreath, By the time the -in-
dignant Cadets had done with him, he had
nearly vanished. He was coated and caked
with snow from head to foot.

“ And in future,”” =aid Pitt, breathlessly,
“ the best thing you can do i1s to stay in
bed all night! You're a good man in the
daytime, Handy, but night duty don’t suit
you!"

And we got back to our positions, secret!y
pleased that the alarm had been a false one,
The only fellow who was disappointed was
Handforth. - Rather unreascnably, he con-
sideredd that he had been swindled. -

We'll

likely!

CHAPTER III.
THE RAIDING PARTY!

ATTY LITTLE seemed disconsolute.
It was breaktfast time. Morming was
l with us, and all was quiet and peace-

: ful on the battie front. The snow
had stopped, and there was a comparatively
claar sky. Now and again the sun would
manage to peep out ir a shy reluctant sort
of fashion, ‘

And the whole countiyside was coated with
inches of snow. There was a keen nip in the
air which gave us hearty appetites. We
had hardly expected such sharp weather =0
late in the winter. DBut then, one never dces
know quite what to expect nowadays.

Only a few fellows were in the trenches,

In the dayvtime, of course, we could see far
in every direction, and 1t was quite unneces-
sary to keep the fellows on actual duty. At
the first sign of any approaching strangers,
we could get to our positions in a few
seconds. But until the warning came, the in-
terior of the Fort was cuticing.

It was all warm and cosy in the barn,
what with the warmth from the oil stoves,
and the luscious semell of the cooking food—
to say nothing of the fragrant scent from the
tea urns.

But, in spite cf the zatisfactory breakfast

that Fatty had prepared, he was not looking

content, He had made some excellent
muffins, all hot and buttered, and these went
down beautifully with sardines or =almon.
We had a plentiful supply of tinned food.

Fatty had a number of fellows to help him,
and he always provided more than enough.
Fatty believed that it was a lot better to
have too much than too little. He was a
great believér in quantity.

‘““ What's the matter, my fat tulip?" in-
quired Pitt, giving the camp cook a slap on

the back. *Didn't you have enouzh f{or
_breakfast, or 1is it. some csecret . famiiy
tcouble?”
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Smack ! Smack ! “ Help ! *’ howled |

Handforth wildly. He wrenched him- i

self away and glared at Miss Trumble. :

“I'm not satisfied!™
gloomily.

“Then have another muffin!”

“I've had plenty to eat—I'm full!™

“ What!"" gasped Pitt, clutching at two of
the other juniors. * Did you hear that?
He's had enough! [ didn't think it was pos-
sible! [ alwajs thought Fatty possessed
an unlimited capacity!”

“Oh, don't rot!” said Fatty. *1 dida's
have mucl, after all—only about ten muffins,
and a tin of salmon, and two half-poun«
packets of ginger-nuts, and a few potatoes,
and half a tin of corned beef, and some pin--
apple chunks, and tinned pears——"'

“Is thiz what you've eaten durinz tha
week?" asked Jack Grey.

* Great bloaters! It's what ['ve had for
breakfast!"” said Fatty. ‘' Only a snack, of
course—I'll eoon have another appetite. an:d
then T can have a biting on, But I'm feelinz
pretty wmiserable.” '

““You ouzght to he feeling
severely,

““The fact is,
declared Fatty. FED

“ That’s not at all surprising!"” 1 chuckied.
“There's plenty of food missinz, anyway.
We shail have to put you on ratiops, Fatty.

said Fatty Littie

siek ! said Pits

there’'s sometiting missing!”

-
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If you go on like this, you'll get the sup-
plies down weak!”

** There's something missing!"”
Fatty Little grimly. ** Bacon!”

** What?”

“ And eggs!” said Fatty sadly.

“Well, we can't have ev.er\t.hmg ex-
claimed Pitt. ' 1 think we're very lucky to
cet such a good assortment——

‘* That’s all very well, but how the batter
pudding do you think I can get a decent
breakfast ready without any bacon? 1 can’p
think how you fellows overlooked the eggs
and bacon! 1It’s really the one thing we
need. It would do jolly well for dinner, tco.
There’s nothing like a good old chupnk of
boiled bacon—-" .

“It's no good talking ahout impossibili-
ties,” interrupted Armstrong. * Let’s be
thankful we've got plenty of good solid food.
We didn't get the bacon because it's in a
different storeroom—or, to he exact, in a
cellar. And I believe the eggs are kept——"

“ By George!” exclaimed Handforth, with
his mouth full of mutfin. ** By George! I've
got an idea!”

‘ About the bacon?”

wh Ye‘s!!l

“Your ideas
- began Grey.

““ This one is absolutely great!” said Hand-
forth, his eves gleaming. * I've missed bacon
for breakfast; too. And why shouldn't we
have it? Egzs, too! I vote we get up a raid-
ing party, walk to the school, and grab just
what we want. Who's game? I'll he the
lcader.”

The rebels were rather dubilous.

“But will it be safe?’” asked Griffith.
“ Don’t forget that it's broad daylight, and
that Miss Trumble might have something
prepared. Better go withiout bacon than
have a lot of us collared.”

* What do you think, Nipper?" asked Pitt.

I grkined.

“1f Handforth can get a dozen fellows to
o with him, I've no objection,”” I replied,
* 1 think it'll be quite =afe. It’s very im-
"probable that Miss Trumble has got a squad
of men all ready at a moment’s notice—and
even if she had, the chaps could dodge 'em,
and nip straight back here. There’ll be

insisted

asked Fatty eagerly.

are off-side, Handy——"

plenty of us left behind to deal with any {

trouble—if it comes.”
Handforth's eyes gleamed.

*“ There you are!” he de{:lured. ‘“* Now
.what have vou got to say? Nipper says it's
all right! Whos coming with me? The idea

is to ;:et about four sides of bacon and a box
of eggs!”

‘““ Hurrah!”

. #*We’ll soon get.up a party!”

‘“ Well, there's three of us already,” said
Handforth. ** Any more?”

"*“Three?” repeated Pitt.

“ Church - and McClure,” said Handy, in-
dicating his two chums,

““ We didn’'t say—"' began. Clmrch feehly

..* Never mind what you “didn’t say—you're |

)

1in the rcbel camp.

' my party, and don't forget that

LEE "LIBRARY 2

" This is
I'm the
Don’t all jump ab

coming!” said Handforth grimly.
leader!
once!”’

“I'm game!” said Willy Handforth strol=
ling forward.

His elder brother glared, |

‘* Oh, are you?” he snapped. * That's very
mterentm but I'm not allowing any fags to
a{.compauy this party!”

‘“*No, be reasonable, Ted!” exclaimed
Willy. * Don’t forgei, you'll have a trouble
to get a dozen fellows together., I’'ve got an
idea that some of the chaps distrust you.”

* What !

"““Of course, tnat's easy to understand!™
went on Willy. ** Any chap wiio can mis-
take a flock of sheep tor a big party of the
enemy might easily mistake a suck of coal
tor a side of bacon!” .

** Ha, ha, ha!” '

“You-you cheeky young
Handforth, turning red,

**Oh. don’t start!” said Willy impatiently.
*“ I've never known sueh a chap for flying into

a temper! My hat! Herve 1 conic .,uul siler
myau.ii as  a mlunteer, apd ail you can do -
is tu yeli at me!”

" In aboat anotMer minute, I'll punch your
allh head!” snorted H.u.ulu:th _

*Bully"? :

}:landfurt,u ralsed his fist, and then lowered
it. Although he had been gouded on many
occasions, he had mnever »yet struck his
younger brother—at leusl, not forcibly. But
Willy came very near to being strick at that
moment. But he mevcly ":mriui at his
brother, and turned away.

“ Of conrse, if you den’t want me, there's
nothing more to be =aid,” hLe remarked. '
* But if you like, 1'Il lwd the party—- .

He broke off und dodged, for Handforth was
after him. Willy was the only Third-former
He had been seuteiced
by Miss Trumble to a week's solitary con-
finement, and the Remove had rescued him,
Since theu Willy had been with us. . :

- Handtorth had some little difticnity in get-
tmg up the party. Nobody cared jor him as

a leader. They had an idea (hat thing~ micat
go wrong—for Handforth had a most peculiar
kn.tck of blundering into troublc.

‘But{ when Re"m.dd Pitt offered his <ervices,
mfany others came forward. For Pitt would
take the lead at once if Handiorth made a
mess of things. In five minute: tinie the
raiding party were all ready.

It cansisted of twelye rehels —including
Willy. That cheerful youunester had mnade
up his mind to go, and thal was @n end of
it. Willy was very determined. And Hand-
forth was forced to accept hin, siwply bee
cause it was like talking to a.brick wall to
orcder him away. -

‘“ Attention!” - eommunded’ -Haudlmbh
standing in front of the party. - ®
'The rebels grinned at one anott
all stood at- attention. Haudforih.
them critically. *

Anyhody elsey

rotter!” roared

1er, . nnd
nﬂpc;,t.ed
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“ Yes, you'll do!"' he said curtly. ‘*March!
Right turn! Go straight across Little Side
and into the Triangle. Now, step it out
briskly, my lads!"

And, amid general chuckles, the raiding
party started on its expedition. Fatty Little

watched it go, smacking his lips. He was
thinking of the eggs and bacon that would
possibly result.

The party reached Little Side, and then
made a bee-line across to the Triangle. It
wauas close upon time for school to begin, and
the first bell had already sounded. A num-
ber of fags were in the Triangle, and one or
two Fifth-formers.

There was a shout <f excitement as the
rebels appeared.

And the fags came crowding round, vell-
ing and cheering. 'The Fifth-formers Jooked
on with interest. (hainbers was there; and
Chambers considered himself to be the great
man of the Fifth. This was his own opinion.
‘Nobody elze shared it.

“What's the idea of this, my sons?” he
asked, as he strolled up. “ I thought you
.were holding out until—— 1 say! Can’t you
fhear me talking to you, you rotters?"

The relels were marching straight on, and
they didn't seem to notice the existence of
Chambers. He was left standing there,
staring after them. He frowned deeply.

“The young bounders!” he exclaimed
awratbhfullv. 1 was half inclined to give
them a2 word of encouragment; but they
don't deserve it! They don't seem to kunow
when they're lucky!”

And Charmbers ztalked
House in a huftf, for his
ruffled. At heart
plete sympathy wﬂ:h the Remove.
was a perpetual grievance with Chambers
that the Remove never accorded him the
respect he deserved.

The- raiding party tock no notice of any-
body. They were keen on their business, aud
wanted to get it through uas quickly as pos-
sible. There was no sense in wasting any
time. The very essence of the thing was to
make the raid, and he away again before
anybody could recover their breath.

“ Halt!”" commasnded Handforth loudly.

The party had arrived at the rear of the
Apcient House, and come to a cmart stand-
still just against the door of the domestic
quarters. The big courtyard was quite empty,
except for Tubbs, the page-boy. And Tubbs
was standing stil), gazing at the rebels with
open-mouthed admiration. Tubbs looked
upon the Remove witli enormous :espect.

And just then one of the maidservants
opened the kitcheén door, and looked out.

‘“ Left turn!" ordered Handforth sharply.

“Torm into single file! March! DPrivate
Church and Private Grey will remain outside
on guard!”

The rehel party, with
swept into the doorway,
raid was begun. .

into the Ancient
dlﬂmtv liad been
he was in full and com-
But it

military stride,
and the actual

{ * Kindly uutleratmd Mrs.

then dived down.

CHAYPTER 1V,
SAVING THEIG BACON!
8. POULTER, the worthy hrousedame

of the Ancicnt House, entered the
kitchen in a flurry. Cne of the
thiousemaids had just informed "

that the domestic quarters were invaded.

Aud, to Mrs. Poulter’s horeor, the informa-
tion was correct.

The kitchen itself was full,
“Good gracious me!” exclaimed the matrou.

ot Ro;s—-huw' What are you doing? You
know very wel'! that you are forbiddea tu
“ Silence!" commanded Handiorth.

Poulter, that you
are our prisoner!

“ What!" said Mrs. Poulter faintly.

“ Any attempt at defiance will be met by
instant execution!” said Handforth. * Pri-
vate Mc(Clure! ‘wl:ami by the door, and see
that no members of the enemy enber:
Private Singletou, hold vourself ready—"

“ This—this is absurd!" broke in Mrs,
Poulter, red with confusion. * Please, .
young gentlemen! [ arm sure you don’t mean
auy real harm! [ bez of you to leave the
kitchen at once—'" - d

2 8 ali nwht Mrs. Poulter—no need to

worry,”" put in P’itt cheerfully., * We've jusk
come to feteh a few chiugs You can't

be blamed. of course;
pedition.”

“ Lawk-a-day!" gasped Mrs. Pouiter.

“ All vou've got to do is to stand by, and
say nothing,”” went on Pitt. **In fact, (
advise you to discreetly retire, Mrs. Poul-
ter. We sha'n’t be long, particularly if you
don't hinder us."” -

“ But—but the mistress will he furious!”
said Mrs. Poulter fearfully.

“ You bet she will!"" griuned Pitt. * But
that's her concern.”

Handforth glaced at him.

“Who's in command of this
demanded. * If you do any iunore jawiag,
Private Pitt, I'll report you to the C(Com-
manding Officer when we gt back to camp.
Keep quiet, or I'll punch your giddy nose!”

“ Please, young gentlemien!” protested
Mrs. Poulter., “ I'm sure you only mean
this as a joke. We're all ever su =orry
down in the kitchen about you; we think
it's a regular shanie——"'

* Sorry, Mrs. Poulter, but we can't siop
to listen!" broke in Handforth. * H vou're
with us, good enough! If you're not with
us, we shall place you under arrest! We've
come here for a box of eggs and._four sides
of bacon! Stand aside, or we shall be cowm-
pelled to use force!"

White Handfortlh was wasting time in tulk
ing, Pitt was getting husy, ahlv asaisted by
severa! other members of the party. - They
hurried to the cellar door, opened it, and
- They knew exactly where
the bacou was kept. There were not many

we're on a raidiag ex-

partz?" he
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places containing footstulls thdt the Remove
l‘]ldl‘lt know about.

*Great!” said Pitt rheufuih, as he looked
round the inner cellar. ** Look here—seven
whole sides and a half! I reckon if we take
four it’ll be quite enough. Grab hold!"

The sides of bacon v-ere 1 anging in a row
from a big beam. Singleton hoisted one on
his shoulders, and mounted the cellar steps.
And behind him came Pitt and two others,
also carrying bacon. Handforth was just
thinking about doing something. He looked
round in astonishment.

**Hallo! Who told you to go down the

cellar?”? he demanded, frowning. ‘“I don't
helieve in  privates acting witbhout my
orders!"”

“We haven't got all day!" said Pitt

briefly.

Handforth nodded, realising that time was
precious.

“ Four sides?"" he asked. ‘* Good! That's
the ticket! Sorry, Mrs. Poulter, but we've
got to take these; we've rum short.”

““0Oh, but master Handforth, it isn't
right!” protested the matron. ** 1'm sure
I dg’n't Lnow whnat Miss Trumble will say

“T'm sure I don't care what she says!”
imterrapted Handy. ** Now, about the eggs.
Where do you keep the cggs?”

“In that cupboard, sir!”’ put in one of
the housemaids cagerly. * Two boxes there
is, which ain't been unpacked.”
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** Private Singleton and Private Pitt! Go
and fetch one hox of eggs!” commanded
Handforth sharply. ** And look alive!”

The two juniors, grinning, went to the

cupboard—which was already open. The
domesvic  stati—particularly  the lower
servants—were heart and soul with the
Iemove. They detested Miss Trumble, and
looked upon the Remove as heroes. And
they were willing to do anything to help.

Mrs. Poulter was sympathetie, too, but ib
wasn't policy to reveal it.

The box of eggs was brought out—one of
those long cases, which had probably started
on its original journey from Holland or
Deumark, They were cooking eggs, but the
juniors were satisfied.

*“We're quite safe in taking these eggs,”
said Pitt. * If they're !,m}d we can eat
'cm; if they're bad, we can use ‘em as
ammunition !’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ All ready?’ caid Handforth, looking
round. ** Right! Seize the booty, my lads,
and march! And don't waste any time!”

The four sides of bhacon were picked up,
and the case of eggs was hoisted on to

| four shoulders, in something after the fashion

of a coffin. And the raiders were just about
to march triumphantly out, when the
kitchen door burst open, and Miss Trumbla
appeared.

Tho Headmistress of St. Trark’s, big, bony,
and forbidding—was I[rowning with anger,

ouns Britain@?
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She advanced into the kitchen, and when
she spoke lLer voice was rather terrible.
‘“ Stop!” she commanded. **Stop at
once!"
Handforth gave her one look, and sniffed
‘““Sorry, ma’am, but we're in a hurry!"”
he said curtly. * Quick march!”
“You—you wretched boys!" screamed
Miss Trumble, running forward, and seizing

Handforth by the arm. “ Don't dare to
disobey me! Put those things down this
instant!"

‘““ Leggo!" gasped Handforth. “ You know
jolly well I can't punch your nose, and you're
taking avantage of me! Hi! Rescue, you
chaps!”

“I'll teach
fiercely.

Smack! Smack!

To Handforthh’s utter horror, Miss Trumble
soundly boxed his ears. It was the most
humiliating experience le had ever had,
and he went as red as a beetroot.

It did not improvc his temper to observe
that Willy was looking on with keen enjoy-
ment. The other rebels had halted, and
were grinning. They didn’t seem to realise
the ghastly nature of the affair. Strangely
enouzh, the maidservants had mysteriously
Hagished. Mrs. Poulter was looking on, horri-

ed.

“* Now!” gasped Miss Trumble. “‘ Perhaps
vout will obey me! You wicked, wicked
child! 1 have always reirained from violence,
but yoi have driven me to it! I will not be
disobeyed!”

Smack! Smack!

“ Help!"" howled Handforth wildly.

He wrenched himself away, and glared at

Mizs Trumble.

‘“Great pip!" he ejaculated. *“It's a
pity you ain’t a man! 1'd jolly well wipe
you up! As it is, all I can do is to clear
out! Get on the march, you fatheads!
Buzz ofi!”’ .

The cother members of the raiding party,
having received these unmilitary orders,

marched out. And Miss Trumhble sereamed

you!" panted Miss Trumble

at them in vain. She nearly sobbed with
anger, _
And it certainly was galling from her

point cf view,

These wretched juniors had eome here,
openly and boldly, and they had seized a
big supply of food, which naturally rendered
their position at Fort Resolute much more
secure,

And if they could do it once, they could
do it again! It would be absolutely impos-
sible to quell them. The Headmistress stood
at the kitchen door, fairly quivering, as she
watched the raiding party march off round
the angle of the building.

Soon afterwards a rousing cheer went up
from the stronghold. The party had been
sighted, and IFatty Little fairly danced with
joy when he saw that the spoils were being
brought in.

“ Hurrah!”

* Here they come!"
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“ Easy!" grinned Handforth, as the party
arrived. ** We can do just as we jolly well
like! And we'll stick here for ten years
before we give in! Miss Trumble ought to
be boiled in oil!"

““Yes, your ear: must be smarting a bit,
Ted,”” said Willy. * She gave you some
awful swipes, didn't she?"

Handforth went crimson.

*“ Shut up, you young rotter!” he hissed.
“1 don’t want everybody to know——"

‘“* Oh, don't be silly,”” said Willy. *“It's a
seream! Just you wait! The whole crowd
will be yelling soon!”

And Willy was right,
about, the rebel encampment 1c¢sounded
with learty Jaughter. The idea of Hand-
forth's ears being boxed by Miss Trumble
struck the jumiors as being distinetly funny.

