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In this story, the great *‘ Ba<-
ring-0Out ’ at St. Frank's takes
on a new and startling develop-

- .ment, For the first time in their

struggle against the authority of Miss Trum-

ble, the self-elected new Head and chairmean
of the Board of Governors, the Juniors ex-
perience a serious reverse. Farmer Holt, an
old enemy of the boys at the school, makes

a successful raid on the rebels’ food stores.

The Juniors’ stock of supplies are seized, and then

the siege begins. It is hoped that the rebels will be

starved out of their stronghold and be compelled

to surrender. Nipper, as Leader, is faced with a

very difficult situation. It would be a humiliating
end to their weeks of preparation for this revolt if
the rebels were to be starved into surrender. How
will Nipper meet this new peril ? That will be
answered in the following mnarrative, together with

the exciting series of incidents which lead up to

“ The Siege of Fort Resolute.”

' 'THE EDITOR.
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" CHAPTER 1

N |
‘Q\ | THE SIRONG MAN OF THE FIFTH!
=N RASH! -
=~ Cuthbert Chambers, of the ¥iith Form at St. Frank's, broug!
>~ Cuthber rambers, of the Viith Torm at St. Frank's, broughf
1\? lhlrl‘: fl{;at down with a resounding bang upon the table in Study
- No. 10, ; |

“What I want to kpnow is, are we' goinz to let this woman do just as she joliy well
likes?”” he demanded fiercely. ** Answer me that!"

‘“ Steady on, old man!” said Bryaut, as ne rescued his cup of tea. *“ No need to get
&'}.i}-thinnt,. you know! You nearly had the teapot on the flcor that time! Caim down
a bit!”

1% isn’t dignified!” added Phillips.

Chambers glared.
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‘“ Dignified!”” he snapped. * Who cares
twopence about dignity? Who do you think
we are—a lot of old fogeys? There's too
much blessed talk about dignity in the Fifth!
I'm fed-up with it!” _

Phillips and Bryant looked rather surpriced.
Strictly speaking, Chambers was the lust fel-
low in the world to talk about diguity. As
a general rule he was full of pompesity and
swank. But, just recently, a change had
come over him. At heart, he was one of
the best, and, for all his faults, he was
guite a favourite withh the Tifti.

“ Dignity?” repeated Phillips. 1 don’t
ece why you should be fed-up with the sub-
ject, old man. Don’t forget that the Fifth
Form i3 next to the Sixth, and we shall soon
be going up——"' _

- And don’t forget that we're only one

form above the Remove!” interrupted
Chambers tartly. * There's not such a4 big

gap as you fellows try to make out. While
a fellow’s in the Remove he can lark about
and do what he likez. But as soon as ne
gocs up to the Fifth lie's supposed to find
his dignity! Pah! It's disgusting!”

And Chambers sat down heavily—totally
uneonscious of the fact that Phillips had
thoughtfuliy placed a piate of bread and
hutter on the chair, fearing that his leader’s
thmmps would upscet it.

There was 2 eplintering
Chambers gave a liendishh yell,

** What the—-"

““ You-—you idiot!"” gasped Phillips. ** You've
cuat on the bread and hutter!”

Chambers leapt to his feet, with about
four slices of bread and butter elinging to
him. He tore them off, and flung them
wildly upon the floor. He Lad an idea that
he had been gashed hy the breken plate.
iPut he didn't feel much pain, and =0 he letl
it pass.

1 suppose you thought that was funoy?”
he snapped sourly. |

‘“ It’s a disaster!” growled Phillips. * You
don’t think we can eat that bread and butter
nm(.;‘, I..;.:uppose? We haven't got any more,
and—

““ Confound the bread and butter!” roared
Chambers. “ Can’t you think of anything
¢lse exceptb food? T want to know if we're
zoing to ctand Miss Trumble's tommy-rot
any longer?”

Phillips and Bryant sighed.

crack, and

“Why not let it drop?’ asked Bryant. }
““ We've been over it three or four times
lately—-"’

“ And we're going over it again now!” in-
terrupted Chambers. ** Yesterday, at tea-
time, Nipper and Glenthorne, of the Remove,
were sacked! Miss Trumble publicly ex-
pelled them—-"?

“It was more or less of a farce,” said
Phillips. ¢ They're still here, and leading
the rebels, too. I don’t altogether approve
of Miss Trumble, but we can’t stand in
with the juaiors. It wouldn’t be in keeping
with the--the—-" .