But Handforth didnt see the joke at all.

When the story got

CHAPTER V,
MISS TRUMBLE TAKES ACTION.

ISS JANE TRUMBLE sat in her
study, frowning darkly.
She drummed her ftingers upon

the desk in front of her, Her eyes
were filled with anger, and it was
almost as much as she could do to keep her
seat. This latest exploit of the rebels had
brought home the truth.

She was helpless!

It was no geod denying the fact—she was
utterly helpless! Day by day the position
was getting worse. In spite of all hber
efforts, 1t was impossible for her to put an
end to this tragic farce.

And she was at a total loss.

After a while she rose from her chair
and paced up and down the study. To he
truthful, Miss Trumble was worried to =

point of distraction. Never in her life had

'she been so anxious.

For this whole business was becoming a
scandal. ~

She had come to St. Frank's witlh the
object of proving to the whole world how
a big public school should be run. And
this—this was the result! S8t. Frank's was
in a state of chaos, with the Remove Form
rebelling against all authority, and barring-
out in an ancient barn!

Miss Trumble attempteil to delude herself,
but it was impossible. She had made 2
failure of the whole business, From the very
start it had been more or less of a farce.
Not for one moment had she gained that
sympathy with her boys which was an
essential necessity for the perfect conduct
of a big school. |

From the first moment "
outsider. She was still an outsider. The
boys did not want her. And if she had
had common sense, Miss Trumble would have
realised the impossibility -of her task, and
would have given it up.

But she was not going to be beaten—never!

she had béen an
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She had cet

her nadem o quelling these
high-spirited  young reprobates—and  she
wounld not he satistied until they were back

in the =school, with their wicked spirits
hroken. )
Miss Trumble didn™t t Enow what a big job

:hie had taken on,

In the meantime, what was io
She had already attemptcd to cot the hoys
out. hy the aid of a crowd m‘ cipsies.  But
she had railed—and ane or two nfuapapers
had made seathing «<oinments regarding the
matter, | |

Miss Trumble had read  thoze comments
with . dismay apd distress. She had hoped
that the matter would be kept sccret,  But
no. Already the gceneral puvblic waz hegin-
ning to take an active mtercst in St
Frank’s.

And., what was far more jmportant, the
school governors were bheginning to wake up.
Triue, she was the chairman—hbut she did not
have absolute power. The other governors
had a good deal to =ay regarding the <onp-
duet of the school. But they only said these
things at a general wmeeting.

At all other timee the governors were like
a set of fossils. It took a tremendous lot
to arouse them out of their cloth-like
letharey. But they were being aroused how.

Indeed, Mizs Tramble had aiready received
two or three telegrams, urging ner to put
things right at the school at once. Omne or
two telegrams requested fuil information con-
cerning the position.,

he done?

And Miss Trumble had ignorcd them all—
hegause she was hoping against hope that

siHe. would be able to defeat {hie rebels at any
moment. But she had no plan—and conldn’™t
think of one.

It waz quite out of the qguestion fo talk
to the boys. They ignored her. 1t was al:0
uscless to adopt forceful measurcs—since the
rehels had prepared ijor this emergency.

Finally, Miss Trumble came to a decision.

She sent for Miss Bubbidge and Mi.s Rice
—the Housemistresses of the Ancient House
and the College® House, respectively. These
ladies were modelied on «om¢ihing «f the
same style as their Chief, and they were by
no means beautiful to gaze upon,

““1 have sent for you, Miss Babhidge—and
for you, Miss Rice—because 1 think it is just
as well that we should hold a consnltation !
exclaimed Miss Trumble. “ I presume you
lrave heard of Lhe tatest exploit af these
wicked young boys?

“Tt is perfeetly drcadinl, Miss Trumile”
said Miss Babbidge. ‘1 wnderstand they
have =tolen some ha<on and scme eggs =

“That is perhap: an nnnecessarily
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 word, Miss Babbidee,” interrupted the Head-

mistress, ' Thesg i)me are wilful—hnut it is
hardly correet to accuse them of stealing.
After all, they have paid their fees, and
are entitled to food. But think of it! To
come here and to seize just what they faney!
That is what angers me to a point of
hysterial”

‘““It i3 certainly a terrible position,”
Miss Rice gravely,

“We mu»;t think of some solntion —"?

cald

“Would it not he bhetter to mect the
boys?"? asked Miss Rice,
“To meet them?™
‘T mean, under the circumstances, surely

1t would be a relief to everybody if these
boys were brought back. They have de-

 mapnded the return of all the masters——"

“ And that is impossible!” snapped Miss

’lrumhle.

‘Quite so—TI heartily agree,”” Miss Rice
hastened to continue. ** At the same time,
would it not be posible to meet the hoys half
way? I suggest that some of the masters
are restored—to he exact, the Form-masters.
The boys have mainly to do with——"’

“ It is quite, guite out of the question!”
broke in Miss Trumble. "1 see your point,
Miss Rice. You think that the bhoys might
come bhack if I told them that their own
class teachers would be restored? Bnt such
an arrangement could not suceeed.”’

* I am inclined to agree with Miss Rice,’
said Miss Babbidge. *'In any event, qulte

apart from the masters, there are other
points to consider.”

*“Other points?”?

“ Precisely!” said Miss Babbidge. ‘' For

example, I believe that all the boys would
soon forget the masters if life at the school
was normal In other respects. Please don’v
imagine that I am attempting to dictate,
Miss Trumble.”

**Not at alll”
“Your views interest
continue.”

“There is the question of foothall,” sail
Miss Babbidze. *“ As you know, we have
attempted to teach the hoys net.ball—hut. it
was quite a fiasco. Do you not think it would
he as well to make these rebels a certain pro-
position? Oller them  inducements to
refurn.”

Miss Trumble set her lips.

““I shall not weaken!” she said acidly.

“In that case, Miss Trumble, it is quite
useless to talk,” put in Miss Rice. * But 1
certainly agree with Miss Babbidge., 1t i3
most undignified to usze force with these boys,
but if we can mduce them to return——"

“ And how, pray?” asked the Headmistregs
tartly.

** Well, T think it would be quite easy,”
suid Miss Bahbidge. " Restore foothall, let
them use their studies again, allow them to
sit up at night until nine-thirty—as formerly
—and, in short, bring all the old rules and
regulations into full force. If that was ‘done,
1 do pot think they would <¢omplain any

said the. Headmistress,
me greatly. Please
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<nore.  And thev would come quietly
ainl  the  school would settle dowa to
pormal [ite within a week."”

Miss Trumble shook her tiead obstinately.
U1 will never strrender!” she declared,
4 0h, vou may say that it will not be @
surrender—but the boys will take it as sucn.
It 15 quite impessible!”

It is equally impossible to employ men
Ao throw these boys out of their. stronghold!"”
satd Mis: Babbidge tartly, * And, supposing
Tor a moment that they are ecjected?  What
theny”

““ Heaven only knows!"

ane  her hands, “ Undoubtedly, the boys
woetld not come back., They would probably
find some other place to shelter in. And

then the position would be doubly as bad.
Really, Miss Trumble, it is necessary to meet
these boys half way.”

“Never—never—NEVER!"  shouted Miss
Trumble, her voice rising. “ I will not listen
to another word! 1 thought that you might
be able to help me——-but I was mistaken!
PMease leave me alone, ladies!’"

The two Housemistresses passed out, by no
means. impressed by Miss Trumble's exhibi-
tion of petulance. She would not see reason.
'Although it was peinted out to her clearly,
she refused to listen.

And, left alone, she continued to pace up
ad down. :

As a matter of fact, Miss Babbidge's words
had put an idea into her head—although Miss
Babbidge had not even mentioned the sub.

iect. It was quite impessible to employ men
to throw the boys out. That was what the
Housemistress had said.

It was impossible—she knew it. She had

tried it once, and it had been a failure.
Quite apart from that, such a thing was
altogether degrading. The boys were on

schoo!l property, and, in a way, had a right
there.

But what il somebody else turned them
olt? '

What if those meadows changed owuner-
strip?  In that case, the Remove would be
trespassing, and any steps that were taken

to shift them would not reflect upon the
school., _
It was a brainwave, and the more Miss

Trumble rthought about it, the more sue
floved the idea. II only those meadows were
bouzht by an outsider, that outsider would
Liave the full respousibility for throwing the
boys off. Perhaps Miss Trumble could make
a secret arrangement—-

Her thoughts suddenly took ancther turn.
She had seen a letter in Dr. Stafford's old
file! Quickly. she went to a cupboard, took
out a great file of papers, and commenced to
turn them over feverishly.

Atv last she gave a little exclamation of
satisfaction. She had found the letter she
ha had heen seeking. And, after a moment's
thought, she touched the bell. Tubbs soon
appeared. _

Lo Ordec one of the grooms to be hece

LEE LIBRARY

said Miss Rice, lift-.

But, Archie

somehow or other,
twisted the shovel in the wrong way.
instead of depositing the mud out-
side the trench, he deposited it upon
himself.

within. live minutes,” said -Miss Trumble
curtly.

“Yes'm,”" said Tubbs, bolting.

Miss Trumble quickly wrote a letter, and
by the time the groom arrived. the letter
was sealed up, and addressed. Miss Trumble
handed it to the man, and her eyes were
egleaming. :

“*Take this note at once to Mr. Jeremial

'Holt, at the farm near the village,” she
ordered. ‘Do mnot delay a moment. 7The
matter 13 most important, and you must
hurry.”

The groom touched his cap, and went ofl.

And Miss Trumble sat down, with that
gleam still in her eyes. If she could ouly
sell those meadows=—it she could only work it
so that the boys were trespassing upon a
stranger’s property! Any steps that were
taken to remove them would then be out ot
the hands of the school authorities.

It seemed that hours elapsed.  Miss
Trumble was very impatient. But, as a
matter of fact, hardly one hour had elapsed
before Mr. Holt himself arrived, - The big,
bullving farmer, was a very unpopular
character 1n the dstrict -and particularlv
unpopular at St. Frank's, | :



He sat in Miss Trumble's study, wondering
why he had been sent for.

*“1 requested you to come, Mr. Holt, be-
cause I thnk there is a little business that
we can transact,” said Miss Trumble, who

‘* Some
Dr.

had her plans all eut and dried.
months ago, you communicated with
Stafford.”

** About them meadows hehind the school,
you'll be meanin’, lady?’’ asked Farmer Holt.

““ Exactly,” said Miss Trumble. * I think
you were rather anxious to buy them, were
youn not?” _

“Well. at the time [ was,” 3aid the
farmer. * You see, them meadows come
right agzin my own property, an' they might
be useful to me—particularly the barn. But
Dr. Stafford told me that the =chool authori-
ties wouldn't agree to a =sale—not even a
lease.”

Miss Trumble beamed.

**T am pleased to inform you, Mr. Hglt,
that the school authorities are now quite
agreeable to a sale,” she exelaimed. ** 1f you
still require the meadows, 1 liave no doubt
whatever that we can conie to s:ome amicable
arrangement.” '

Holt looked at the floor, with a cunning
e¢xpression in his eyes . | '

“*Well, T ain't so keen now——-""?e began.

“ Nevertheless, ‘we will discuss the matter,
and I am sure that we shall come to terms,”
said Miss Trumble gzently. ** Come. come!
There i< another small matter which I wish
to talk to you about.”

And, two minutes later, the Headmistress
of St. Frank's and Farmer Holt were eu-
vraged in elose conversation,

In fact, it ceemed very much as though a
plet was heing hatelied!

CHAPTER VI.
ARCHIE WAKES UP!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE strolled Jan-
guidly to the door of the loft, :nd
gazed out wupon the snow-covered
scene. - It was just about the middle

of the mcrning, when everything was quiet
and peaceful.

“ Snow, and all that kind of stuff!” ob-
served Archie. 1 mean to say, the jolly
old earth is looking somewhat pule. Abso-
iutely! The fact is, Phipps, the weather’s
somewhat ghastly!”

-. Phipps, Archie’s valet, looked mildly sur-
prised.

*“Indeed, sir?” lie said. ‘1 wvas under
fhe impression that this kind of weather was

most attractive. The majority of the
young gentlemen, 1 know, have a great
liking for ice and snow.”

‘““Oh, absolutely!” agreed Archie. ** At

the same time, old lad, it makes a chappie
cling to the jolly old fireside. You grasp
what I imean? It seems so bally chilly and
frosty without, so to speak! And there the

dear chappies are, dashing about like oune
o’clock.” %

A note of admiration crept into Archie’s
voice as he gazed down into the trenches.
This door of the loft was set high up in
the building. A step outside meant a con-
siderable fall. But the door was provided
with a glass top, «nd Arcife was not ex-
posed tc the wintry air.

Of course, it wasn't a wusual loft door,
but the juniors did not worry about this,
It suited them mueh better as it was.
Archie counld see the trenches, and the
cadets walking up and down, clearing away
sunow, making alterations bere and there,
and performing nummerous other duties which
were continually eropping up

As for Archie himself, e had only Jjust
arisen.

He would soon trickle down to breakiast,
although the hour was c¢leven-thirty. The
luscious smell of egzs and bacon came up
from the lower floor of the barn, and Archie
felt hungry. He was fully dressed, and
looked as elegant as ever in a superbly cut
lounge suit.

Being a rebel made very little difference

| to Archie.

In the first place, L:e had Phipps to attend
to his every want. And up in a corner of
the loft there was a kind of recess, and
Phipps had faked this up into a cosy private
room, with a screen in front, a gorgeous rug
upon the floor, and with a patent oil-stove
giving a grateful warmth and a cheery glow.

_Tapestries hung round the rough walls,
disguising them in a yery effective manner,
and there was a soft, luxurious lounge upon
which Archie could ‘sprawl in perfect comfort.
There was an easy chair. a neat little table,
and numerous other exhibitions of luxury.
Archie had had all these things seat in from
Bannington.

So, for him, the rebellion meant practically
no change.

As a matter of fact, he enjoved this life
tar more than the life at the school itself.
He was not obliged to bother with lessons.
Auwd, according to Archie, lessons were a
frightful bore. He was able to get uvp when-
he liked. Eleven o'clock was his favourite
time.

And he could dose on the lounge-to his
heart’s content. Life for Archie was one
eontinual round of luxury. And the other
fellows allowed Lim to have all this, be-
canse they knew very well tliat Archie was
different. He was c<uech a genial, generous
fellow that they couldu’t very well object.

Besides, he was so helpless. He was use-
less for any ordinary work, and by letting
him have his own way he was safe enough,
and did not bother. As far as the rebels
were concerned, Archie was nothing. Many
of the juniors almost forgot that he was
with them, -y -

And now, a8 Archie stood looking down
upon the trenches, he felt rather se]f-con-
scious. He gazed down at his own suit.
Then he locked out again upon the trenches,
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with the thick snow, and the cadets plod-
ding up and down, keen upon their work,
and always on the alert.

“1 mean to say, it seems dashed wrong,”
satd Archie absently.

“I beg your pardon, sir?”

““Slacking, and all that!”

“I don't quite understand, sir."

“Dash it all, Phipps!"” protested Archie,
turniug and screwing his mounocle into his
cye. " Kindly allow the old grey matter to
et wto action! In other words, get the
bratn gowng! Slacking, don't vou know! I
meau bto say, don't you think it's a bit
ghastly?” .

“* Slacking is certainly a deporable habit,
sir,”" said Phipps.

* Absolutely!" said Archie. *“ A slacker,
dou’t you know, is cne of those poisonous
chappies who don't deserve to live on the
bally old earth! And here we are in the
thick of a rebellion, Phipps!”’

“ Quite so, sir.” .

‘““ Here we are, thrust into the ceutre of
the good old turmoil,” proceeded Archie,
warming to his subject. ¢ In other words,
laddie, the battle rages, and all that kind
of rot! Amid the thunder of the cannon
and the whistle of the shells—— Gadzooks!

I'm dashed if I'm not getting poetical,
Phipps! But there you are! "That's the
idea! You grasp?”

C“In a way, sir.”

“Well, that's dashed wunsatisfac..”” said
‘Archie, frowning. ‘“‘In a way, what? What

I mean to say, old fruit, is that all the lads
of the village are dashing about here and
there, aud they're whizzing up and down,
doing all sorts of frightfully decent things.
I mean, they're digging trenches, and re-
sisting the joliy old attacks like heroes!”

““The young gentleman are certainly doing
excellently, sir.”

““ Absolutely,”” agreed
““In fact, absolutely twice! You've got it,
Phipps. You've hit the old thing on the
head. There they are, bless their hearts,
dashing about cven now! And I'm stuck up
here, having just arisen from the old
coueh.”

“1 rather fancy that breakfast iz
ina, sir,”” hinted Phipps.

“ What-ho!" observed Archie. * Good old
breakfast! It calmly awaits for the voung
master to slither down and find it a good
home—what? Never fear, Phipps; it shali
be attended to. But about the other sub-
ject. The tissues are fully restored.”

“[ am glad to hear that, sir.”

“1 mean to say, I'm feeling f{rightfully
braced,”” went on Archie. **The fact is,
Phipps, I've discovered a dashed huge store
of energy that needs releasing. I'm  posi-
tively bursting with the good old sinews of
lite! Do you grasp the trend?”

“* T take it, sir, that you are feeling ener-
getic,”

“That, dear old lad, is absolutely the
word,” said Archie. ** Lnergetic, don't you
kuow. And the whole thing's absolutely

Archie, mnodding.

wait-

{ Archie,
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wrong?  Gaze out here, Phipps. Al the
chappies waltzing about, and working like
:';u{t;hmg. and 1'm doing nothing! It won't
do!

'** Breakfast, sir—-"

““ Breakfast can wait, Phipps.”  said
Archie firmly., * Kindly buzz down, -and

bring the yvoung master a uniform.”’

““A which, sir?” asked Phipps. liorrified.

‘“[t appears, laddie, that deafness is run-
ning in the family!” said Archie. *“* A uni-
form, you know; one of those priceiess
things with breeches, and jackets with flaps
over tihe pockets, brass buttons, and all the
rest of it. Iade away, Phipps, and f(ind
one!"”

“Do T understand, sir, that you futcwd to
wear this uniformn?’

“ Absolutely!"

Phipps looked rather alarmned.

‘* But please let me point out, Master
that it is quite unnecessary,” he
said. ** Master Nipper does not expect you
to become a cadet, and, indeed, I bave an
idea that you are not required. Begging
yvour pardon, sir, but [ should suggest thut
vou reinain passive.”

Archie shook his head.

* Sorry, old bean, but I cannot ullow this
arcument to proceed,” he said firmiy.
“ Dash it all, it's a bit thick when a chap-
pic's valet starts reeling forth a few yards
of dictation! I mean to say, it's rot the
thing! The old mind is made up.” &

“* Very well, sir,”” said Phipps quictly.

““ So just shoot down the hole, and get
the uniform,' said Archie. [ amm well
aware of the fuct that my services are not
clamoured after. At the same timne, laddie,
I shall be dashed useful when it comes to

fighting. I mean, when I really get going,
1 h'ﬂ“j' well go! Like steam, and all that
rot!”

Phipps was not at a2l pleased, but it was
quite clear to him that Archic had made
up his mind. So Phipps went to a corner of
the loft and produced a uniform. It was
not necessary for him to go below, as Archie
had believed. The uniforin was a new <ne,
for the cadets had some spares left.

“What-ho!” said Archie. ** That,
were, iz the stuff!”

“1 am afraid you will find it mosi uu-
coinfortable, sir P

“ Comfort, old bird, is not everything in
the world,” interrupted Archie. “ There
comes a time when a cove has to gatner
himseli together and hurl the old carcase
into the battle of life. So here goes—ab-
solutely! From now on, Phipps, I'm going
to do a fearful lot ot work!™

Phipps stnod ready, and a moment later
he was assisting his young master to dis-
robe. But Archie suddenly pulled up. '

“ Gadzooks!” lLie exclaimed. ‘““ Desist,
Phipps! The other chappies don't have
valets to rally round—what? Absolutely
not! I -shall proceed to do the old toilet
unaided!” ‘ .

* Begging your pardon, sir, but I shouid

as it
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- guggest that you leave that untip later,'” )

said Pl‘ﬁﬁis gently. ** For the first time I
should certainly advise youw to have my
#ssistance.” : ,

“*You absolutely think so?"
dubiously.
el do, sie™ _

“(Gh, well! Perhaps, as it were!’ said
Archie. ““ I mean to suy, just once, Phipps.
Shall T allow it? Or don't you think it would
he better for me to hiossom out single-
handed ?”’ _

“ Just this once, sir,” advised Phipps.

Archie gave way on the point. Conse-
quently, lie was attired in the uniform in
about fifteen minutes. 1f he had been left
to himself he would have Leen in a hope-
less muddle at the end of an hour. .

By a lucky chance, "‘the cadet u_mfo_rm
fitted him splendidly. It was just his size,
and there was no doubt that Archie looked
mueh more business-like in it. Ife rather
fancied himself, too.”

“* Now, ahout the old ecap?” he obscrved.
“ I wather that the head has a covering—
what? Oh, and by Jove! 'The stripes,
Phipps!  Dash it all, the bally old jacket
is deveoid of stripes!”

“ Quite so, sir!”’ said Phipps gravely. “H
vouu are joinine the cadets, you must join
as a private.” | :

Archie looked rather dismayed. .

““But 1 mean to =ay, den't yon
that's frightfully frightful?” he asked. ** All
the chappies [ know hecome officers. T was
thinking about a geuneral, Phipps, or pos-
sibly a licutenant-colonel—-"

“ No, sir, you must start from the ranks.”

“ Oh, well, you know hest,” said Archie.
“But I must say that it seems most
shockingly poisonous.  However, here we
are! Absolutely! All ready, and positively
hursting to get busy.”

- Archie was very pleased with himself,
and he passed acrosz the loft, and made his
way down the ladder to the ground-floof.
" There were only a few juniors in the barn
at the moment.
~ Most of the cadats were either on duty.
“ov else manufacturing snowhballs, Pitt hadl
suggested that as the snow was lying about
“we might as well have a  good supply of
ammunition of that deseription. Suowballs
are very useful articles in a fight.

“What-ho!” said Archie, as
round. 1 mean to say

“* Great bloaters!” gasped Fatty Little, as
he stared at Archie. * Who the dickens
told you to get dressed-up in that rig-out?"”
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‘“ Dash it all, don’t I look rather price-
less?'" asked Archie.

“You look stunning!" grinned Fatty,
“But I don't suppose the other chaps will
think so. You'll only be getting in the way,
my son., This is a serious ‘business, yqu
know.,” .

Archie was looking rather dismayed when
I walked in with Bob Christine. We both
cazed at Archie, and grinned,

“Good!” said Glenthorne, saluting with
the wrong hand. * Here we are, dear old
commander-in-chief ! Kindly zive a few dozen
orders, and I'll dash about on the cld job!
The fact is, I've joined up! Archie has
rallied to the good old colours!”

‘“ But, my dear ass, you're not required!"”
I grinned. ““ You were quite safe as you
were. 1 don’t think you'll be able to do
anything——-" :

‘“* Pray refrain from being a frightful ass!"”
interrupted Archie stiffly. “ No offence, old
Iad, but all hands to the pump! I mean to
say, the more the merrier—what? The old
mind is made up—positively firm. And I'm
going to do a frightful lot of dashing
ahout.”

- *“Yes, that's about all you will do!” I
chuckled. * What on earth put . the idea
imto your head?” ' E

‘“ It suddenly ecame to me,” said Archie.
“* 1 suppose evervbody has a feeling like that

at times. You know, all at once. The old
tissues were sort of fooded; a kind of warm
sensation buzzed all over the old carcase.
I realised, don't you know, that [ ‘was
several kinds of a bally shirker. All the
chappies

Ihard at it, and Archie doing

nothing.

“ And what dJdo you propose?” T inquired
solemnly.

““ Well, T've got a kind of feeling that I
might be dashed useful,” said Archie. **It’s
simply ghastly lounging about with the idea
that I'm one of those conscientious objector
biighters. So, how about it? String out the
orders, and I'm your man. Drilling—what?

"Anything you like!"

I could hardly keep -a straight face.
Archie’s heart was good, but T certainly pre-
ferred him in his elegance. As a cadet, he
was linble to he something of a problem. DBut
1 couldn’t very well offend him after he had
offered his services,

“Weli, I'll tell you what,”” I said. * You
can go out into the trenches, and hLelp with
the manufacture of sinowhalls. Report your-
self to Sergeant Handforth, and take orders
from him. Archie saluted.

‘“ Absolutely!”" he said,
and all that kind of rot!”’

He strode briskly out of the barn, and Bob
Christine and I grinned. We bad an idea
that Archie would find active service a little
barder than he had bargained for!

(Continued on page 15.)

“ Quick mareh,




EVERY WEEK—TWO GRAND COMPLETE DETECTIVE STORIES

No. 13,

PRESENTED WITH ‘“ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.”

March 3,1923

. the wizard

T was not for nothing that Mervyn Hume,
the “brilliant young newspaper sleuth,
was known in I'leet Street as ** The Man
Who Never Lost a C(ase.”” Jor there

was little of any importance that went on in
the [ll\'at-i:‘l‘l[ill“l ungderworld of the great
metropolla that he did not take a haud n,
either in association with Scotland Yard or
o his own.

But things had been rather quiet n the
““ Daily Wire " offices the past day ur two.
Hume had therefore decided tc
afternoon in his chamberz in Lincoin’s [oo
with a copy of Professor Klienart's treatise
on “ Poisons in Relation to Crime " to while
away the time.

He reached for his hat and was about to

depart “when he was arrested by She sharp
whirr of his telephone bell. -Turning, fle
picked the ‘instrument up aund answered it.

A rather thin and high-pitched voice came
fzintly over the wire, speakinz Engiish iu
a quick, clipped manner,

Hume had po difficulty in recognising it as
balonging to Wu Chin, an ellerly (hinaman
who in the past had ziven him :ome vainahlg
information in connection with a han'd of 4is
compatriots who, having zot iato trouable (n
China, had come to this country, where they

spend the
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Being the adventures of MERVYN HUME,
sleuth of ‘* The Daily Wire.”

had enzazed in the pernicious cpiim trafic.

Wu Chin in the ordinary way was a man
with excellent control over himsell, even fot
an Oriental. But now, even over the tele.
phone, Hume could detect a note in his voice
which told that the speaker was labouring
under some great emotional strain.

“ Velly bad business "happen,” came the
voice of the old Chinaman, having been
assured that he was speaking to Mervyn
Hume himself. “ I wantee tellee you all
about it, and savee you lot of trouble, but
my house heing watchee by plenty veily bad
Chinaman.

“ Evely time [ goce out they makee follow
me. This morning I receive @ note say they
make to kill me. [—"

The sentence was mnever finished. For at
that moment there sounded a shrill ¢ry over
the wire, followed by a faint tinkle of falling
zluss, a dull thud, and then—silence!

My hat!” exclaimed Hume in  alarm.
“* What's happened, Wu Chin? Hallo, are
vou there? Hallo, hallo!” Hume called
frantically into the receiver, but only the
faint huin of the wire rewarded “his eflorls.

What tragedy lay behind that wild shriek
he did not know. But wasting no further
time in futile shouting, he siammed the

; -
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receiver back into its rest, dashed pell mell g at telephone.

from his room into the outer office, and into
Fleet. Street.

Hailing a passing taxi he instructed the
driver to make for Earl's Square, Kensingtun,
where Wu Chin’s house was situated. for nll
he was worth. And the driver, stimulated
by the promise of double fare if rhe.wenb
fast enough, accelerated his engine until the
water in the radiator almost reached boiling
oint. _
l In a remarkably short space of time
Mervyn Hume found himself whizzing along
the Kensington Hich Street with the China-
man’s house only a, few minutes away. "

“ What the thump can have happened?
Hume asked himself for the hundredth time
23 the cab swung off the main rcad mtﬂ a
side turning leading to the square. It
sounded to me as though someone was
being murdered. My heavens. 1 hope nothing
has happened to poor old Wu Chin. lallo,
her¢ we are!”’ ' _ -

The <¢ab pulled up with a Ije}'k outside ra.

i ‘ellow-painted house, and, jumping oub,
e, thed note  towards the
driver, told him to keep the change, and
dived up the half dozen or so steps that
raised the entrance from the pavement.

A' sharp tattoo on the door was followed
by a faint shuffling of slipper-clad feet from
within. There was the sound of bolts being
withdrawn, the clank of a chain, and the
wizened, yellow face of an ancient Chinaman
peered round the portal at the caller.

“'It's all right, Sam,” said Hume, recog:
nising Wu Chin's azed manservant. ! Let me
in at once. I want to know what’'s happened
I was speaking to him on

the telephone when something must have

happened i

The. eves of the expressionless yellow face
flicked for an instant and the ancient ser-
vant undid the ¢hain which still fastened the
door. **Yeu iind velly honoulable master
in him study,” he said, standing aside to
allow the visitor to pasi. ' Velly bad thing

happen——" :

~ But Mervyn Hume was not listening. A
few strides along the large and rather
gloomy hall brought him to Wu Chin’s
study, which he entered without ado. ile
founid the aged Chinaman reclining on a

couch at the rar end of the room. He was
quite motionless, but the flicking of his eye-
lids told the erime investigator that he was
alive.

“Velly glad you comee, Mistel Hume,”
catd Wu Chin in a thin volece. ** 1E’l.'n Chin
velly old man now, and heart im  velly

weak. No strong can stand shock.”

““ Well, what happened whig you were talk-
ing toome?” asked Hume, having ascertained
that- Wu Chin was not injured, but only
suffering from shock. ‘I heard a cry and
the sound of fallde glass and——" :

““ Yeilow Six try to kill Wu Chin.” 1

“The Y« llow 8Six?"”

“ Allee sam:«> Yellow Siv. They shoot-
through window at Wu Clde while speakee |

Break ¢lass, break hiz Cane
ton vase, but no hit my dishonoulahle
self. Yellow Six allee samee sendee note
say they killee me. Yellow Six allee samee
wateh house and fcllol me——"

" But who the thump are the Yellow Six?”
interrupted Hume curiously. * Their title
sounds melodramatic enough, but why should
they want to kill you?” And in his quaint
and halting English Wu Chin proceeded to
enlighten Hume on the identity of his would-
be assassins, and the reason of their hatred
of him,

Now Wu Chin, spite of his <¢lipped
English, which he only dropped into in
moments of intense emotion, was a China-
man of the more enlichtened type. And
although he had been born before the duys
when his countrymen looked upae Western
ideas and methods in the light they do
to-day, he had contrived to obtain fome-
thing in the way of a Western education.

And in ecommen with the Chinese Govern-
ment. being a man with the welfare of his
race at heart, he had seen the wisdom of
suppressing the opium habit.

More especially had he worked to that
end in this country, realising what many of
his less enlichtencd ecountrymen. did not,
that the habit was not regarded over lere
with the tolerance that it was in China,

This- had caused Wu Chin to run foul of
the gang controlling the opium traffie, who
had found it <convenient to leave their
native land in rather a hurry. Wu Chin had
learned of their activities and the harm it
was doing to other of their compatriots who
had settled over here, and were, for the most.,
part, law-abiding citizens. L

in

- This -informaticn he had paszed on to
Mervyn Hume, who, in conjunction with
Seotland Yard, had heen instrumental in

intercepting large quantities of the pernicious
drug. The organisation of the traflickers
had been temporarily hroken up, and they
themselves put to flight.

And the heads of the traffic were no cther
than the Yellow Six!

How long. they had called themselves hy
this somewhat sinister sobriquet dces nob
matter. The fact remains that their con-
trol of the opinm traflic had heen distroved,

and many of their agents imprisoned. And.
like all their race, they possessed long
memories. They had not forgotten that

their downfall had bheen dune principally to -
Wu Chin—and they had sworn that his lile
should be the penalty for it.

Hence the warning Wua Chin had already
received, and the attempt on his life while
speaking on the telephone.

This mueh Wu Chin explained to Mervyn
Hume as he sat on one of the luxurious
settees with which the room was furnished,
puffing thoughtfully at a cigarette.

" Well, it’s a pretty seriotis business,”
commented Hume, when the Chinaman had °
finished. ‘' It seems to me this country s
not a safe place for you. You must be got
away. But with this gang of scoundrels .
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watching the place o closely I don't see how
it i3 to be done. [ may think of an idea
later, but——"’

Crack! Crack! Crack!

““Down! Down!'!"

It was Hume who spoke. For even us the
first shot rang out he had ducked, dragging
Wu Chin with him. Not a moment too soon,
for a faint plop, plop, plop a few inches
irom where the Chinaman's head had becn
the fraction of a second before told where
the lead had buried itself in the wood of
the panelling of the room.

[ Move.
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He then dragged Wu Cliin out of iine
with the window, into the shelter of a
jutting part of the wall.

The two men surveyed each other in
silence for some moments, the elderly China-
man trembling visibly from the shock he had
received.

“The Yellow Six, Mistel Hume,” whis-
pered Wu Chin at length. “ Allee zamee
makee kill me.”

Hume nodded grimly., *° This is getting
uw bit too thick,” he said. * Wu Chin, I
ghink this is a cage for the police. You must

¥

“ Down! down!"

It was Hume who spoke. For even as the first shot rang
out he had ducked, dragging Wu Chin with him.
for the bullet passed immediately over the Chinaman’s head.

And not a moment too soon,

A teuse silence followed. The attack had
been sharp and sudden. But more through
iuck than anything else it had failed. The
shots had come from through the window
which faced on to some private guardens
at the back of the house, and it was obvious
that, such being the case, the would-be
assassins must have been watching the two
men as they sat talking.

Hume and the Chinaman
crovching
the crime

th remained i a
position for some moments until
investigator judged it sufe (o

have protection. T will notify Scotland Yard
and cet them to send some detectives——"

But to Hume's surprise Wu Chin shook hia
head vigorously. * Policemans no makee
any diffelence,’”” he said. ' Yellow Six Killee
me allee samee. Theyv Chinaman, I China-
man tco. Me know, Mistel Hume.”

Mervyyn Hume did not argue. He knew
that once a Chinaman made up his mind
that no amount of. talk would alter it. And
perhaps, after all, Wu Chin was right, I'or
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who can fathom the mysterious weorkings of
the ¢omplex Oriental mind?

**1 think you are safe for the time being,”
said Mervyn Hume at length, *‘and if you
won't inform the police I must see if 1 can
help you in some way. I must have time to
think.”

Hume lighted another cicarette, and as he
watched the rings of smoke curl lazily up to
the ceiling he suddenly stiffened and turned
abruptly towards Wu Chin, his eyes gleam-
ing,

He whispered long and earnestly to the old
Ciainaman for about ten minutes, at the end
of which he rose preparatory to departing.
“Whatever you do keep away 1irom the
windows,”” he said in coneclusion. °* Don't
leave the house and don’t let yourself be
seenn. Leave the rest to me.”

And with that the great newspaper sleuth
bid the old Chinaman good-bye, left the
house, and returned to the offices of the
‘“ Daily Wire,”” where, for the next half-hour
or so, he sat in his private roocm writing
gfeadily. This done, he gave his handiwork
to a '' copy boy,” and left for his chambers
in Lincoln’s Inn feeling very pleased with
himself and the world in general.

The first counter-move against the Yellow
Six had already been made.

The following morning a story appeared in
the ** Daily Wire,”” which was read with con-
siderable regret by Chin’s many friends in
London. But if regret was the general note
occasioned by the story, there were at least
siX people in the metropelis to whom it
appeared to brinz considerable satisfaction.
And the story in question read:

“ Death of Mr. Wu Chin.

‘““Aged Friend of British Government
_ Dies of Shock.

“ Mysterious Attempt cn His Life.

“The ‘Daily Wire' regrets to announce
the death of Mr. Wu Chin, which occurred
late last night in his home at Earl's Square,
Kensington.

“Mr. Wu Chin, who was for many years
a member of the Chinese Diplomatic Service,
is best known in this country for his work
in connection with the suppression of the
opium traffic.

“ In this direction he received considerable
assistance from his Government, which re-
sulted a short time ago in the master minds
behind the trafic being run to earth. Un-
fortunately, however, they cscaped capture,
and are still at large.

“ The ‘ Daily Wire’ understands that three
shots were fired through the windéw of Mr.
Wu Chin’s study yesterday afternoon, which,
fortunately, did not hit him. Later in the
day he succumbed from shock, however.

““ His medical attendant states that he
was already suffering from a weak heart,
and this, coupled with his great age,
accelerated his death.

“Mr. Wu Chin, who embraced the Christian
religion some time ago, will be buried at the
London cemetery on Thursday in a lacquered
cotlin which he brought with him from China,
and which, according to Chinese custom, he
has kept in his house ever since.

** So far there is vro clue to his assailants.”®

This news, as might be expected, came as
a shock to most people, snd was the one
topic of conversation wherever Anglo-Chinese
soclety met. It was copied in other papers
from the * Wire,” with added details of
Wu Chin's life and history.

But by the time ithe day of the funeral
arrived, other and more important things had
banished the affair from the minds of all but
those why knew the old Chinaman.

On the morning preceding the. funeral,
Mervyn Hume stayed in his chambers, and
bade the old Chinaman good-bye, left the
the cortege to leave the yellow-painted house
in Earl’s Square. He himself, having been
a close friend of the Chinaman for some
time past, had made the funeral arrange-
ments, with the help of Sam, Wu Chin's
ancient yellow s<ervant.
~ By the time the lacquered coffin contain.
ing the remains of the old Chinaman was
brought from the nouse, a small erowd had
collected, who gazed curiously at it as it
entered the closed and black-painted hearse
that was to convey it to the cemetery.

These people were for the most part white,
but it was not surprising that among them
should be a number of Chinese. Mervyn
Hume scanuned their faces in one gunick,
rapier-like glance, his eves resting for a frae-
tion of a secoud on one whose curiosity and
interest seemed to he more marked than the
remainder.

And, curious to relate, no sooner had he
entered the carriage that was to follow the
hearse, than this partienalar Chinaman
seemed to lose all interest, and to slink
softly but swiftly away, as though he had
suddenly remembered an uppointment.

This much was not lost on the great
newspaper sleuth, however. But had he been
able to follow that vellow-skinned individual
and listen to hiz cubsequent conversation,
he would have dizscovered that he was no
other than one of the Yellow Six, who had
been sent out to report to the rest of his
fellows that the funeral of Wu Chin had
ifndtéed taken place, and was an accomplizhed
act.

But although Mervyn Hume did not see
or hear this much, he guessed it.

He guessed, too, that in all probahility
one of the would-be assassins would he at
the cemetery to witnesgs the interment of
the man they had made two such determined
attemmpts to kill. And here agcain he was
right.

Mervyn Hume soon dismissed the incldent
frtom his mind, and, the gloomy business
over, he returned to his office to write a
short paragraph on the afternoon’s proceed-
ings.,
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A sharp exclamation cut across the room,

It was one of those periods that do occur |
from time to time, when the crime investi-
gators of the great daily papers have to g0
out and hunt paragraphs of petty robberies,
for the sake of something better to do.