““The dignity of the Firth?” azked

e

' Chambers tartly.
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““There it comes again!
time we finished with it!
If the FKFifth has got any dignity, 't had
better forget it. 'This is a time of crisis,
and you can't get away from it. If we
act strongly now we shall have the masters
back. And we ought to act strongly. In
my opinion, it’s up to the Fifth to support
the Remove—not by words, but by deeds!”

Chambers’ chums said nothing. For twenty-
four hours they had heard mnothing else.
Ever since the excitement of the previous
evening, the great man of the Fifth hiad
been ‘* chewing the rag.”

He proceeded to chew t even more.

“1’ll just go .over the facts!” he said
grimly. “I'll just point out what's hecn
happening lately " ;

““ My dear chap, we know it by heart!?
groaned Bryant.

‘** Perhaps you do—hut you haven't scen the
significance of the facts!”” declared Chambers.
““So it’s up to me to point them out. Only
a few weeks ago St. Frank’s was in a state
of peace and tranquillity. Am I right or
not?"

‘ Have it your own way!"’ said Phillipse.

“In a state of peace and tranquility!” re-
peated Chambers firmly. * Then, all of a
sudden, Miss Trumble arrives! She swoops
down on the school like a copfounded tor-
nado! She gets the Head’s back up; and
the Head resigns. Mr. Lee and Mr. Stock-
dale and all the other masters get their
backs up, and they resign! All because of
this woman!”

“ 0f cour:ze, it’s rotten——'

“ Rotten!” shouted Chambers. ¢ It’s in-
sufferable! You can’t get away from- it!
But that’s only the beginning—the thin end
of the wedge! As soon as the masters clear
out, she calmly plants lerself here in the
Head's place, and gets a whole batch of
females down'! What are we made of in this
Form? Wax, or putty, or what? We allow
a2 woman to boss over us—we allow a woman

I think it's about

to teach us in the class-rooms! Don't you
call that disgusting?”’

“Yes, it's absolutely rotten!'* said
Bryant seriously.

“1I'm glad you admit it!” growled
Chambers. ‘ And as sooun as these women

get control, they start messing the school
about! They stop football—they make the
Remove go to bed at eight o’clock!”

‘““ Yes, the Remove copped out hadly!” ad-
mitted Phillips.

“We’'re all copping out!” declared
Chambers! “ I'll admit the Remove had the
worst of it, but the whole position’s bad. I
admire the Remove—they had the courage to
rebel !”’

" 'I't’s easy enouch for juniors to do that

“ Oh, is it?"” demanded Chambers. ‘* Why
is it any easier for them than it is for us?
In fact, if we rebelled it would be ten
times as good, because we’re older. But it's
ieft to the Remove to show us the way.”

The other seniors were silent.
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went on Chambers warmly,
idea of making all those trenches
round the old barn. And now the Reinove
arc out there, dug in, and they refuse to
shift until the masters come back.”

ht‘:i s, g
ot the

“They’re bound to be beaten in the long
ren.”’ said Bryant.
“ Rot!" said Chambers, ““ Rot! Absolute

When those Remove Kkids start some-
And they're
Thev'll win
it we sup-

ret!
thing, they don't give in quickly.
poing to win through now.
through in a qitarter of the tune
port them."

“How can we do that?”

“How?"" snorted Chambers
going out there and joining them! What
would Miss Trumble o it we rebelled?
She'd have no control left, and the masters
would he back within twenty-four liours.”

For once Chambers was displaying a large
amount of common senze. His argument
was quite correct. While Miss Trumbie only
had the Remove to deal with she could hold
out—hoping against hope that she could
bring the juniors to submission. But if the
Fifth rebelled as well, her last bope would
be gone. She would liave to capitulate,

““ Just think of what happened yesterday!”
said Chambers, with contempt. ** What
doer Miss Trulnhle do? She sells those
meadows to Farmer Holt, and Holt comges
along with a crowd of men to pitch the
jumiors off! Even with the assistance of a
snowstorm they couldn't do it! They simply
collured Nipper and Glenthorne, and Miss
Trumble =sacked them. But they're back
again, and the whole thinz was a farce.”

“:I"hosc two kids are disgraced, anyhow

“ Rats!” sald Chambers. “ The Remove's
going to mn—*and when Miss Trumble gets
pushed out, and the masters come hack, all
the facts will come out. Nipper and (:len-
thorne wiil be reinstated, or I'm a Dufeh-
man! We had a lovely chance yesterday—
and the Tifth refused to take it.”