But it was the policy of the “ Wire " to
leave these sort of afinirs to their con-
temporaries, contenting themselves with the
remarkable ** scoops” of far more im-
portant erimes that Mervyn Hume supplied
them with from timie to time.

Thus it was that Hume did not turn up
at the office for a day or two, but stayed
at his chambers, where he would Lave re-
ceived just as well any information of fresh
crimes.

But on the fourth day of his absence,
Harvev Frost, the news editor of the
‘““ Wire,” and one of Hume's closest friends,
thought he would like a general article on
““ Scientifie Crimes.”

So, calling in that remarkable red-headed
youth whose baptismal name was William
Whitehead, but who was otherwise known as
Nunky, he bade him go to Hume's chambers
and acquaint the crime investigator aith
his requirement. '

Nunky, who was one of the great news-
paper sleuths most fervid admirers, was
about to start on his errand, when Frost
called his back.

“ By the way, you might return Mr. Hume
his door-key,”” he said. *‘ He lent it to me
last week to.call and colleet a book he
borrowed, and I forgot to return it. Don’t
use it to break in and raid his larder if
he's not there,”” he concluded, as the red-
headed youth departed.

“It ’ud be ’ard luck on Mr. 'Ume if I
did,” retorted Nunky, closing the office-door
just in time to miss a book that was aimed
at hirm with more force than accuracy. And
with that he was gone.

Arrived at Hume's chambers, he rnn{; the
bell, but receiving no response, he concluded
that the crime mvestigator must he asleep.
Now Nunky's admiration for Hume
amounted almost to aflection, such is hero
worship, and, not wishing to disturb him
if, indeaed, he should be sleéping, he entered
tire chainbers with the key Frost had given
him, with the intention of either waiting
until Hume should awake, or leaving a
written message,

Inside the hall Nunky paused to listen,
but all was silent.

“Mr. 'Ume must be usleep after all,”” he

murmured. *‘ Still, it ain’t the first time
I've bin in ‘'ere. He's most likely in his
study. I'll shove me ’ead in and 'ave a

look.”

He made his way to the far end of the
hall to where the apartment in question
npened off, and stopped outside listening.
He heard no sound, however, so, gently
turning the handle of the door, he opened
it and peered inside.

The next moment he jumped back in
alarmed astonishment, at the same time

as a chair scraped the tloor within. ,
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““ Whitehead!"
“Mr. 'Ume!’ stuttered the boy. * I—
I-I didn't k-know—I thought you were
alone, sir,”" he blinked fearfully, first at
Mervyn Hume, and then at a small,
wizened figure by his side, leaning half-way
across some papers they had both been
reading. ' T-the c-chink!” he gasped.
“Look at 'im! He's dead! He was buried
last week——"

** Quiet, you young idiot!”
Mervyn Hume in a stern voice. * Come in
and shut that door behind you. Mr. Wu
Chin is not dead. He's very much alive.”

“But I read all about 'is death—-—"" com-

commanded

menced the red-headed youth, his eyes
almoat starting out of his head, as he re-
garded the ancient Oriental who sat
motionless before him. .
“Quiet!” snapped Hume again. ‘ Now
vou know, I'll tell you all about it. I
suppose I shall have to.” He turned to

the Chinaman. * The cat seems to be out
of the bag with a vengeance,”” he ex-
claimed angrily. ‘ We'll have to tell the
boy to Kkeep his mouth closed.”

Hume turned to the quaking office-boy.

“ Come and sit down,” Le said, * but
shut the door first.”

Nunky did as he was hid. .

“ Now,” resumed Hume. * I should be in-
terested to learn by what manner of means
you have turned wup in this fashion.
Kindly explain.”

Nunky, one eye still cast apprehensively
in the direction of the old Chinaman, at
once plunged into an explanation, and de-
seribed how the key of Hume's chambers
had come irto his possession. ’

“T see,”” said Hume, when he had
finished. ‘* You are evidently not to blame,
although I will admit it is rather awk-
ward. Now listen closely to what T am
going to teil you, and afterwards Kkeep
your mouth shut about it. Since you know
g0 much, you may as well know the rest.
Becides, you might come in useful.

“Now, that story you read in the
‘Wire' was a fake. Don't interrupt and
ask questions, there's a good chap. As 1
say, it was a fake, but it was faked with
a purpose. And that purpose was to get
Mr. Wu Chin here away from his house
without the fact being observed.

More than that, it was to give cerfain
people the impression that he was dead,
in the hope that the unwelcome attentions
they had been paying him recently would
be dropped.

“Well, if he died he had to have a
funeral. Is that clear?”

Nunky nodded.

“Very well, then. He had the funeral

But when the coffin which was supposed
to contain his remains came from the
house, it contained, not a dead man, hut a
live one.

‘“Now, certain interested people—in
neint of facet, the people who had pre-



viously made several attempfs on the -life)
of Mr., Wu Chin, saw that coffin enter the
hearse, exactly as I intended they should.

““They also followed the hearse—which,
you reiuember, was a closed one—to the
cemetery to see it interred—-" '

‘“ But it was interred, Mr, 'Ume,"”
terrupted Nunky, puzzled.

“1 told you not to interrupt,” snapped
Hurme. * However, as 1 was saying, they
saw  a  lacquered coffin interred right
enough, but it was not the one in which
Mr. Wu Chin had been smuggled from the
liouse !

“ There were two coffins concerned, and
one—a replica of the other—was already
secreted in the closed hearse, filled with
iead. The one that was brought out at
the cemetery was not the one that was
brought out of the house.

“ And the only people aware of this are
Mr. Wu Chin himself, his old servant, Sam,
the undertaker—who is a man I know—ny-

in-

self, and you. The lead-filled coflin_ was
lowered into the grave and. the hearse
then returned to the undertaker's pre-
mises.

“ Arrived there, Mr. Wu Chin, who had
had a very uncomfortable couple of hours
or so0, was released from the remaining
coffin, and in the disguise of one of the
undertaker’s men was  smuggled to my
chambers here that night, where he has
becn ever since. ' 3

“The people for whose bhenefit all this
was Jdone are a party of Chinamen who at
one time controlled the opium traffic, known
as the Yellow Six. The Yellow Six had
sworn to kill Mr. Wu Chin on account of
the fact that he had been largely instru-
mental .in exposing them, and to a great
extent in breaking up the opium traffic, in
consequence.

““ Now you see why it was vecessary to
use that faked story in the * Wire."! It suc-
ceeded in hookwinking the Yellow Six into
the belief that their enemy was dead, and
the mock funeral to a certain extent proved
this, as well as it enabled me to get Mr. Wu
Chin away from his house, which had been
watched day and night for some time, until
I can make other arrangements for him,

“That is the story, Nunky, and if a word
passes your lips—then look out for trouble.
For, 1 tell you, the very life of Mr. Wu
Chin depends entirely cn this matter being
kept zecret.”

At the conclusion of this amazing recital
tbe red-headed office-boy blinked in open-
mouthed astonishment, first at the great
newspaper sleuth, and then at the old China-
man, the notice of whose death had ap-
peared in almost every london paper.

‘““ There's only .one point ahout all that,
Mr. 'Ume,” broke in the keen-witted cockney
boy at length, ** and that is this: If you
bury a coffin which is supposed to contain
a dead man, when it don’t, there’s always
11 cléance that someone will discover the

raud,
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‘““* The evidence is always there to be dug
up by anybody who is sufficiently interested,
Mr. 'Ume, w’y didn't vou arrange for a
cremation instead of a burial? If
done that, there would have been rot a bit

you had..

of evidence left that might by some chance .

come Lo whole show
away,”

Wu Chin regarded the office-hoy with re-
rewed interest.

““Velley good talkee talkee,” he said in
his thin, high pitched voice, speaking for the
first time. ** What you t{inkee, Mistel
Hume?" = B :

Mervyn Hume chwuckled to himself.

“* You are certainly talking sense, Nunky,”
he admitted, -** but at the same time I had
thought of that. The reason I arranged for
a burial instead of a cremation I will explain
to you to-night. Now, uask no questions, but
wait. We shall see what we shall see.”

‘And with that somewbat cryptic remark,

light and give the

the great crime reporter rose from his chair

and husied himself preparing tea.

Exactly what was behind Hume’s curious
behaviour Nunky could not fathom. And
neither, for that matter, could the old
But, with all the philosophy of
his race, he made no attempt to. Instead,
he curled his thin frame up in the big arm-
chair he occupied, and waited patiently for
the night to come. - -

The zoft mantle of unight was already de-
scending on the metropolis as three figures,
attired in rough tweed coats and corduroy
trousers, made their way slowly up that
great artery leading to the London Cemetery.

And only a few paces hehind followed three

 other similarly clad figures, one of which

was a boy, however. But, in spite of their
rough clothing, a close observer would have
recognised the sharply-scissored features of
the taller of the three as those of Mervyn
Hume, the great crime investigator of the
“ Daily Wire.”

- His companions, ncedless to say, were De-..

tective-inspector Marsham, of the Criminal
Investigation Department of Scotland Yard,
William Whitehead, the red-headed

known as Nuoky. ‘

Humé, Marsham, and Nunky followed the -

three figures in front, giving the impression
that the whole were a party of men recently
finished work on some building, and on their
way home. '

“ Some of my best men there, Mr. Hume,”
jerked Marsham, nodding at the three men
in front. “ And 1 can tell you théy are
a pretty tough handful to tackle.”

Hume nodded, but made no reply.

The little party eventually reached the bhig
gates of the cemetery, and entered. Hume
nodded to the old gate-keeper who lived in
the ladge near-by, and when the party were

all in, he closed and locked the gates, just ,
as he had been accustomed to do for the |}

past twenty years.
The roughly-clad

L}

figures faded away in tho |
) gloom, all mecting at a point near where "
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Wu Chin was supposed to have been buried
some time before. Hume gave a few mut-
tered instructions, and quietly—-uncannily it
seemed in that place of the dead—they
vanished to various points where they were
out of sight, but where they still themselves
commanded a view of a newly-made grave,

And so the time slowly passed. One, two,
three hours, the hidden, watching men
making no sound.

Boom, boom!

The heur of midpight c¢himed softly from a
neighbouring clock, and hardly had the last
mournful stroke died away than six slim
figures, moving with an almost catlike tread,
wound their way from the direction of one
of the big walls that skirted the side of the
cemetery.

All unaware that their every movement
was watched, they advanced towards the
vewly-turned grave.

““ Velly soon see now if ole Wu Chin him
dead and buried or not,” ¢amme a high-pitched
whisper.

Nunky, who was erouching in some tall
grass near Mervyn Hume, nudged thie great
vewspaper sleuth.

“The Yellow Six!’ he muttered.

He was right. The Yellow Six were seeking
confirmation that their enemy was really
dead, or whether they had been tricked.

“We open glave and see now,” came the
same thin voice, and silently the six yellow
fiends proddced tools from the folds of their
clothes to aid them in their fiendish work.

But even as the first yellow man stooped
to disturb- the soft earth covering the sup-
posed grave, there came a sudden shout
from the surrounding tall grass, followed by
a rush of feet.

Next moment, before they ecould reaiise
what was happening, the six Chinamen
were surrounded by the men f{rom Scotland
Yard. The fight which followed was short
and sharp, and several minutes after its
commencement, came a series of sharp clicks
a8 six pairs of handcuffs snapped on to six
pairs of wrists.

Detective-inspector Marsham
charge, there came the blast of a
whistle, and when the party arrived at the
cemetery gates which were already opened
again, a big touring car glided silemtly to
the curb. -

muttered a

L you are dead or alive.

olice -

,  The six yellow prisopners were hustled into

this, and just ten minutes after they had
heen captured they were safely incarcerated
in a police-station cell, and left for the
night.

*“A jolly good capture,” caid Hume the
next morning, as he glanced at the story he
had written on the affair overnight for his
paper. ‘‘ And now, Mr. Wu Chin, I will
clear up one or two points I can see are
still puzzling you.

'** 1 guessed that the story of your sup-
"posed demise might not be helieved by the
Yellow Six, and that they would probably
go along to the cemetery to confirm their
susgpicions.

This is exactly what they did do. We were

1 able to arrest them for that, and, incident-

ally, when they were searched at the police-
station later, evidence was found upon them
proving beyond all doubt their recent control
of the opium traffic.

**They will be lucky if they get off with
less than ten years each. That means you
are safe for at least that time: and, another
thing, even now they don't know whether
I think it extremely
unlikely you will ever be troubled by the
Yellow Six again.”

Hume turned to Nunky with a smile.

‘“You were asking why I did not destroy
evidence of a mock funeral by a cremation,’
he said. ‘It is only due to the fact that
the Yellow Six suspected my scheme, and
went along to the cemetery to convince
themselves whether they were right or not,
that we managed to capture them at all.

‘“We have idone what the police have
failed to do for many months past. And,
needless to say, had the empty coffin sup-
posed to contain Wu Chin been cremated,
there would have been no bait to lure them
from their hiding-place, and no c¢harge on
which to hold themm until the collection of
‘evidence by the police in connection with
their cpium activities had been completed.”

 Nunky regarded the great newspaper sleuth
with amazement.

“Mr. 'Ume,”” he said, ‘“ you are a marvel,
and no mistake.”

| No mistakee at all,”” added Wu Chin.

' But Mervyn Hume merely smiled,

THE END.

1
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AT ‘‘ THE nu[R\m >

HEN the last train from Baker Street
arrived at Chorley Wood, shortly
after one o'clock on a dry and
frosty night in November, there de-

scended from it with several other pas-

sengers, a tall and handsome gentleman of

Mt}, with a ruddy r.mnplctmu and a fair

moustache.

He carried
clothed

a kit-bag, and was warmly
in a heavy overcoat trimmed with
fur. The gentleman was Mr. Douglas Mathe-
son. He held a responsible posltlnn at the
Foreign Office, in Whitehall, and he had
just returned from (.unqtant.:nnnle, where he
had been sent on a diplomatic errand.

Turning to the left, he walked for three
or four hundred yards, turned to the right,
and presently stopped in front of his country
residence, a rather modest place that bore
the name of ‘“ The Laburnams.” Tle hcuse
was in total darkness, for Mr. Matheson
was not expected.

He let himself in with his latehkey, and,
having shut the door, he rroped to an
electric-switch on the wall, and flashed on
thie electric light., He was glad to be at
bhome again, after an absence of a ccuple
of months. He put his bag on a bench, and
pulled off his cvercoat; und bhe was hang-
ing it on a stand, when a board creaked to
a wtealth} fuotwtep, and Carey, the old but-
ler, appeared on the landing #hove the hall,
scantily attired, with a rewher in his hand.

*“Oh, sir, is that von?” he exelaimed in
a tone of relief, as he thrust the wcuapon
into his pocket, and hastened to the bcttom
of the stairs. * You gave me quite a
fright!”

“ You thought T was a burglar, I sup-
pose,”” Douglas Matheson replied with a
smile,

“I did sir,”” said the butler. “*I heard

a suspicious 'Ioise as I was lying awake, so
I got into my trousers and slippers, and
took my revolver from under the pillow, and
came quietly down to investigate. T never
dreaméd of sceing vou.”

‘gone
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k*\us-»—" Grand New Serial
===, Detective Story of

A ‘Nelson Lee and
! Nipper.

“It's
nobody at home.”
““ Nobody at home?”

a pity you didn't, for there's

sir,

‘““ Meaning
maid,

her French
Miss DBrent
her friends, Mr.
co to the theatre
She
and
They

Miss DBrent and
Thev are in London.
had an invitation from
and Mrs. Draycott, to
with them to-night to see a new play.
went up to town in the morning,
Mademoiselle Dianc went, with her.
are returning to-morrow.”

“Did they go in the car, Carey?”

e No, sir, h:. train.”

‘“ And whero are they spending the night?"
Mr. Matheson inquired. ** With the Dray-
cotts?’’

““ No, sir, at your houge in Cohure Square,”
William Carey answered. * So Miss Brent
told me."”

“T wish I had known that.
gone there. By the way, did
take her jewels with her?”

8iT.

I should have
Miss DBrent

““Yes, sir, she did. She meant to wear
them at the theatre.”
“That was very foulish of Ler. Very

foolish.”

Olive Brent, a charming girl of twenty-
two, was Mr. Matheson's ward, and she had
been living with him for the past eight
years. He had entrusted to her, to be used
on special occasions, the jL\’uE]S which bhad
belonged to his dend wife, and were worth
something like twelve thousand pounds, and
that the girl and her maid should be sleep-
ing to-night at his town house at Kensing-
ton alnne with the valuable jewels in their
possession, caused hiin some uncasiness.

Douglas Matheson hesitated for a moment.
“It was very foolish of her,” he repeated.
“T had better run up to London. I will
have to take the car, as the last train has
hours ago. You might get me some-
thing to cat, Carey, as quickly as you can.”
he added. * Something cold will do. And
then 1'll be off.”

II.
TYE DISAPPEARANCE OF OLIVE DRENT.
At an early hour the next morning, before

“I ought to have sent a tclegram, Carey.” | daybreak, Douglas Matheson got out of his
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car in the Gray's ITnn Road, in front of the
dwelling in which were Nelson Lee's cham-
bers. Early though it was, a light shone
at  the windows above. Mr. Matheson
rapped loudly, and, having been admitted to
the house hy Nipper, he hurried by him
withont a word, rapidly ascended the stairs,
and burst into the consulting-room,

The famons detective had risen at six
o'¢loek with the intention of motoring down
to Suffolk, where he had leased some acres
- of rough shooting, and he was standing by
the fireplace in dressing-gown and “clippers,
drinking a cup of hot cofiee, when the door
was tlung open, He ~tared in bewilderment
at the visitor, with whom he was intimately
acquainted, for during the past four years
his services had - frequently been employed
by the Foreign Office.

“Hallo, Matheson!” he exclaimed.
thought you were in Constantinaple!
did you get hack?”

“Only—only a few hours
Matheson
night !’

“And what's wrong with you, man? Your
eves are nearly popping out of your head!
What irag brought vou here at this hour?”

“TI've had a shock, Lee, and it has upset
ne! You know my ward, Olive Brent, the
daucghter of an old friend of mine? 1 was
appointed ifer guardian, and I have control
?ver her until she reaches the age of twenty-
ive.

“T1 sent her and the servants to my country
place at Chorley Wood when I went abroad.
She returned to London yesterdav, accom-
panied by ber French maid. And now it
appears that she has run off, and has taken
with her my dead wife's jewels, whieh are
worth a small fertune,

' ]
When

ago!™ Douglas
panted breathlessly. ** Late last

“Olive had no right to take them! They
were only lent to PFer. It amonnts to a
deliberate theft! I haven't heen able to
get any information from the maid. 8he
was asleep, and 1 conldn't rouse her.

“Tt is a most amazing affair! Y ecan

searcely believe it! Olive is an independent
sort of a girl, with a will of her ~wn. But
I had full trust in ber, and it almost in-
credible that she should have——"?

Mr. Matheson paused abruptly, and
dropped into a chair which the detective
pushed towards him. ¥e rose from it the
next instant, and ztepped to a e¢abinet, on
the top of which were a deeanter of brandy
and some glasses. He poured out a small
measiare of the strong- spirit and drank it
at a gulp.

**1 needed that, Lee,” he =aid, with a
word of apology. “I have leen wnder a
severe strain, and it hgs shaken my nerves.
I am more concerned ahout Olive than I am
about the missing jewels, thoungh [ prize
them highly for sentimental reasons.”

The excited gentleman was in a calmer
state of mind now. Having taken off his

b
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| you, and get your assistance.