“The fellows had to think of their dig-
nity,” growled Bryant.

“ Dignity again!”’  snorted Ch*lmbars.
“ 1've "Utr dignity—I hope so, anyway! But
there comes & time when a fellow neecds to
throw dignity aside. Yesterday, when DMiss
Trumble sscked thoze juniors, I stoed up and
to!d her that the Fifth was going to rebel!
The Iifth supported me—and then backed
cut at the last minute. The miserable tad-

poles!”’

“Go easy!” protested Phillips.

“They're mnothing  better!”  exclaimed
Chambers sourly. *“ But it's not too Ilate,
even now—there's still time for the Fifth
to show its gumption In fact, I'm going
round to all the studies, and I'm going to
get the {:ha.ps to back me up. I'll put some
epivit into 'em!"”’

Bryant looked up, his eyes eparkling.

“JIf you get twenty other fellows to join
ln I'il 'be with you!” he declured.

“Why, by

i I[’“r

once and for all.’

““ Same here!” said Phiilips promptly.

“ (lood men ! declared Ch: imbers. “ That's
the style! I thought 1'd put some ginger
into you! And now I'm going off to the
other studies, and TI'll make the fellows
realise that it's up Lo us to get going!"

He strode out of tire room, and went down
the passage. It was rot often that
Chambers let bimsclt go but when he did
he was somebhingz like Handforth of the
Remove. Ife was like an earthquake.

fle entered one study, and found Stevens
and Sinmng having tea. They looked up, and
were rather surprised to see Chambers’ red

face, He was evidently very excited.
“I'm going to put it to you =straight!'"

said Chambers hluntly., *“* Are vod willing to
support  the Remove? Are you willing to
jo'n tlw rebellion for the honour of tie old
school?’ -

“Ma, ha, ha!” reoared Stevens and Simms,

Chambers raved in vain. The sgeniors 1n-
sisted upon taking the thing as & joke
Again and again Chambers tried to poinb
out that it was np to the Fifth to get ab-
solutely busy.

But it was usciess.

And when he went to
was just the same.

In fact, Chambers found that he had
taken on a heavy task. The Fifth Form haid
been thinking things over, and it had de-
cided that its dignity would not allow it to
engage in any rebellion,

— ——

CHAPTER II
STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER!

HAMBERS was in a
state of acufe exas-
peration by the time
e  turned into  the

Fifth Form common-room, }e
had failed in the studies, bub

the next study it

| would erumble up!

“ We'll |

- perhaps he would meet with
betber success here. There were about a
dozen Iifth-Former: in the common-roon,
and Chambers rather liked 2an audience.

“T've got something to say to you fel
lows!"" said Chambers, as he stood 1n the
open doorway. “ I'm just fed-up with the
rest of the Iifth, but perhaps you'll show a
bit of common ‘-{‘nw'

“1f it's about the Remove, you'd better
dry up!” saii one of the seniors, ** We half-
supported you yesterday, but we hada’t cou-
sidered everything.”

“That was a pxt\ sneared Chambers.

“1t's one thing for the Remove to hold a
ltarriug out, bnut it's not in keepinz with the
nosition of the Fifth,”” went on the other.
“ Just think what would happen if we joined
these kids——"'

““ Ixactly!” interrupted Chambers. ‘* Just
think what would happen! Miss Trumble
' Within two days she'd
Stafford would be back In

R

be gone, and Dr,
his old place.”
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“ 0h, rot!”?

“It's not rot-— it's the truth!” ehouted
Chambers. ‘* You know it as well as 1 do.
And we should have Mr. Nelson Lee back
a3 a Housemaster. We should have old
Pagett back in the Form-room. We often
caid rotten things about him, but he’s miles
better than these women!”

** Hear, hear!™

“We've only got to he firm, and the
masters will soon be back!” continued the
leader of Study No. 10. “1I don’t like to
admit that the juniors are ahcad of us—but
it’s the truth, The Remove has shown us
the way. And now we've got to support the
Remove.”

“1t can't be done—"’

“It’s got to be done!” roared Chambers,
** You worms—you weak bounders! If you'd
only put some pluck into yourselves, you'd
he all right! Follow my lead, and there
won't be any more trouble, Miss Trumble
is a wash-out! All the other women are
wash-outs!”

“ Don't yell like that, you ass!”

“I'll yell as much as 1 like!"” retorted
Chambers. ‘1 don't care who hears me,
cither! If Miss Trumble came herself, 1'd
give her my opinion to her ugly face!”

It was rather a curious coincidence, but
there came a swish in the passage just be-
hind Chambers at that moment. And the
other Fifth-Formers were rather horrified to
goe¢ Miss Jane Trumble appear. She paused,
her black scheol gown waving in the draught.
But Chambers did not know she was there.

‘“ Dry up, old man!”" breathed one of the
others. ' Go easy!”

“1'm not going easy!’ snorted Chamber:
angrily. * Miss Trumble has made a mess
of things c¢ver since she arrived. She’s an
ugly, old, interfering cat! The s=ooner she

leaves St. Frank’s the Dbetter! How on
carth the Governors were mad enough to
¢lect her Chairman beats me !’

Chambers paused, and stared at two FA{th-
Formers who were out of the line of Mies
Trumble's vision. These two semiors were
making the most extraordinary signs and
grimaces—trying to make Chambers under-
stand. <

‘““ Have you idiots gone mad?"" demanded
Chambers, “ What's the idea of all this
semaphnore business? 1 expect it's the resalt
of Miss Trumble's rotten administration.
“he’s messed up everything, and ['d love
to see her kicked out, neck and crop!”

The Headmistress of St. Frank’s could
stand it no longer.

““ Boy!” she screamed.

viambers twisted round, and gave a gulp.

*“ Great Scott!” he gasped.

He backed into the common-room, utterly
dumbfounded. And Miss Trumble followed
bim in, pale with anger and indignation. The

other Fifth-IForniers stood looking on,
wondering what fearful punishment was
- about to descend wupon the head of

Chambers. :
‘I have listened to your amazing tiradse

’
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with utter astonishment!” exclaimed -Migs
Trumble fiercely. ‘' You wretched boy!
How dare you use such expressions? I shall
punish you with the utmost <everity.
Indeed, 1 have a mind to expel you from
the school!”

Chambers came to himeelf.

Somehow, the very sight of Miss Trumble
acted upon him as a red flag affects a bull.
After wll his attempts to arouse the Fifth
—after his own loudly expressed copinions,
he suddenly felt that this was just winab
he desired,

He was glad that Miss Trumble had ecme!

** Oh, you're going to expel me, are you't”’
he exclaimed., ** That's just about all you
can do, Miss Trumble! You didn’t like
hearing a few facts about yourself, eh?”

‘“ Dry up, you idiot!” hissed somebody.

‘*Not likely!” shouted Chambers., “I'm
going to have my say! And now that Miss
Trumble's here, I'll tell her what I think
—to her face!” 3

The Headmistress was taken aback.

‘* Be silent, hoy!"" she commanded.
are insolent——"’

“It's my turn to speak now!” exclaimed
Chambers passionately. ** Oh, 1 know ycu'ro
the Headmistress—and I know that you’ll
sack me for this! Do you think I care? 1'm
fed up! Do you hear? Fed up to the neck!
And 'm fed up with you!”

The seniors listened with horror,

But. Chambers had worked himsell up 1o
a pitch of righteous anger. His indignation
knew no bounds. He had always been a
{ecklcss fellow, but this was certainly the -
imit.

X on

‘“* Silence ! screamed Mizs  Trumble.
“You impertinent young puppy! You dis.
graceful—-"

“Hold on!” interrnpted Chambers.

‘‘ Before you talk about me being disgrace-
ful, hadn't you better think about your-
self? It's not my way to be rude to a
ladv—but after the way you'’ve been ploiting
and sciheming with that scoundrel iolt, I
den't consider you to be a lady!”

Miss Trumble started back,
shaken,

id I_I___ll

‘“* That’s gziven you a kmock, eh?” went
on Chambers, the words tumbling out
quickly. **If you were a real hady, Miss
Trumble, 1'd bite wmy tongue ocut hLefore
insulting you! Aand now 1'm going to tell
you what you've done since you c¢ame to
St. Frank'’s! I don't suppose you'll like it,
but you're going to have it straight irom
the sheulder!”

“T command youn to hold your tungre,”
said Miss Trumble thickly.

““You can command all you like—but my

pale and

tongue’s going to be busy!” retorted
Chambers, pointing an accusing fOngzer ab
the Headmistress...-** You came to St

Frank’'s, vou caused the masters 1o c¢lear
out, and then you made a hopeless muddle
of the whole school routine!”