&

hat and overcoat, and handed them to
Nipper, he sat down .again, and at Nelson
Lee’s bidding he elearly told his story.
He spoke lirst of his arrival at '*The
Laburpams ©' on the previous night, and of
what he had learned from the butler,

‘“ 1 was vorried abeout the jewels,’”’ he con-
tinned. “ I was vaguely afraid that they
might he stolen by burglars, so, instead of
waiting until morning, I got my car out,
and drove up to town as fast as 1 could,
meaniug to spend the rest of the night as
my residence in Coburg Square, Kensington.

“The house was in darkness, as was to
have been expected at that hour. I rapped
loudly and rang the bheli, keeping it up for
some minutes, hut nobody came to the door.
I had no latechkey. I had left mine with
one of the servants hefore I went to Con-
<tantinople.

‘At Jength it occurred to ane that Olive
might have changed her mind, and was stay-
ing with her wmaid at the Draycotts. I
droye to their place---they live at Knights.
bridge—and my rapping brought Mr. Draye-
cott to a wipdow of his bedehamber.

“He told me, to my surprice and uneasi-
ness, that after the theatre Olive had re-
turped in a cab with him and his wife as
far as their home, and had gone on alone
in the cab to Coburg Square, where she had
left her maid.

““1 drove back to my residence, and when
I had rapped and rung again, with no more
success than hefore, T walked round to the
rear of the dwelling, with the intention of
trving to break in.

*““There was no need for me to do
however, for the Kkitchen door was
locked. 1 ascended the stairs to Olive's
hedehamber, and found |the door partly
apen. I called to her, aud got no reply. I

80,

not

- <tepped inside, and turned on the eclectric-

light, and A
Mr. Matheson paused for a moment.
“There was Lo one there,” he resumed.
‘““The bed had been slept in, but Olive had
dicappeiared. The things she had worn at
tiie theatre were lying on the floor—an even-

ing froek of piuk silk, a pair of pink slippers,

and a wrap of black satin.

““A cupboard in which she was In the hahit
of keeping the jewels when she was in Lon-
don was unlocked, and the key was in the
door. The jewels, which were in a case of
sreen Jeather, were gone,

“I hurried to the maid's chamber, half a
dozen yards away, and rapped. There was
no answer, so 1 opened the door and went
in. A night-light was burning on the dress-
ing-table, and the French maid, Diane
AMerode, wag asleep in bed. g

‘* She was breathing heavily, and her face
was deeply flushed., I eouldn’t rouse her,
hard as I tried. She slept on like a log,
thcugh T tugged at her repeatedly. I

thoronghly scarched the house from tcop to
bottom, to make sure that Olive had gone.

*“ And then I came on in my car to see

%
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wouder that I arrived in a state of agita-
tion, Olive must have drugged the maid,
by some means, before she went off with
the jewels.

“But why did she go? What
motive? I can't imagine, Mr. Lee.
a luxurious home, and as much
she wanted. She was always happy and
contented, in cheerful spirits, as far as
could judge. It is difficult, impossible, for
me to believe that she was tempted to steal
the jewels. It is extraordinary."

Nipper and his master had been listening
with close attention to the narrative. Nel-
son Lee nodded absently. Under the cir-
cumstances, from what he had heard, it
seemed to him that, in spite of Douglas
Mathesow's expression to the contrary, the
valuable jewels might have tempted the
girl. But only for a moment. He also was
uot inclined to - regard that theory as
~credible or plausible. No; he felt that he
must scek for another motive.

. " Was Miss Brent in love with anybody?™
he

was her
Sue had
money as

dwh@d
Mr. Matheson gave a slight start. I
. beiieve nnt,”" he replied. *“ But there is
somebody who wus in love with her. Des-
perately in love.”

“Indeed! And who is the person?
A young mun of the name of Leater
Halford. He has chambers in Georgiun Man-
sions, .. Kensington High Street. For at
least a vear he has been devoted in his
attentions to my wiard, and on several ocea-
sions  she  hits nccumpauled him to the
theatre.

“ Glive will have control of twenty thou-
sand pounds, leit to her by her futher. when
slie reaches the age of tweaty-five:
was probably not her money th:nt voung
Hualford was after, as he has more thun a
theusand a year of his own. It struck me
lri:.ut he was really passionately fond of
1 r . ' -

“ Be tlmt as 1t may, however, when he
asked my periission to marry Olive, pro-
vided she would have him, I refused, because
~hie had the reputation ot being reckless and
e\rrm agant.”

W heu was that?'’
I” It was szhortly hefore I went abroad,
e

“It is to he presumed that the young

man hLas been seeing Miss Brent tlur'u" your
absence?”

‘““Yes; I daresay he has been.”

“Did the girl care for him, Mathezoa?
Did she return his affections?”

“ She did not. She told e once or twice,
.whee [ questioned her, that she liked Lester
Halford as her friend, and only that. She
may not have spokeu the truth, though.
Women arc deceivers. One cannot read their
minds. T shouldn't wonder if—"

Douglas Matheson stopped abruptly, and
struek his knee with his hand. There was
an angry glitter in his cyes.

Y Lt's as elear as  daylight mow!" .- he
cried. *I have been blind! Olive eloped in

Y OUR DETECTIVE

the night with young Halford!

out of town!

but it |
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They have
warcied, probably
It was arranged hbetorehand
between them, and the scoundrel persuaded
her to take the jewels with her! [ am cer-
tain of it. That is the explanation of the
mystery! There can’t Lbe uny doubt!'

“1 imagine you are right,” said Nelson
Lee. ““ Yet | am not so sure. Jf Miss Brent
had arranged to run off with the man Hal-
ford in tlee night, why did she go to bed
on her return from the theatre?'”

“To get some rest,”” Mr. Matheson sug-
gested.

“ That is likely, I will admit.”
*“Or to deceive the maid, Lee.
not have confided Ler intentions
Mademoiselle Merode, else she would

have drugged her."”

“ Ah, that is a more plausible theory!
iH'ut M:as Breaut take any spare clothies with
er?

““1 can't say at present if she did or not.

snppose s,he wore the clothes she ¢came
up to town in,"”

“Did she bring a bag with her from blta
country?” Nelson Lee countinued, . . v

“Yes; I noticed it on a chair iu her bed-
chamber,” Douglag Matheson answered. ** It
was empty.”’

“It is queer that
iewel-case into her bag.
““Yes, it is rather queer.

gone somewhere to Le

She could

to
nob

she the

aidn't put

She must have

carrvied it in her hand, thoueh it would
ensily lhave gone in the bag.” _
“What of the Kkitchen door? How did

it come to be unilocked?"
““ Olive went out that way, Lce, of course
S8he did not want anybody to see her leav-

inghbr the frout door at that bour of the
night."”
Nelson Lee reflected for a moment. “ I

had meant 40 motor down to Suffolk, where
I have some shooting,” he said, *‘but 1
will put that off for another day. This
affair has aroused my interest, Matneson.
[ will go to Coburg Square with you, aund
hear what the I'rench maid has to say. I
will ‘be ready czhortly, as soon as I have
put my clothes on. You need not come wikh
us, Nipper,” he added. * You had better
go back to bed.”

1L,
DRUGGED MALD.

cituated in the most aris-

the Hoyal Borough of
Kensington, was a recluded, old- fashioned
place, almost the same as 1t had been a
hundred yeurs ago. Aund the residence of
Douglasz  Matheson--Number 59—was a de-
tached dwelling of the GGeorgian period, stand-
ing in a fairly large garcden.

The day was breaking, and the sky waa
aglow with pale colour. when Nelson Lee
and Mr. Matheson arrived there in the
lutter's ¢éar; and as they stepped from it,
a constable, who was passing with his cape
tucked under his arm, stopped on the pave-

THE

Coburg Square,
tocratic part  of
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ment to light a pipe. He was knouwn to]
L., who at once cpeke to him.
S tionod werning, Parker.” he said. ¢ Jast

going off di*v, are your”

Constable Parker looked in surprive ut the
detective, and, recounising him, Le touched
thhe rim of his helmet.

“Yes, =ir: I've just finished,” he replied.

“You have been on duty in this neigh-
bourhoad, perbaps.” <aid Lee.

“Yes, in oand around this sqiare,

* Since when, Purker.”
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On the dressing-table, as Nelson Lee had noticed, were a cork, and a

and stopped opposite to me, and the young
lady got out of it, and paid the chaffeur.

“She was Iin eveuing-dress, She crossed
the pavement, and as she reached the gate
a vouang gentleman, whom I had not unoticed
until then, huarried. towards her, and——"

“ A young gentleman?”” Douglas Matheson
interrupted. ** What was he like? How
would you describe him?”

“ He wore a grey overcoat and a soft hat,
sir, and he was tall and elean-shaven,” Con-

ctable Parker answered.
| i {
b ’ ;
f"“ aﬁ\!'-\
L%
'ﬁ-:' r

=

giass

the size of a claret tumbler, at the bottom of which was a small quantity of a
cioudy, brown liquid. Lee picked the glass up. - He heid it to his nose, and put

it down,

=

L]

*“ Sinee ten o'clock last night, Mr. Lee.’

“Did you sce anybody come out of Mr.
Mathe-on's residence during the night?”

““No, sir, T didn’t, but 1 saw the young
lady .who lives there come homne, as it hap-
pencd. 1
for 1 knew that house had. heen closed for a
manth, or so, and I had heard that Mr.
Muathezon was abroad.

‘‘ 1t, 'was. shortly hefore twelve o'clock,
angl T was standing over by the railings,

in, the shadow of a tree. A cab ¢ame along

was rather surprised to see her,,

‘he bade.

“ By heavens that was Lester Halford!”
Pouglas Matheson eagerly exclaimed, *‘I6
is just as I thought, Lee. Go on, constuble,’”
‘“ Was there a conversation be-
tween the two?”

‘“ Yes, sir, there was,”” the constiable as-
sented. They stood talking for some time.
It may have heen a quarter of an hour.
Then the young lady went through the gate,
and the gentleman walked slowly away.”
t'“ ?n’d you overhear any of the conversa-
ion{" .. .
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“No, sir, not a word. I wasu't near)
egough to them.” -

Constable  Parker’s curiosity had Leen
stirred. Me hesitated, and, seeing that he
wius not going to f,t any information, he
tonched his helinet again, and walked o1
irtis  homeward way, puffing at his  pipe.
There was a hard glitter in Mr. Mathesou's
{,i(“‘*

[ knew it!"” he cried angrily. 1 told !
vou so, Lee!; My ward has eloped with
Lester Hualford !

** 1t would seem so, from what we learned

from the constable,” Nelson Lee replied,
though not in a very hearty tone.

“ Yes, they had it all arranged. They
settled tlwir plans yesterday, or perhaps

They have been writing
to each other, of course. Jt was ro sudden
decision on Olive's part. Halford kuew she
was at the theatre with the Draycotts last
night, and e waited Lere until she returned,
vitier to make sure that she had not
hanged her mind, or to tell her at what
time she was to slip out to meet him.”

“ Why should they have gone c¢ft at night,
instead of by day?"

several days ago.

*““There was no need of it. But that
doesn't alter the faets., The ungrateful.
wicked girl! How she has deceived me!

And she has stolen my dead wife's jewels,
at the instigation of that rascual Halford!
If thev have left London—and I am pretty
sure they have—I can't prevent them: [rom
bheing married.”

“1 daresay yon can't.”

“They ought both to be arrested.
strongly inclined to inform the police,
put them on their track.”

““[ shouldn't do that, Matheson. You
had better be guided by me. It is barely
posaible that you are jutnping at hasty con-
¢lusions.” N

“* Hasty conclusions? You think I may be
wrong, after what the constable told us?”

“No, [ don't. It would appear that you
ar2 right. But the circumstances are so
peculiar that I can't form any positive
opinton as vet, (Come along. [ am anxious
to see the French iiaid.”

Having passed through the guate into the
front garden, and gone rmlnd to the rear
of the house, they entered by the kitchen
door, and went upstairs to l)mne Merode's
Hedeliamber.

She was still in a heavy slmmber. Her
citeeks were flushed, and she was breathing

[ am
and

heavily. )
On the dressing-table, as Nelson Lee at
once noticed, were a cork, and a glass

the size of a claret tumbler, at the bottom

of whieh was a small quantity of a cloudy. |

brown liquid,
l.ece picked the ,r:luss up. He held it to
lis nogy, and put it down.
‘* There was stout in this,”” he remarked.
He moved to the bed, and when he had
stood there for a few seconds, serutinising
the mad's face, he raised her eyelids with
Lis thumb and finger, and let them drop.

tre

“The pupils of ler eyes are dilated,”

said, ** She has been drugged.”

“1 wus sure she had been,’
Matheson replied.

“Yes, it is quite clear. The drug
have Leen in the stout she drank.’

“ Do you think you can rouse her?” -

“[ sha'n't try now, Matheson. * We witl
go to the other room first."

Olive DBrent's bedcehamber was
several yards along the pussage. Ou cater.
ing it, Mr. Matheson drew the curtains
apart from the window, letting in the light
of day; and Nelson Lee g'uacd around him
for a brier interval, nis keen, observant
€yes roving r.-very“here missing no detail.

The bed lmd been slept in, but it was not
in a state of disorder. ‘I'he blankets and
sheets were clevated an [Jthe middle, w»s
il somebody was benecathi them; and on the
crumpled pillow, which was partly beneath

Dotiglas

must

cloze by,

the coverings, was o veil that was of «a
pale golden colour. [t was bunched tn-
gether, as if it had heeu carelessly lthrown
there,

Lying on the floor, by the side of the bed,
were the things ‘thaf Duuﬂlts Matheson had
meutioned—an evening gown of pink silk, a
pair ol piok slippers, and a wrap of black
satiu.

On a chair was a zmall travelling-bag thak
was cwpty, and over the back ol a chair
bhung a skirt of black cilk. There were some
toilet articles on the dressing-table, and on
another table were a pair of scissors, a
clean glass, and a bhottle of stout. The
bottle had been cpened, Guf none of the con-
tents had been poured out.

“ Does it strike you that the bed looks as
if somebody was asleep in it?"’ Nelson Leo
remarked.

“ It does, nmow that you have spoken of
it,” Mr. "Matheson assented. “* And 1 see
thut Olive had left a veil on the pillow.”

“1 roticed that. By the way, [ believe
vour ward has golden hair."”

““Yes, so she has. "That’s right. Why did
vou ask?”

““ For no particular recason, Muatheson. [§
wus the veil that prompted the auestion.
Miss Brent is cvidently a careless sort of a
person. There are her toilet articles on the
dressing-table, [ wonder why she left them
helund o

I suppose she was iu & hurry, Lee, and
she forgot them.”

“Yes, very likely.”

Something occurred to Nelson Lee as he
spoke. Having turned back the bedclothes,
and peered under the bed, e thoroughly
searched the room. He looked into a cup-:
hoard and into a chest of drawers, and
finally, opening a wardrobe, he took from it

| a I:Iouso. a skirt and jacket of brown cloth,

a pair of brown shocs,. and a small Lat of
the same colour. He glanced at the bottom
of the wardrobe. and at an cmpty shel! at
the top of it, and gave a start. .

(To be covtinued.)
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(Continued from page 14.)
CHAPTER VII.
THE NEW RECRUIT!
ANDFORTH

stared as Archie came

marching down one of the communi-

cation trenches. Handforth was
busily  manufacturing  snowballs

—at least, he was seeing that Chureh and
McClure were manufaeturing snowballs, - It

seeined to take him all his time to keep

them going,

“Well, I'm Jdigeered!”” =aid BEdward Os-
wald. ** Who the dickens told Archie to get,
dressed up in uniform? The silly fathead

ought to—-—-"
“hreetings,
as he salutad.

Archie brizkly,
here we are,

laddie!"" said
"1 mean to say,

all ready to do a lot ¢f hard work. The
commander-in-chiel has told me to report
for service. So here w2 are!”

“ Nipper sent you here?”

““ Absolutely !V

“1 thought Nipper had more scnse!”
grunted Iandforth., ** Still, if you want
some work, I'll jolly soon give vou some! In

fact,
ing too long, my lad!

Archie brightened up.
to ‘the

it'll do you good. You've heen slack-
Come on!"

He was heing set

he required. There was nothing to please
him hetter. At least, so he thought at the
morment.

iwlong the treneh
IHere

Handforth led the way
until he arrived at a charp corner.
there was a very
patech which the frost had not reached. A
lot of snow had drifted in, and this snow
il melted with the soil.

As a resnlt, there was a wide pateh at
the corner of the two trenches, about &ix
feet across, The mud was of the most fear-
ful kind—thick, boggy, and inky- hlank, It
descended to a depth of abont sixteen inches.

In order to get past this spot, one had
either to jump, or else to wade across the
IMOTFass,

*“* Sce that?” said Handforth, pointing.
Archije adjusted his monocle,

“Dash it all, a chappie can hardly avoid
ceeing it,”' he remarked. *“ 1 mean, what a
ghastly-lonking puddle! Frightfnlly queer,
teco! What ahout the old frost?”

“The frost deesn't reach down here; this
corner’'s protected from the wind,” ex-
plained Handforth. * And don't mess about
with "that fatheaded eyeglass! Put it
away!”

“ But, dear old tulip——""

Pat it aw lyf” thundered Handfnrth

“ Gadzooks ! gnsped Archie. ‘“What a
shoeking noise, don't youn konw! I really
«think vou ought to do ‘inm(”thlll about it,

told sport !’

*“Never  yvou mind my voice!" snorted
Handforth.  * You're acting under my
orders, and you've got to ohey! If rou want

tc be a cadet, you've got to do everything

NELSON

task at once, and this was just what

soft patch of g¢round, a{

ing,
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you're told! And if there’s any issolence,
ynull be reported to the commander-in-
1 ehief.’

Y My only sainted aunt!” murmured
Archic faintly.

“You'll see a shovel standing acainst
the trencly,’ went on Handforth. * There
it is—jugt along there! Veteh it, and then
clear all this mud away, avnd dump it over
the top. I'll come back in Il.l]f an horr and
se¢ how you're getting on.”

Handforth turned away, Lut Archin
grasped his arm. Fkn fact, Archie was fevl-
ing rather faint. .

“But, my dear old Iad!" he protested.

= Nmptr sungeested something about making

ahout four hundred and thirty snowballs!
This mud, don't you know! Not quite the
thing——"

" You've got to obey my orders!” snapped
Handforth. “ So don't try to get ont of it.

If yon want to he a cadet, you've got to do
the work. Go and get that shovel!”
Archie gmazed at it dazedly.

“But—Wat it’s on the other side of the
old puddle,” he objected.
" l*x.mtly —get, busy on the work!" said

Handforth curtly.

Arehie still seemed reluctant, so Handfiorth
gave him a shove which sent the dismayed
junior hurtling forward. 1t was only hy a

1 miracle that Archie =aved himself from sit-

ting down in the very middle of that morass,
As itt wag, he plunged into it with squelch-
gurgling sounds.

And he stood there, horrified.

““Now you can go and get the shovel,
and clear up the mess!” said Handforth
callously., “* Perhaps you can understand
why the job’s got to he done. We can’t
have all this mud knocking about.”

Archie was too dazed to speuk. The ex-
pression in his face would have made any
other fellow howl with merriment, but Hand-

forth remained ageoressive. He wanted that
mud  eleared away. Archie was the very
fellow for the work.

- When the unfortunate reeruit found his
voice, Handforth had gone. This part of
the trench was quite deserted. Archie had
robody to speak to. Bnt he had got his

orders, and he felt rather faint,

“T mean to say, it appears that dashing
ahout and working is a fearfully foul husi-
ness!’ murmured Archie, in dire dismay.
‘* Gadzooks! 1've stuck! Absolutely canght
in the cld bog!” ,

He moved gingerly and slowly. And as
his feet came out of the mud, there was a
repetition of that squelching sound whieh
canced shudders to pass up and down
Archie s spine. Crossing an ordinary muddy
street was an ordeal for Archie, His present
nredicament was unspeakable.