“1 will not—=""
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“ You tumed the rules and regualations
upside down, and messed the Remove about
to such an extent that they cleared out!”
sneered Chambers contemptuous!y. *‘ Is that
what vou call conducting a school properiy?
There’s nothing wronez with the Romove!
The kids may be a bit hotheaded, bu% the
majority of them are as cound a3 a bell!
But they were fed up with you, and they
c¢leared! I'hat’'s what I'm going to do—
because I'm sick amd tired of all this
tomfoolery!™

The Headmistress was speechless,

“The Remove has got ycu whacked!"”
went on Chambers tartly. “ Why the
dickens can't you admit 1t? Instead of

entering into these petty plots, why cuan't

vou do the honourable thinz, and tdmit
vourself beaten? Take my advice, Miss
‘Crumble, and get away from 8t. Frank's

while you've elill got a bit of self-respect
left ! lecall all the masters, and eclear
out these old gevsers! The Fifth and the
Sixth Traven't got enouch grit to make ob-
jections, but dthey’re just as sick of your
administration as the Remove 15! And
that's let you have it—whether you like it
cr not! And now I'm going to cel ovt!”

““ Stop!"” schouted Miss Trumble, her voice
quivering.  “‘ You shall not leave the school
now! 1 intend tc——" .

“ It doesn’t interest me what you intend
to do!" snapped Chambers. *‘‘I'm finizhed
—I'm absolutely throuvgh with the whule
business!”’

Miss Trumbie staggered again, and the
Fifth-fermers in the common-room felt that
they required a lot of air. They were
hardly prepared fcr Chambers’ move as he
turned upon them.
© *“ Aad as for you!' the roared. “ I'm dis-
gusted with the whole crowd of you! You're
nothing better than a set of teads and frogs
and earwigs! In fact, an earwig's got more
brains!"

“* Look liere, you idiot

“1I am looking there—and what do I see?”
jeered Chambers. “1I see a coilection of
duramies—brainless weaklings who haven't
oot enonch pluck to ficht a mouse! Imstead
of backing me up—instead of having enough
courace to staud up for your rights, you
stick there like a lot of half-melted jellies!
You make me sick! I feel ill when I lock
at vou! You can all go and boil yourselves
—and I hope you enjoy it!”

And Chambers, having unburdened
sclf i this unmistakable manner,
out with his nose high 1in thle fair.

He bruszhz;d past Miss Trumble. but made
an elaborate pretence of avoiding contact
with her. He was just turning the corner
of the passage when he locked back.

‘“I shan't come to St. Frank's again uniit
the master's are here!” lhe said defiantily.
“I'm goinz out to join the rebels now—and
if the Firth comes along, the Firth'll get
the hird!™

He gave a snert, and vanishied.

"

him-
strode

et
ST
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Like shadows in the night, the
raiders began their work. One by
one the bags and tins and packages
of food were carried out. And the
men had to be careful too, so that
they should rmake no sound. !

CHAPTER III

IN THE REBELS' STRONGHOLD
13 NOTHER week, at
{S fcast,”” said Regt-

nald Pitt.
““I3 there encugh
grub for that time?" asked

De Valerie,

“I'm talking about the

grub, you ss,"” said Reggie. * We can hold
out as easy as winking, And long hbefore
the week is up Miss Trumble will be on ber
knees. She can't last much fonger. We've
zob her down weak already.”

“By jove, I believe we have!" I declarel.
“ She's done mothing since vesterday, bur
I don't very well see wihiat she ean do. We'
a3 safe as houscs im Fort Resolute.”

Edward Oswald Handforth nodded.

“Think of it!" he said. ** Twenly nien--
rotters of the worst tyvpe—abtacking us in
the middle of a snowsform, and even then
they couldn't do the trick. Why, Miss
Trumble must know that we're fixed for
x00d.”

All the rebels were fu!' of confidence.

The Headmistress' efforls to get us oud

(R}
U

of our s¢tronghold hkad preved unavailing.



Even her trick of selling the property to

¥armer Holt had had no decisive result.
iolt had tried to get us out, but he had
met with failure. And it was a practical
certainty that he wouldn’t try again. His
hired men had met with such a defeat that
they wouldn’t dare to come ia second time.
The strength of our pdsition lay in the
splendid trench system which we had manu-
factured round Fort Resolute itself—or, to
he exact, round the barn. These trenches

were so well devised that we c¢ould hold
the position against any amount of
attackers.

And we were quite convinced that Miss
Trumble was weakening.

She simply could not allow the present
state of affairs to go on. Her helplessness
was becoming more manifest with every day
that passed. And we were simply waiting
for the victory that we knew was coming.