But, somehow or other, he managed to
extricate himself, and reached the solid
gronnd on the other side. Then, with a pale

face, he gazed at his mud-caked boots, he
gazed at the shovel, and gazed at the
niorass,



““ Dash i}

g™
me that I was several kinds of a bally ass!

he moaned. * It
However, it's got to be done! I meau to!
say, when the Glenthornes start zomething, |
they bally well finish it!"”

He braced himself up, seized the shovel,
and set his teethi, Never would he admit
defeat. The work, although positively
ghastly, simply had to be done.
un getting out of it.

“ This, as it were, is where ['ve got to
bring vast quantites of courage to the old
surface!" murmured Archic. “ 1 mean, I've
absolwtely got 4o set the old teeth, and dash
mnto the fray!”

The prespect was appalling, but it couldn’t
Le  belped.

Archie drove the shovel into the mud, and
got a huge quantity up. Then he gazed at
the top of the trench, which was ueariy on
the level of hig ¢hin. Exactly how he was
gomg to ift the shovelful of mud so high
he didn’t quite know. But there was nothing
itke trying.

Archie tried.

He was not lacking in strength, and the
chiovelful of mud rose up, wobbling slightly,
and dropping a few blobs on its way. It
reached the top of the trench, and Archie
guve a final heave,.

But, somehow or other,
shovel in the wrong way. The next second
the enbire load of mud descended in one
feapfu! cascade upon Archie’'s head. In.
stead of depositing the mud outside the
trench, he had deposited it upon himself.

And this was not the only disaster.

tle was so staggered that he felt faint.
He swayed, slipped in the slime, and then
sal down. He sat down with a fearful,
squelching sound, and literally proceeded to
indulge in a mud bath. The unfortunate
juntor was coated from head to foot.

“ Help!"” moaned Archie faintly, waving a
feeble hand. **8.0.S5.! Dear old lads,
hindly rally round in chunks! Archie needs
assistance! In fact, Archie needs a dashed
good bath, too!” :

He never knew exactiy how he did it. but
he managed to crawl out of that atick}']
horror. And he decided that he bad done
quite sufficient work for the day. He
crawled along the trench, leaving mud be-
hind him in blobs. And ten minutes later
he emerged from one of the inner treuches,
and approached the barn. Phipps was wait-
ing there—grave and expectant. Tor Phipps
llu_;ul' fully ianticipated something of this
a e,

Archie cluteled at Phipps wildly.

“ Dear old lad, this iz the end!” he mur
mured. * The young master is positively in
tie final throes of miz!"”

“ You certainly appear to be in usn un-
fortunate state, sir,” said Phipps sotemuly.

“ Unfortunate!”” repeated Archic. * Dash
it all, 'm——"

Before Archie could say exactly what he

e twisted the
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strikes |

There was

| afraid of
| with pleasure rather than anything ekse.

wag, a hai' came from the front line treuch.
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“ Enemy tn sight!" rang out the shout.
“ Everybody to his post!”

And within a minute all the defence works
were filled with expectant, eager rebels.

Archie Glenthorne and his troubles were
forgotten.

[N .

CHAPTER VIIT,
ENTER FARMER HOLT!

NOW was just beginninzg to fall.

The clouds had been gathering foe

well over an hour past, and at the

first c¢ry of the look-out, a few

flakes came down. And mow, several min-
utes later, snow was descending thickly.

“Just our luck!”" cxclaimed Reggie Pitt.
**This is going to be a nuisance to us!
L.Look! We can’'t see across the fields pro-
perly even now! A snowstorm is almost as
bad as fog!”

“Can’'t be helped!”
control the weather!”

There was not reallv a great deal to
worry about. The enemy, as far as we could
gee, consisted of one man. And this one man
was known to all of us—being Farmer Holt.
There was hardly anybody in the villuge
that the juniors detested more. And they
still remeinbered Holt's brutal treatment of
‘“ Softy '’ Wade, the lad he had employed a
month or so earlier.

“My hat!” said Handforth.
Tr;;:mble employed this rotter to
out.”

“Hope s0!" said Church, “ There's
nothing [ love better than chucking saow-
balls at old Holt. He's a beast!”

The front line trench was bristling witi
interested cadets as the farmer came up.
He was a big, lumbering man, of uabout
middle age, and with a decidddly brutal cast
of countenance,

He showed his character in every line of
his features. But the juniors were not
They regarded his arrival
lu-
activity did not suit them. Here was an in-
dication that something was in the wind.

The farmer came up within ten yards, and
t=en halted. He stood quite still, eveing the
juniors from beneath -lowering brows. Ha
waved his big stick in a menacing nanner.

“ Come out o’ that, you young varmints!"
he shouted grimly.

“*Go away, vyou ruffian!”
forth. “ You ought to have
in prisoa months ago.”

** Hear, hear!"”

*“Buzz off 1

““Your face gives us a paia!”

Farmer Holt shook his stick again.

“I'll give ye just ten minutes to zel off
this ‘ere ground!” he thundered: *° Under-
stand, my lads—ten minutes! I've gobt «a
perfeet right to order you off, an' you'd besr
n_nll; try any tricks: I've got the law on my
sule-——"'

[ said. “ We don't

‘““Has Misa
get us

him.

roarcd Hand-
been shoved
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** Ha, h» ha!”

“** Pardon me, Mr. Holt, but what gave you
such  an  idea?” 1 .t‘-hed standing up.
" 'l’heqe meadows belong to the school, and

I;Ju ve got no more rlght to order us off
an—-""

“ Beleng to the school,
in the farmer sneermgly
that? It~ strikes e
the tiines, young man,
lwlung to me."

l{ﬂt")‘“

““ G0 and eat coke!”

“* Hold on, you c¢haps!” 1 said. ‘* Look
here, Mr, Holt, when did you buy this pro-
perty?”

“* Never yYou mind when I bought it!" re-
torted Holt. *“1It’s mine—every darned
stone, and every darned blade of grass!
Understand? These ’ere nadows are part
of my farm now, an’ they ain’t connected
- with the school any longer! So you'd best
clear out, before I get nasty!”

* We don’t believe you!”

** This property helongs to the

“Jt did belong to the school,
aow ! shonted Holt., ** I've come 'ere, and
I fimd you Kkids trespassin’. Well, you ca.n't
say that I ain't give yon full v.a.rnm It
ye don’t clear, 1'll pitch you out o' ‘these
nieadows hy foree!”

I jumped out of the trench,
straight up to the farmer.

** Let’s have this quite clear, Mr. Holt,” 1
said «quiegly. ** When we came on this
property it was a part of the school grounds.
When did you buy it? It's cnly fair that I
<honld know."”

The farmer hesitated for a moment.

*“If you're so blamed inquisitive, I'll tell
you!” he said, at lagt. I wanted these
"ore meadows months ago, but the sale was
only completed this mornin’. I'm a fool to
“ shhow you, but ‘ere's the receipt, if you ain’t
satisfied.”

And Mr. Holt brought out a big, important.
Jovking decument. He leld it in front of my
face, and I had no difficulty in seeing that
it was, indeed, a perfectly valid and legal
receipt. The ﬂl&dd(}“b and the barn were
certainly the property of Jeremiah Holt.
They were no longer attached to St. Frank’s
College.

“Thank you?”’ 1 said quietly,

*“ Satisfied?”’ sneered Holt.

“* Quite.”

‘And will you give me your word that
these ’'ere youngsters will clear out?”’

“ Not at all, ”’ I said promptly. *“ I'm very
sorry Mr Holt, but we're not going to budge
because of this little piece of trickery!”

* Trickery?’’ he roared.

‘“'It's nothing else,” I retorted. * Miss
Trumble has been trying to get us out of
this . position for days and she’s failed.
S5Q, :a-he s got you to buy the land—thus mak-
um. us trespassers on your property. Well,
if _you- want to get us off, you’ll have to
put us off. Either that, or you can go to
Jaw, They'll both be pretty stiff johs.”

do they?" broke
‘“Who told you
you're a bit behind
These ‘ere meadows

school !*?
but it don't

and walked

| still in good order.
‘anything with it?”

briskly.

-enthusiastically.
{ this will be as eflective as liquid fire!

The farmer raised his stw!-.
““All  right! Hit me,” 1

said calmly,
“You'll be sorry if you do!”

“ Do you absolutely refuse to leave?” he

grated harshly.
= Abaolutel_v ! =
“ All rght, my young spark,” snarled the
farmer. “All nght! We'll see about it.
It won't be lang hef{}re .Im back! An’
then you'll come out o’ this ’ere kids' castle
in double quick time!"”

He half turned, shaking his stick menac-
ingly.

‘ Duck, you ass!* roared Handforth.

I knew what his idea was, and I quickly
dodged back ‘'into the ltmEIlCll And then
farmer Holt was made the target for
hundreds of accurately flung snowballs. They
pelted on Lim from every side. ,

S0 severe was the fusilade, in fact, that
he staggered and almost fell. And in about
ten seconds he was smothered from head to
foot. He gave one bellow of rage, and
blundered off through the falling snow.

And the juniors yelled with derision.

““It’s all very well, but this alters the
whole position,” 1 said, turning to the
jiuniors near me. *“ We're not on the school

property now—we're trespassing on Holt's
property. And you c¢an bet he'll-come here
with a strong force of men, and try to

pitech us out.”

“I'm glad you said ‘try’,” grinned Pitt.
‘“1f those gipsies couldn’t do the trick,
Holt wonr’t.”

=

At the same Adime, we've 20t to he
fully prepared,” 1 said seriously. * These
men will have the henefit of the first

scrap—they’ll know what they've cot to face..
And they’ll come prepared.”

‘““ We've got plenty of snowballs and pca-
shooters——-"

‘** There wan't be enough!” 1 dedamd
firmly. *‘* Look here—you remember we were

talking about the old fire engine? It's.stuck
in a garage at the back of the school.”

- “Yes. it was shoved there when the new
cne <came in, a few months ago,’ =aid
De Valerie. **1It’s a hand-worked affair, and
Do you think we can do

** A party of twelve of us are going on
another raiding expedition—now!” 1 replied
““The party will have time to get
back before Holt shows up with his men.
If that first raid can succeed, so can this.
That fire-engine has got three or four hoses
to it., and we can get plenty of water out
of the stream at the back.”

‘“Good wheeze!”’ declared
““ Cold water on a day

Handforth
like
The
enemy will never advance in face of it.”

In a very few minutes the party was
formed—with Pitt at the head. They went
on across the meadows at the double—and
now Kthe weather conditions were in; our
favour, For the rapidly falling snow served



wa an excellent shield for tie movements ol
the juniors, )
1 was rather anxious. and had every avall-
able fellow in the trenches, at their posts.
1t Farmer Holt came back with his men now,
it would be rather serious. But it was hardly
likely that he could be ready so soom.

[ needn't have been concerned, lu -less
than -halt an hour, the raiders were bhack,
and=ihev. brought the fire-engine with . them.
Pitt reported that they had met with no
.opposition, *and, .indeed, .had seen- nobody
with the exception of an under-gardeuer.

"Phe- fire-engine was a cumbersome affair,
‘and old-fashioned. It coul be easily worked
by four fellows, by means of long .handlea.
Then and there, we set it in “position, and
placed- the feed-pipe in the stream. Arm-
strong, Merritl, Marriott and Freeman—all
strong fellows—were told off to do the pump-
inz. Theyv had to remain by the engine, and
commence work the instant they heard tue
sienal. A good piece of work had heen done.

Ahd then, with the snow falling thickly
about us we waited—fully confident that we
shonld be able to beat off any attacks that
Farmer Holt liked to make. We were quite
convinced that we were safe.

But we waited eagerly and expectantly for
the fray.

CHAPTER IX
THE STORMING OF THE STRONGHOLD!

USPENSE is alwayvs very trying.
And the Remove passed through

!S a period of suspensec after the fire-
~engine  had been  got  into
position. We were gll expecting Farmer

Holt to return with his_men practically at
once within half an hour, at least.

But we were wrong.

An hour passed, and then another hour.
And it was just about the middle of the
afternoon—when all the {fellows were at
lessons at St. I'rank’s that we received the
first intimation that the expected
was about to arrive.

Snow waus still falling heavily.

I had sent out two or three seouts in all
directious, to give the first warning of the
approaching enemy. And we were still worry-
ing—stiil on tenterhooks-—when one of these
scolts came in.

He loomed up through the snow suddenly,
appearing without any ‘warning. He was
nearly pelted with snowballs, some of the
fellows mistaking him for the enermy.
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Then he dropped into the trench-—he was
Lawreunce, of the College . tlouse.
“ Better be -on thie alert!”
bDreathlessliy. ¢ They're coming!

“Good!” said Handforth.

“Manv?" 1 asked.

“ Well, [ caught-sight of fifteen or twenty,”
sald Lawrence. ** Holt and all his labourers,
you know. ‘And I believe-most of the village
roughs have joined in, foo.”

“ My hat!” I 5 ;

. “Then it looks like being a stift figut!™
“Rather!". . :
“The stiffer the better!”

*“* Hureah!"™ . 5 3 _

The juniors were exdaited. All sort: of
shouls and exclamations were to be heard
up and down the trenches. Snowbhallz were
zot ready, to say nothing of soot bags and
pea shooters, '

When the enemy commenced their assaulé,
they would find the Remove fully prepared
to. meet. all the attacks. And the juniors
fairly gloated in the prospect of a good old
eCTAap.

And then, almost at onc¢e, the enemy cane.

[t was the snow that gave them the
chance.

If the afternoon had been <lear, we should
have seen them Jrom afar, and would have
heen ahble to concentrate all our forces upon
the one seclion that bore the brunt ef the
attack.

As it was we had to kcep the trenches
cuarded on all sides. And, suddenly, crowds
of the enemy loomed up through ithe rapidly
falling snowflakes. About fifteen men dashed
up at full speed.

They were bending low--bending so that
they wouid not receive any of our missiles
in their faces. They had learned from Miss
Trumble, propably, that we had pea-shooters.

So they were prepared.

he aasped

e

That first rush was a very determined
affair.

The enemy <c¢ame on, one row after
another—but ¥armer Holt took good care

He was not
But his men came

to remain in the background.
undergoing many risks,

on with tremendous ecnergy.
They were rough fellows, for the most
part—the youngsters off his own farm, a

number of loungers from the village, and
all the louts of the surrounding district. 1t
was a veritable army.

And, although we had been prepared for
a large number, we liad hardly expected such
a host as this., We waited until they were
within twenty yards—and then came the
orders.

“Fire!™ T yeiled. * Let
snowballs !’

‘““ Hurrah!”

‘“ Rebels for ever!”

“Down with Holt and his men!"

Whizz! Whizz! Whizz! =

The snowballs were sent out from tire front

'em have the



Jine trench in a perfect hail. Hundreds of
them were thrown during the first minute.
And many of the juniers hurled the bags of
soot, too.

The effect was rather startling.

The snowballs burst over the oncoming
riemy, Then some of the soot bags struck,
and the air was filled with powdery =now
and soot-dust. The attacking force received
a big surprise.

They hesitated, wavered,
ranks broke.

e

and then the

And at that moment I gave a long, =hrill

whistle—using two of my fingers for the
purpdse and the cadeta in c¢harge of the
hose department knew exactly what that
whistle meant.

The pumpers commenced
instant.

work on the

And a second or iwo later, water com-|

menced to shoot out of the nozzle of the
hose which was in my hand. The other pipes
were not in this particular scction, and were
therefore useless.

A tremendous stream of water was ezcon
hissing out.

Swish!

I directed it over the top of the trench,
and the icy cold water splashed over the
rouchs in a great cascade. They howled
with rage and surprise. Two or three of
them were knocked down, and the rcst Aed.

““ Hurrah!”

“That's the stuff to give ’'em!”’

“* Now then—another go of snowbalis!”

Farmer Holt’s men received the shock of
their lives. Never had they believed it pos-
sible that such resistance as this would be
met. As we were safely in trenches, we bad
all the advantage.

Holt’s men had brought stones, and other |
migsiles. but we did not fear them. For the
men had practically nothing to aim at. We}
were hidden in the trenches, and were quite
safe,

The attackers were routed.

They Dbroke up, and disappearcd through
the snow—swearing and shouting in an/
abominable way. We c¢ould hear Farmer
Holt raging at them, and urging them to
dash to the attack once more,

'"* Hurrah!”’

‘“*The rotters are whacked!”

‘“ For the time being, yes!” T exclaimed.
‘““ But they're bound to return—and we can
look for the second onslaught within a few
miunutes! There's no sense in heing too
vonfident.” _

The rebels were all laughing and joking
over the defeat of Holt’s men. And then
the snow came down in even greater flurries
than before. The wind came whistling down
from the east, bringing with it a miniature
hurricane.

It was a tremendous burst of snow—so
thick that we could hardly see three yards in
front of us. And what with the flakes driving
into our faces, we had the uimoaost difficulty
in keeping a lookout at all.

|
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So severe was the fusilade, in fact,
that Farmer Holt staggered and al-

most fell. And in about ten seconds
he was smothered from head to foot
with snow.

I was pretty certain that Farmer Holt.
would seize this advantage.
‘““Don’t forget, you c¢haps,

; that the attﬁcli
might come now!”

I shouted, up and down
the lines, ' Be ready! And don’t hesitate,
either. If any of the men get in the trench,
chuck them out ae quickly as possible!”

‘““Leave it to us, old son!”

““We're not going to he whacked by tliece
ruftians !’

‘ Hurrah !’

And then, almost before the juniors could
realise it, the second atfack developed, and
Farmer Holt, although he was a dull sort of
man, displayed a certain amount of strategy.

Instead of making a frontal attack as he
had done before, he sent his men round in
two different batches. They attacked simul-
tancously, and at widely different sections
of the trench.

And this time the men received instruc-
tions that they were to press on, in spite
of all opposition. Farmer Holt had scath-
ingly told them that a little water could
not do any harm. And once they were
through, the thing would be ecasy. The
main thing was to get past that first de-
fence. P % _

The enemy, too, had probably £4een made
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liberal promises of pay if they succeeded in
routing us out. At all events, they came on
with greater determination than ever, And
in spite of all the snowballs and the peas
and the soot bags, they advauced.

In these two sections the hoses were not
ready. Within a minnte or two we should
have rushed them up, but the ememy broke
through iu the first moment. They had the
thiek snowstorm to thank for their victory.

For they came up almost hefore the
juniors could be aware of it: They jumped
down into the trench in threes and fours,
and commenced using the heavy sticks they
carried.

It so happened that I was left quite to
mysell at the moinent. The cadets on either
side of me had rushed oftf to assist elsewhere.
Anyhow, in the snow I saw two men rushing
up to me. 1 pelted them with nnfmballs,
but they took no notice. One of the men
was Farmer Holt himself.

1 turned, realising that it was impossible
to face them single-handed. But a stone
struck me on the back of the head, and I
swayed dizzily. The next mowment Holt had
grasped my. arm.

‘“No you don't, vou little
snarled. * I've got ‘you!"

“Rescue!’ 1 shouted desperately.

Holt and  the other man held me tight.
and just then two figures loomed up. I
hoped against hope that they were cadets;
but they proved to be more of the cnemy.
But another figure came from the opposite
direction.

“ Here we are—absolutely in the joliy old
thick of it!" exclaimed a nell-known voice.
¢ Gadzooks, and what not! There appears
to be a large slice of tmuhie in this quarter!
Nipper, 011! lad, I'tn on the spot!”

“7Tell the others, Archie!” I gasped.
“Tell themn——-"’

A hand was clasped over my mouth, and
I-was furce{l to the bottom of the treunch, and
held there, in spite of my struggles. As for
Archie, he was captured almost before he
had time to turn round. He acted with the
best intentions, but he was rash!

He flupg himself into the light with tre-
mendous vim. He rushed up amd made a
dash at two of the men. One of his fisis
went home, and Archie gave a yelp.

“ What-ho!” he gasped. {mdzoohb'
What was it? Dear old laddie, vou've got
a chin like a chunk of iron. I mean to say,
thic old knuckles—--"

“ Hang you!'' snarled the man,
his chin. * Take that!™

Archie just managed to dodge a powerful
blow. But the next moment he went down,
for one of the men behind had struck Archie
across the ‘shoulders with his stick. Aund,
almost before we knew it, the pair of us
were Jifted out of the trench and taken
away. .

demon!”” he

rubbing

The snow was coming down as thickly as

ever, and I was dreadfully anxious ahout
the rest of the camp. It was appalling that
I shculd be captured in this way. Yet I

o
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could not blame myself. It was just a bad
piece of luck, in which the weather had
played the most important part.

Fiercely gripped by the four men, Archie
and I had utterly no chance of getting away.
We had been taken prisoners, 1 couldn’t see
how this would help Miss Trumble; but she
had evidently issued iustructions that if any
of us were caught, we were to be taken ofl.

I should have worried less if 1 had known
the actual truth.

For Reginald Pitt and Bob Christine and

‘one or two of the others had rallied the rebel

lorces. For ten minutes band-to-hand fight-
ing went on in the ireuches.

Handforth had the time of his life.

With his nose bleeding, with a <cut lip,
and with one of his eyes slowly closing up,
Lie fm:ght harder than ever. A few minor
injuries of that kind only made Handforth
all the more eager for the fray.

And he did wonders.

Using only his bare fists, he defeated man
after man. And Willy Handforth dis-
tinguished himself nearly as much. The fag
proved that we had not made any mistake
by admitting him. The way in which he
fonght was a bit of a revelation to some of
the Removites.

The hoses were brought into play again,
True, quite a number of the rebels got
drenched in the confusion, but this was only
a detail. Aud then, at the crucial moment,
the weather became more kindiy—it changed
in our favour. For the snow flurry ceasud,
and for a short time the air was perfectly
clear. There was a period when the blue
sky showed for a spell.

And the much-tried rebels could see clearly
in every direction, over the cntire position.
This gave them the opportunity they wanted.
T"he enemy were thrown ont of the trenches
one after the other, battered, sore, and with
a much greater respect for the Remove than
they had ever had before.

And as the defeated rnflans erawled away,
they were hastened by numerous snowhballs
which were sent burtling after them.
Showers of waer foilowed, too, and almost
before the rebels knew it, the danger was
over.

The enemy had heen beaten off.,

The cheers rang out from every side.
only for a time. For the rebels discovered,
to their consternation, that two of their
number were completely missing. These
two woere Archie Glenthorne and myself.

“ They must have heen taken prisoners!”
exclaimed Pitt anxiously. *‘Right in the
thick of that bhig snowstorm, I expect. 1
remember that Nipper was left to himself.
[ thmlght he'd go along with fhe others

e m

“ Well,

But

theres nothing
about, nny]mw panted
“ We've held the position, and we're not
likelv to have another attack us severe as
that one. I reckon we can hold out against
any form of assault uow. .

‘““ Rather!” "

much to worry
Bob Christine.
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““As for Nipper and Archie, they’ll he
turning up aguin soon,” said De Valerie.
But the rebels were very concerned.

Z3[ The_nELSON

CHAPTER X.
THE HOSTAGES!

_ ISS TRUMBLE stood in her study,
M vazing out of the window. The snow |

wae coming down thickly, and she

wus both glaud and sorry. She could
not see out; it was impossible to make out
the chestnut-trees in the Triangle. At the
same time, she knew that this snowstorm
wonld aid farmer Iolt and his men.

it was nearly time for afternoon lessdons
to be over. It was also nearly time for
Miss Trumble to be hearing some report
coucerning the battle, which she knew was
going on, :

And then, out of the snow came a number
cf figures,

Miss Trumble stared, anxious.

Archie Glenthorne and I had an idea as to
what was coming. The fact that we had
been hbrought to the school told us that
Miss Trumble had given orders to that
cffect. And we were taken straight across
to the private doorway cf the Head's house.

And then, a few minutes later, we were
forced along the passage, and into Miss

Trumble's study. Farmer Holt and one of
his men were grasping us firmly, so that we
could not possibly escape. '

“ Two of ’em, so far, mam,”’ said Farmer
Holt grufily. * I dumnuno about the others.
Mebbe there'll be some more.”

/* Indeed !’ said Miss Trumble, her voice
Jike ice, ‘‘* At all events, it is, excellent
that you Lave captured two of these in-
sufferable young rascals. Boys! What have
you to say for yourselves?”

** Absolutely!” said Archie
““1 mean to say, this is rather foul! Being
yanked along like a couple of blessed pick-
pockets, don't you know! To be exact, old
darling, it's f{rightfully perpendicular! I
mean, just slightly beyond the old limit.”

“You wretched child!” snapped Miss
Trumble.

A thousand pardons, but allow me to
point out that you're absolutely wrong!”

indignantiy.

fraid Archie firmly. * Wretched? What a
frightfully ridic. suggesch! As a matter of
fact, I'm feeling dashed braced! It seems

that the life positively suits me!”

“Tf T were vou, Archie, T shouldn't say
much!” I put in quietly. ‘' 4Ve have been
brought here by force, and—-"

“You will be quet, boy!” commanded
Migs Trumble. *“ At last 1 have cowmpelled
you to leave your retreat!”

““ You mean that you hired these ruffians
to attack us in a blackguardly manner!”’ I
said coldly. *I'm amazed, Miss Trumble,
that you could descend to such methods!
;;l_'hey are hardly in-keeping with the tradi-
iong—=""
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“ Silence!”  shouted the Headmistress.
' How dare you say such a thing? You

bhave the audacity to talk about traditions'
And you are rebelling against all authority,
and defying every rule!”

“ Please let me correct you, ma'am,” I
said. * The boys of the Remove have never
rebelled against authority. They rebelled
because they could not accept the altered
conditions——""

‘“ Knough!” Miss

interrupted Trumble

curtly. It is not my intention to argue
with you. You are the ringleader of this
insurrection. ls tlat true, or is it nob
true?’’

*“It's quite true.”

“You admit it?"”’

“ There’s no need for me to say so twice,
ma’am,”” I replied calmly.

** Your impudence is far more than I llad
bargained for!” exclaimed Miss Trumbie,

“But 1 intend to make you suffer very
:}early for it. 1 have my plaus all cut and
ried.”

Archie and T were still being beld firmly.
Qur captors did not release their hold at
once, and Miss Trumble was still gazing
at us in a gloating kind of way. There was
an expression in her eyes which seemed. to
indicate that she had the upper hand.

“You are the ringleader!” exclaimed the
Headmistress, after a few moments. * You
must surely realise by now that this ab-
surdity has gone far emough. Will you sur-
render?” '

“I'm a prisoner, ma'am,” I replied. *‘I
don't see how I can surrender—-"

“I mean, will you go back to your com-
panions, and surrender in their name?” she
asked. ‘* As the commaunder of the whole
rebel force, it is for you to surrender, if
you so desire."”

““We are really wasting time, ma'am,” I

interrupted. “ I have no intention of sur-
rendering for the others.”
‘“ Absolutely not,” agreed Archie. “1 am

with you, laddie.” \

‘““Very well; you will both be taken at
once to the punishment-room,” said Miss
Trumble curtly. ‘* Later on your punish-
ment will be made known to you.”

And within five minutes we were both on
the way. We arrived in the punishment-
room, and found that it was quite another
apartment to the usual room. For, earlier
in the rebellion, we had rescued Willy Hand-
forth, smashing the lock of the punishment-
room in the process.

Now, however, we were taken down to one
of the cellars, and thrust into a dark apart-
ment where there was a heavy door. The
outside, as I could see, was provided with
great bolts. Once in there, there was no
prospect of getting out.

And, in the meantime, Miss Trumble was
hurrying out to survey the position. |
The snow had ceased, and as Miss Trumble
approached she had no difficulty in seeing



that the rebels still held control of Fort
Resolute. There was no sign whatever of
Holt's men.

And the rebels were moving about in the
trenches and ncar the barn. But there were
many shouts as soon as Miss 1'rumble put |
in an appearance. She walked straight on,
her lips set.

She had half-expected this. It had Dheen
too mueh to hope that all the rebels had
heen driven out. And, in her opinion, it
didn't matter. Her plan was one that would
bring utter and complete defeat.

As she approached the {rout-line trench,
she pulled out her handkerchief and waved
it. And the juniors who had collected there
wondered. Was Miss Trumble going to
<capitulate? J
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*“Good old Handy!"

“* Lizten to me!” shnuted‘l\liss Trumble.
“0 will allow you all to return to the
rchool peacefully, and you have my word
that there will be no punishments whatso-
ever. But you must return at once, in
orderly fashion, and continue your duties in
exactly the same manner as usual.”

“ What about Nipper and Glenthorne?”

“Their half-holidays for the remainder of
the term will be cancelled,” said Miss
Trumble. * That is the only punishient 1
shall inflice. Stay! I shall not include Glen-
thorne. WNipper i3 the ringleader, and he iz
the one who wiill suffer. Buf you must all
return immediately——"'
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“It's the white ﬂag"' exclaited
tensely. *‘* Either she’s going to give in, or
else she wants to talk to us about Nipper."”

‘Miss Trumble came right uvp, and dozens
of juniors collected round.

“*Boys, I've only a few words to say!”
exclaimed the Headmistress curtly. ©* Nipper
and Glenthorne are in my hands, and [ Lave
# proposition to make to you.”

“It you're going to ask for any condi-
tions, you're, mnot going to get any!"
snorted Handforth. * The only thing we'll
agree to is the complete dismissal of =ali

Pltbr

the women tn'whers———mcludmg yourself.”
‘“ Hear, hear!”

“ We won't
rile!"’

There wa3 a0 tuiztaking the shouts of tlie
Jiors,

*Very well!” said Miss Trumble flercely.
U will tell you what the -result will be, it
voii  persist 1w this obstinate attitude.
Nipper anid Glenthorne will be expelled in
disgrace. You have half an hour to decide.
I will return then, and you must give me

stand any more petticoat

your answer!"
And the Headmistress turaned angd walkr-d
away, lepviag, the Remove feeling decidedly

ni‘un e
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CHAPTER XI,
WILLY MAKES SURE!

EGINALD PITT took a decp breath.
* Well, it plices us in a very diffti-
cult position,” he exelaimed. ** 1f we
surrender we shall be no better oll
than we were before we began the barring-
out, and if we don't surrender, Nipper and
Arcitie wiil get the sack!”
“ My goodness!”
“ What's to be done?"
*“ As far as [ can see, we've
in!" exelaimed Bob Christine.
“You—you ass!” snorted
“ We'll never give in!”
“* But we must!” insisted Bob., ** We cun't
possibly let” Nipper suiler for us. Miss
trumble’s  got  the upper  hand.  Just
thiek! If we hold out, poor old Nipper will
oL oexpelled in disgrace!”’
T'lie rebels were silent.

cot to give

Handforth.

“Iil e terribly rough on Lim,”"  said
Jack Grey, at leugth. It's hardly fair,
yYou know. We shall Le all right-we can

sttek 1t out—but Nipper will he cent, away
from the school—="

**Shall we be all right?” pnt in Bob
Christine keenly. ** Don’t forget we've had
Nipper here, and all you chaps have got to
adinit that he’s leen the leader all alonwe,
Without Nipper we should umever have
carried on., We owe our success to him’

“That's right enough.”

= ‘:}ml without Lim we shall probably [fail
**Oh, rot!” said Hauwdforth. ** I'm jolly
vorry about Nipper, but 1'll take the leader-
ship. Trust me, and I won't let you down!
It was his own silly fault, too! Why did he
co and let himsell get captured?” .

** Fathead!” growled Church.
coldn’t help it!™-

“It's all very well to <ay he couldn’™t help
it; no proper leader would let himsell get
captured!” declared Handforth. “Was |
captured? We drove the encmy out loug
after Nipper had goune.”

**That’'s nothing to do with
question!” said Bob Christine. ** We've got
to choose the lesser of two eviis. Shall we
stick it out here, and let Nipper aud Glen-
thorue be sacked, or shall we give in, and
submit to Miss Trumble again?”

' 'Well, it seems to me that we've got to
surrender!™

“It's horribly rough, but there's nothing
else for it,”" exclaimed Pitt, frowning. “If
we could only rescue the poor chaps it would
be all right. But we can’t do that. You
can bet Miss Trumble isu't keeping them in
the, punishment-room now. And we daren’t
send out a raiding-party. . There might be
atvother attack before longs We need all our
forces.” e

The. juniors were in a state of absolute
Indecision. The very idea of giving in was

““ He

{he present

fearfal. Bnt, at the same time, they c¢ould |

t

not dream of allowing Glenthorne aud I to
suffer alone.

Accordingly, the majority of the rebels
came to the reluetant conclusion that they
would have to return to St. Frank's., Miss
Trumble bLad played a tramp card, and the
asame was hers.

But Willy Handforth was not satisfied.

He had been cousidering everything; he
had heen listening to the talk of all the
others. And it struck him that it would
he a terrible pity to forsake I'ort Resolute
when the rebels were within reach of vietory.
And the fag decided that he would make
certain of things.

And so, unnoticed, he slipped along the
trenches, and made his way out at the far
corner, and ran across the meadow towards
the schiool. 1t was snowing agaimn slightly,
and there was not mueh chance of the fayg
being spotted.

“I'm jolly well going to sce Nipper, if 1
can,”’ muttered Willy. *1'll hLet anything
that he won’t let us surrender. 1t those
fatheads are left to themrselves they’il ruin

- everything.”

He pressed on, and arrived in the Triangle
just after lessons were over. A muuber of
fags were playing snowballs, Willy strolled
up to them calmly. He was quite unafraid,
He didn’t carc for Miss Trumble, or anybody
else.

Chubby Heath
hvim,

“ You—you bounder!” gasped Chubby,
“We've missed you a tremendous Jot!”

‘* Rather!” said Owen. ** What have you
come bhack for?” '

“* I've come on business!" said Willy,
*“Don’t mess mwe about! [ haven't got any
time for rot! Look here, Chubby Heath, if
you keep yanking my arm about like that,
I'll jolly well hilf you!”

and Owen minor grahbwl

| I'm shaking hands!”’ said . Chubby -in-
dignantly.
“Ob, all right, then!” said Willy. “1

thought you were trying to put my shoulder
out ol joint! Heard the news?"”

“ What news?"” !

“Don’t be a couple of idiots!” went on
Willy. “ There's ounly oune piece- of news
that’s any good. Nipper and Glenthorne have
been pinched by the old ¢at. Do you know
where they are?”

“ Of course we do!” said Chubby eagerly.
““Miss T'rumble’s had ’em taken down the
cellars; she's afraid of the punishment-
room now."’ -

“ Which cellars?” asked Willy eagerly.

“0Oh, round the back, sumewhere &

Handforth minor -did not wait to hear any

more. le was dehghted. Nothing conld
suit bis purpose better. He had intended

climbing on the roof, and then getting into
the punishinent-room window hy means of
the gutter. But it was far better to learn
that the prisoncrs. were in a cellar.

There were only a certain line of cellars
that could be used as prisons. And Willy
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kaew that these were provided with arat.
ings. He had no sciwcme for doing any
reactie work, because the gratings, for one
thing, were only about six . inches square,
and no humait being could squecze throngh,
even after the bars had been tuaken out.
But he conld certainly talk!
.Me went from one grating to
crouching low. And at each cue
the sawe rvemark. It was low,
penet-rat-ing, |
‘* Rebels ahoy!™’
dowa there?’.
Three gratings proved fruifles:.

another,
he taade
and very
he cexelaimed. “You

Then, at

the fourth, he unearly jumped lor ;- v. Lor
a voice came up to-him.

“Hallo!" it said. ** Who's that?"”

I was the speaker, and I gazed at the

orating with « certain amount of euLerness,
atthough [ didn't exactly recoznise the Yoice,
It was onls a tiny grating, and practically
no light came through.

“Itc. all right, Nipper; Willy f:m-'nhuu.{."
hreathed _ll:mdfm't;h minor. * Look licre, 1"t
on scoutiag work. Miss Trumble's heen, and
there's the dickens to pay!” :

In a few brief sentences Wiily explained
the posilion. And Archie and [ listened,
rather startled.

** S0 now you klmu all dllﬂllt it concluded

- Willy. “The fatheads are talking ablout
surrendering; in fact, they've decided to
do so.- They say they've got to, in order to

pave yvou from being sacked! But if I was
_in your position, I\1pper ['d tell 'em u«li to
hold out 5

lad!”" 1

“ Brainy interrupted  crispiy.
“ Dash back to camp a3 hard as you can
go, Willv. Take a message from me. Tell
the Remove to hold out uuder all circum-
stances. Tell them to stand firm! "They
needn't worry about Archie and I at alll”
“ Absolutely not!” said Archie promptly.
- “ Tell Pitt to take zommand, and tell all

the rest mot to worry t.hemselvea.” 1 ex-

claimed.  ““ And now rush off!”

“Good luck!’ came Willy's voice. * S0
long!” 2

He was off like the wind, and less than

“ten minates later the Remove was buzzing
with excitemeant. Handforth minor had got
* jn with my message, and he had delivered it
broadeazt, And the Remove, relieved of all
anxiety, decided to obey my instructions.
They would stand firm!

They did. Less than twelve minutes after-
wards, Miss Trumble appeared again, full of
confidence that all the bhoys would form into
hne aad follow her back to the school. Ouce
agaiz she was wrong. Once again she made
- a sericus miscaiculation.

In decided tones, Reginald Pltt told her
that lLiv was the new leader, and that the
rebel Remove was determined to defy her
to the very last. They would return to the
school upon one condition—and one condition
only. The masters had to be reinstated!

Miss Trumble stood there, blazing with
£agd

ey Iy
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LHAPTER XI1I.
EXPELLED TBROAM ST. FRANK'S!

; UE the Headmistress was not going to
he absolutely foiled.

Az soon .as the returncd to St.

'rank’s, she came to «a definite

dects'on She was greatly disappointed, but

her mind wus made up. She would show

the rebels that shie. was as good as her word!

She conld nearly have cried with rage as

she stood i her study. She had made cer

tuin that the rebels would succumb; that,
tm order te save Archie and I, they would
weakly atve in. Instead of that, they were
as firin as ever, and all her work had been
for peacticaily nothing, .
But, at least, she would luue the satis-
faction of vx;*el Ling two of the culprits.

And orders went forth that the school was
to gather together in Dig Hall, Of course,
everybody Kuew why. The whole story wus
being circulated thruughout the school. And
at just about tea-time, the fags and the
sentors were all in their usual places in the
great  hall.

Only that part of the hall usually ocen-
pied by the Remove was empty. There was
a loud buzz ol talk until Miss Truulbie ap-

peared on the platform,

She came forward amid a deep hush.

And just in her rear Archie Glenthorne
and 1 were brought forward, in the firm
arasp of two of the school grooms. 1

think we could have got away il we'd liked

—-at least, | could. But it wasn’t worth
while. And [ was quite curious to see what
Miss Trumble was going to do. .

“1 have called you ail together, boys,
hecause [ have a very serious duty to per-
form!"” exclaimed Miss Trumble. - ** I think
you all know ‘'what misdemeunours these

unfortunate children are guilty of.”

She paused impressively, and the school
continued to listel.

“ [t 1~ quite unnecessary for me to 2o into
any details of the matter,” proceeded Miss
Trumble. “ The Remove Form has thought
fit to disrezard my autherity, and to take up
it own quarters outside of the school
property——""

** You sotd the zround to old Helt!"

“ Yah! It was a trick!”
“ =ilence!” commanded Miss Trumble
fiercely. ** How dare you make such insolent

remarks? These boys here have been brought
hack—and [ intend to make an example of
them." :

“Why not let the whole Remove come
back?' shouted a Fifth Former.

** Let’s liave the masters back!”

“Hurrah !’

There was quite a commotion for
moments.

“Why you senior boys should misbehave
vourselves in this manner is quite incompre-
hensible to me,” said Miss Trumble angrily.

a few



‘“The mystery is not so decp when I am deal-
ing with juniors. But I do not intend to
prolong this scene. It shall .be quite brief.”
““Thank goodness!” said somehody audibly.
You see these two wretched children!™

exclaimed Miss Trumble, pointing to Archié

and I with a dramatic movement. ‘ Under
no circumstances can I allow them to remain
pupils at this wold college. They are
cxpelled—they will leave this school to-day.”

“ Oh!” :

A large number of groans sounded. :
- Y Possibly, the boys do not realise the
~gravity of this punishment,” went on Miss
Trumble. *‘ As they are rebelling against
anthority, it may seem to them that this
expulsion is a mere farce. But such is not
the case. They are disgriced—not merely
now, but for all the time.”

It's not fair!” .

“We won’t stand it, Miss Trumble ¥

“For all time!’ shouted Miss Trumble
loudly. * They will find it impossible to gain
admittance to any other famous public
school—they will find it equally impossible to
go up to Oxford or Cambridge. Their expul-
sion from St. Frank’s wjll blacken them as
they so richly deserve. It is the reward of
insithordination.” - c

There was such a tone of gloating triumph
in Miss Trumble’s voice that the majority of
the seniors were quite disgusted. It was
clear that she absolutely relished this task—
“a task which ought to have been distasteful
to her. ,

..As for Archie Glenthorne and I, we merely
glanced at one another. Archie was slightly
pale, but he managed to smile.

“ Absolutely, old dear!”’” he murmured. “1
mean to say, large quantities of cheer surge
through the old bosom!” ' |

The school was in a ferment,

The fifth Formers quite forgot themselves.
There were hoots, howls, and all sorts of
catcalls. The fags, embholdened by the
example of the fifth proceeded to yell with
derizion. |

And Miss Trumble vainly tried to stop if.

At last the excitement grew so intense
that (hrambers was bold enough to step
forward, out of the ranks of the fifth.
Chambers was always fond of the lime-
licht, and here he had a good chance.

ITe felt that the school supported him, and
sn he went forward. Indeed, he went practi-
cally up to the platform,

“We're not going to stand
Trumble,”” he shouted warmly.

“(3o back 'to your place, -boy (' com-
manded Miss Trumble.

“Not likely!” shouted Chambers. " I'm
poing to speak my mind!
is behind the Remove—the whole school sup-
ports what they're doing! . We  want the
masters back!” S g o
““Heat, hear!” yelled the Fifth valiantly.

" "Miss Trumble staggered.
**This—this 1s too much!”

it, Miss

she exclajmed

The whole school |

““ Absolutely !’
dignantly. _
rather foul, being yanked along like

said Archie in-
‘““ 1] mean to say, this is

a couple of pickpockets, don’t you
know ! To be exact, old darling, .it's
frightfully perpendicular! 1 mean,
just slightly beyond the old limit!"”

faintly. “ It was appalling for the Remove
boys to show such insubordination—but 1
hardly believed that the Fifth Form would
forget themselves to that extent.”

‘““ We're not forgetting ourselves, Miss
Trumble!” shouted Chambers. ‘“ We know
exactly what we're doing. And we're not
gaing to stand here and sec those youngster:
kicked out of the school in disgrace!”

" No!” roared the fifth.

“If Nipper and Glenthorne are expelled.

we’ll join the rebels!” declared Chamber:

flercely. ** Now, what do you think about
that? We’ll join the rebels—and, what's
more, I'll lead the fifth!"” . :

“ Hurrah!”

“We'll revolt, too!” | ;

““Sack those juniors, and iwe’ll walk. out
of the school!”

*““That's the
““Rood men!

idea!”’ yelled Chambers,
Back me up, and you’ll be

all right! I don’t bhelieve in this kind of
thing as a rule—it's undignified—but the

circumstances are exceptional. We're not
going to stand here and see injustice done!”

“Never!” .

““*So it's up to you, Miss Trumble, to let
the kids off!” declared Chambers. " Sach
them, ;and the Fifth joins the rebels!”

The tumult was tremendous.

Miss Trumble stood there, breathing lard,
and secarcely knowing whether she was on
her head or her heels. She hade a feeling
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of faintness. Now, indeed, ghe was losing
control of the school. If the Fifth Form
went, disaster would be certain and complete.

Her only chance was to stop this fresh
rebellion at once.

She advanced to the front of the platiorm,
and held up her hand.

" Boys—boys!"  slie
 Listen to me!”

There was something in
stilled the tumult,

“1 could understand the Remove under-
taking this foolhardy rebellion!” continued
Miss Trumble. * But you must let me remind
you that you are seniors—and, as members
of the Fifth Form, you have :,{}ur dignity to
think of.’

The Fifth was silent.

** Have you no sense of responsibility?"
went on. Miss Trumble, her voice quivering
with indignation. ** Have you no realisation
of your position in the school? Think of
your future! before long vou will he going
up to Oxford or Cambridge.”

‘The I'ifth remained silent.

“Do you feel disposed to abandon your
whole careers, just for the sake of a few
wretched junior boys .who have defied
authority?” asked Miss Trumble, her voice
quivering. * Thlink of your perents—what
'will they «ay? I am ashamed of you—1 am
amazed that boys of your age should so far
forget themselves!”

exclaimed quietly,

her tone which

The Fifth was rather startled—with the
exception of Chambers. ,
“Look here, Miss Trumble, that sort of

talk dcesn't go down with me,” he said
truculently. ** If the Fifth joins the rebels,
vou can be pretty certain that there’s going
to be a change at St. Frank's—-"’
- “ Dry up, Chambers!"
“ Better be quiet, old man!'”
““It's no good—we can't act like kids!"”
All sorts of whispers came to (Chambers
from the ranks of the Fifth. Chambers
iooked round, rather startled hy the change
in the tone of his Form mates. And before
he could say any more, Miss Trumble waved
dlier hand.

““The school is dizsmissed!” she said
curkly, ' g

{ turned to Archie.

" And we can go, old von!" I =aid.

“ We're no longer pupils here, and so we
might as well walk out.”

“ Gadzooks!" said Archie, in astonishment.
“ Buat, my dear old lad, I had an idea that
we were to be shoved back into the old
dungeou——""

“1 don't think so0,” I smiled. ““1 had an
idea that Miss Trumble might have sent for
vour pater, but perhaps she forgot that.

Anyway, we're clearing out now, while
we've got the chance.”

THE
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Aad, abraight off, we hurried outside.

Numbers of Fifth Formers tried {o slop
us—but 1| wouldn’t let them. As ua matter
of fact, I was a bit disgusted with the
Fifth. A% first they had shown idie richt
spirit—a spirit which wounld have won us the
day in next to uno time if they lad inain-
tained it. If the Fifth had stueck 1o their
cuns, Miss Trumble would have been beaten
on the spot,

But a few words from the Headmixtress,
and they had weakly succumbed. They had
failed to support (Chambers, who had done
well. We met Chambers just aoutsv{e the
Aucient House,

“(ood man!"' I said heartiiy.
awfully for your support.”

Chambers glared.
“ What do you'think of them?”

 Thanks

he askad

hitterly, * The weaklings—the miserable
rotters! Backing me up—and then sliding
out of it! They're nothing but a lot of
worms!"’

“1 won't tell yvou my opinion «f the
Fifth—it might offend you.,”” I replied. ‘' But
vou're true hlue, Chambers. If wnly ycur

pals had stuck to yvou, we should have had

the masters back by to-morrow. but you
needn't worry—they'll be back bYefore lcng.
The Remove will see to that!”
“ Absolutely ! zaid Archie neartily.
And then we went straight off in the
~gathering dusk—we hurried back to Iort
Resolute. And we were greeted with beuarty

cheers as soon as we appeared out of the
dusk., We jumped into the trenches, and we
were carried swiftly away to the Larp.

“ Good!” I said heartily. “ Thiz is great!
[ was worrying about vou fellows. 8o cvery-
thing's all right? You bheat off &ll the at-
tacks?"’ ' |

“ Rather!"” said Pitt.

“Then there's no need to worry,” 1| ¢x-
ctaimed. *“ We'll win retl”

* But—but you've been sacked!” said
Tommy Watson in alarm.

““ My dear old ass, do you think Archie
and [ will worry about that?”’ 1 grinmed.

“We're no longer pupils of St. Frank's, but
we'll still stick to the Rebel Remove!™

“ Hurrah!'"

“ Three cheers for Nipper!”

“And what's more, as s00n as we ve woil
our cause, we shall be reinstated!” 1 de-
clared. *° You needn't worry about thal, old
sons,  So everything in the garden is lovely!™

And the excitements of the day heiu*.':
over, the rebels held a big celebratiou, in
wluch Fatty Little did wonders in the teod
line. Once again the vietory was ours,

Aad now we were within sicht of final

teiwmph!
END

“m—
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My dear Readers:—

The large numbers of entries in the Story
Voting Competition makes it impossible for
me to publish tie result this week 2s I had
intended. Every coupon is moet carefully
examined and in fairness to the conipetitors,
no trouble is spared in finding the r1ight
winner. It is taking longer than I anti-
{*lp.lted but you may rest assured that the
result will be ready for publlcatmn by next
week.

THE SIEGE OF FORT RESOLL’TE!-

The war of the Remove against Miss
Trumble continues unabated. The com-
mandeering of food supplies from the school
pantry under the very nose of the Head-
mistress has unfortunately disclosed to the
latter the one vital and weak spot of her
cnemy. No army can exist very long when
its food supplies are cut off, For some reason
or other this elementary fact seems to have
escaped the attention of Miss Trumble. But
now she realises it and a plan for huie"m;_
the Remove has already formed itself ;n ‘E"
mind.

In our next story of the exc itina ‘" Rq U'HI‘I"
Out '’ series, *“ The Siege of Fort Resolute,”
it will be told how E\'Iiss Trumble sets to
work to starve the Juniors into subiission.
'This time without doubt -she succecds iv

dealing her opponents their first serious re-
verse, Fatty Little is, of course, more con-
cerned than anybody. Things soon become
desperate and Nipper is temporarily in the
unenviable position of having to find a way
out of the Remove’s terrible plight. There
are many other minor incidents in this story
which add to its general liveliness. Full-
wood and Co. for instance, get somewhat
out. of hind, and have to be court-martialled
for leaving their posts when on guard., There
is also a lively scene between Chamberc; of
the Fifth and Miss Trumble, resulting in the
sacking of the former, and his appearance
among the rebels.

THE RIVAL REPORTER!

The adventures of Mervyn Hume, the fam-
ous mnewspaper esleuth will continue uvext
week in the Detective Story Section with
another brilliant story from the vivid pen of
Mr. Rossitter Shepherd called, “ THE Rl\'AL
REPORTER!” 1t is a monderfu]. aceount  of
the romance cf the news-getter and c¢rime
investigator working in this unique and
double capacity and his adventures with a
rival reporter, whose skill in picking other
people's brains dishonestly is greatly in ex-
cess of his ability to use his own.

Your sincere friend,

Wheway's Footer Yarns.
_asl-: your newsagent {or tha

Every
"Wednesday

£ 50 § 5 > 15 e 5 3 e 5 |

% s ismms

HAVE YOU STARTED IT ?

“Corinth For The Cup” Begins This Week.

You can't afford to miss it.

“ BOYS’ REALM.”

2 e 90 T $5 - 15 Wi § 5 Wi § 3 W $ W ¢ I“Il‘li“i I"'IMIW}"'MI-‘“"

""TT"HTT_"E 1 “

'DUP k-

The Editor.

;mm,ﬂ hm\mi
John W

It is the greatest of John W‘.
Go right now and

Price 2d.
Everywhere.
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(Caistowe is a small fishing village on the
South Coast, about three miles from
St. IFrank’s. It boasts of a modest harbour
at the mouth of the River Stowe, which
here joins the sea. On the shores of the
sheltered Bay of Caistowe, protected by
high, chalky cliffs, the boys of -St. Frank’s
frequently foregather in spring and summer
to bathe. Many of them will have cause to
remember this otherwise insignificant seaport
as a place associated with some of their
most thrilling experiences. Not so long ago

Willy Handforth and his two chums nearly,

came to grief in an open boat in the bay,
A fog came on and they lost their bearings,
afterwards losing their boat-——and - nearly
their lives---while endeavouring to.land on
some rocks. Happily, the rocks were con:

y

Co. to a secret cavern and other adventures,
Last year Yung Ching, the Chinese boy,
was kidnapped by men in-a motor-boat while
bathing in the bay. There was an exciting
chase in another motor-boat by Nipper, and
from this developed a remarkable series of
travel and' adventure in the South Seas.
To ~the casual observer Caistowe would ap-
pear to be rather a sleepy kind of place.
Were it mot for the {irequent excursions
made here by the boys of St. Frank's ib
certainly would be a dull place. It is con-
nected by rail' to Bellton, but most of the -
boys use the road, either on their bicycles
or walking. _ :
‘That' Caistowe will figure prominently
again in the St. Frank's stories before very
long is as certain as the coming of spring

neorbgti- to ‘the mainland, and led Willy and | and summer.



THE NELSON L
5", @l EE LIBRARY [@ w o oy it

is all ;mu pay for ouz No.400A Mead
‘* Marvel’’—the finest cycle ever offered
ou such etcepttonall} casytzrms. Bril-
. lantly pldtuﬁ Hchly enamelled ; lined
in colours.  Sent packed free carriage
Dald onl1l5 DAYS’ YREE TRIAL
Fully warranted.
~dissatisfredr- Old machines exchanged:
Big bargainsin factory soiled mouunts:

- Tyres,and aqcessories 33 1-37 below
shop prices, Write 70-D.AY for testj-
muni‘.tl': and 1llust:ated art catalogue,

Cyclé COmpany (Inc.},
(Dept. B797) Birmingh'm

Money refunded .if .

ROME GINEMAS .

STOCKTAKING S_ALE.
SPECIAL CHEEAP OFFER
= of Home Cinemalographs at 9,0
and M /6carriage paid, Write’ faor
free lists of. Machines and Films.
FORD’'S, DEPT, A.P.3,

13, Red Lion Square,
London, W.C.1.
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BE TALLER Height wili make. you. respected

= in  business -and private . lifq,
Students of the Girvan Scientific: Treatment  re-
port from 2 {o 5 inches increase, with' far better
health, Send p.c. to-day for particulars, and ouvr
£100 guaranice, to anuuy ‘Dept. A.M.P., s
Siroud Gretn Road, Londoh. N.4, g

50 HUNGARIAN STAMPS FPREXE {o
applicants for Blue Label Appro’s. - Inc.
post., Mention Gift 506.—B. L. CORYN,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent.

£2,000 Worth of Cheap Job Photographic
Material, Cameras, ete. Send -at once for
Catalozue and  Samples Free. -—-HA.CKETTS
WORKS July Road, Lwerpool. E.
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TREASURE ISLAND!

Rl

< el e nture,

Th- world-fa;ztous -stci*y lay
R. L. STEVENSON

BEGINS as a scrial in this weck's issue of the *° Union
Jeaek,?  Nol o« new story—eecept that it is EVER NEW.
Lecad by midlions the wide world over, it can always-be read
cragetn wilh frosth r(ffrf{;ﬁf. A m.‘t.\*h;r;)fr?r'.{* of stirring nearra-
tive=a tale of pirate treasure, und the glamour of rieh
lold by o« waster.  This U, J." seriul girves
WU rfmmf? to read H'.m great story eleaply.  Also, this
Hr(’f—“

‘“ SEXTON BLAKE IN SHEFFIELD ”

@ story of pfrn' el deteelice audrenture in the Sheflicid
'afu;_;ﬁ The only way to he SURE of rvealding the seriul
throvglout s to. pluce a standing ovder NOW.  Ask for (he

“UNION JACK *

* Sexton Blake s Own Pa er
24. = Every Thurs&ay.
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AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY

Special Offer of High-grade Registered
Professional Italian Model.

MELODEONS

Superfine Solo Mclo-
deon; bhandsome
FPolished Cabinet,
with 12-fold Mectal-

ﬁmund Bellows; 10p

Keys and 4 Bass¥

Chords. This instru-

ment is the acme of

perfeclion in con. W . T % r-A:: — 1

struction —and a K TUT{]R GIVEN FREE
~T,

magnificent example
0f uuofnliv studied I ,JW,“'“W.W ”:'F"
Jmusical detail, un- .

equalled for nulle*ncc of tone and power. 1/- DL
posit ouly is rerguired, and we will {Immtth this
Superb Melodeon 1o your address. If entire ly to youy
=atisfrction, balince is® bayable 3/- on receipt, an-:]
/- monthly until 35/~ ig paid—or complete Balance
within 7 days 30/-, making Cash Price 31/-only. -=~st

J. A. DAVI1S & Co. (Deptr.8y), 26, Denmarx
! Hill,-Camberwell, Lundon, S.E.5. =g

HoNOROAIHIEOBITORSGH
FREE !- Dahiomey,

Hydsrabad, Inhambane,
Moauritisu, Nizgcoria, Ottd'fllt P r'u,” Qu{lurnm
Russia, Schlezvig, Travancore, Ukr nm Victoria,
W. Russia, xpl't'hﬁ.\1[&'tl'i:i,YrHrm China, Z.m‘llm:
Send 1Ad, postace, Ask for approvals.— - -
VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

- YOURS FOR 1/=-

""-P"'_"'\

Egyvpt, Finland,

NELSON LEE LIBRARY o |

| RHEUMATISM CURED.

49, Eldon Sireet, Sheflield,
Dear Sir.—I: had no sleep for
months, and doctors told me
there was no cure, Before T had B
taken Urace a fortnicht, T had
sleep and rest, and was free
from pain, Since taking Urace, I

' throtuch

P vents

' from

STAMPS 3-A|1Lmld - Bulgavia, - Caper .
G '_.‘(:'lf‘ﬁt S '
Jamaic i, K¢ ny:a, th“ neo as

have not lost one day's work
rheumatism.
Yours sincerely, Mr. WILSON.
URACE aud URACE :1lnm', can
siure Rhenmatism. Tt divertly
attacks the ecause—urie acid—
dissolves and expels it from the mﬂlr‘m
its reapprarance. That is why
and CURES QUICKLY. 1/3, 3/-,

sy ey

;uul pre:
CURES
and 5/- per box,

it

Boots, ‘limothy White & Co.. Tuylor's, and
all.. Chemists and Stores, or divect from tha
URACIE Laboratories, 77, Woburn House, Storo
‘-ttre:n-t London, W.C.1. -
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* 5/ - romgi »
» Boots md*u.ll -
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SET
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£9, :(ﬁuhiln Boulevard, Nottingham. -« s
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or Abroid:- Masters, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE.
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