As Pitt had said, our food supply was
ample for another week. And even if this
gave out, it would be comparatively easy to
set a further stock. We might not_be able
to raid it from the school, but we had
money, and we could buy all we needed.

There was every reason why we should
feel optimistic.

The barring-out was becoming famous.
Every day we had people coming to look
at us. Quite large reports had igppeared in
the papers, and parties would come from
Bannington—on purpose to have a look at
us in our trenches.

Even hetter than that, press photographers
hilad appeared on the scene. We had heen
snapshotted on many oc¢casions, and the
photographs had been appearing in the
illustrated dailies. '

And all this strengthened our cause.

For publicity was just the very thing that
Miss Trumble wanted to avoid. Publicity
would bring about inquiry—and an inguiry
would mean that the whole affair would be
sifted to the bottom.

As soon as that happened, we should gain
the day.

For when the facts all came out, it would
be clearly proved that our cause was just,
and that we had acted under extreme pro-
vecation. Any court of inquiry would un-
doubtedly decree that all the blame for the
unfortunate affair attached to the Head-
mistress of St. Frank’s. r

That was why we felt so comfortable
about the whole business. Before long we
were expecting cinematograph photographers
on the scene. They were almost certain to
come,

It was evening mow, and tea was just
over.

The early March day was drawing to a
close. The sky was clear, but the weather
was very cold. A keen wind was blowing
over the meadows, which still showed miany
traces of the recent snow. It was freezing,
too, and the ground was pleasantly hard.

Only a comparatively few rebels were in
the trenches.

[

For, until darkness fell,
necessary for us all to be at our posts,

it was quite un-
We
and would
if any attack wuas

could see far in every direction,
know well in advance
contemplated.

There came a hail as ia figure was sighted
in the distance. And the Removites grinned
as this figure was recognised as that of
Cuthhert Chambers, of the Fifth.

‘“ This ought to be rather amusing!”
grinned De Valerie. ‘' Chambers thinks a
good bit of himself, and I shouldn’t bo
surprised if he's come to read us a lecture
on, the subject »f discipline.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”?

‘**1 don’t think that's likely,” I said, shak-
ing my head. * Chambers is with us, You
know—last night Le was ready to lead the
w-lmle Fifth out here, in support of us.”

’ * Thank goodness he didn't!” chuckled
itt.

““Well, it would have becn a bit of a job
to accomodate them,” I observed. ' At the
same dime, 1 udmire Chambers for his
strength of mind. He had the good sente
to forget his alleged dignity.”

I was rather curious as the Fifth-former
strode upy.

As socon as he got mnear, I could see well
enough that something out of the ordinary
had happened. Chambers was flushed, and
there was a war-like gleam in his eyes.

He dropped into one of the trenches,
I went along to meet him.

‘““ Well, Nipper, I've come to join you,”
said Chambers quietly. *“1 don’t waut to
npset any of your arrangements, but 1
intend to stay.”’

‘“*What !’ shouted the rebels.

“T've just had a few words with Mizs
Trumble,” explained Chambers, * I've told
her a few home truths, and then explained
to the Fifth what I thought cf them, I'm
sick of the whole crowd.”

“Good man!” I said heartily. “ We're
always ready to welcome rebels into the
fold. Any others coming?”

Chambers sniffed.

*“They haven’t got the pluek!” Tie said

and

tartly. * But let’s go along into the barn
—I'll tell you all about it. It's woitil
hearing.”

As soon as we arrived in Fort Resolute
Chambers proceeded to go into full details
reg'i.rdmg what had happened at the school.
He didn’t exaggerate much—the story didn’t
need any—but the juniors were very

| sceptical.

The yarn scunded tall.

Chambers explained what ke .had said fto
Mies Trumble, and he was rather amnnnoycd
when he found the Removites crinning. They
were openly inclined to douby him.

‘“You young sweeps!” snorted Chambers,
‘“* Don't you believe it?”

“ Well, some of it!”” said Bob Christine.
“ But it was a bit stiff l'o" you to talk 10
Mise Trumble like that— '

‘“ Didn't she deserve it?”

“ Rather !’ zaid D¢ Valerie. * Bu't we can
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hiardly. believe that you really told her all
that.”

“1 can believe it,”” I said. ¢ Chambers is
a bit of a S]JU{}fLI‘ but I ¢an swallow thic
story. Wheu he gets really go. n,rz,, he makes

ip for lost time! And I'm ]o!h glad to hear
that Miss Trumble had it straight from the
shoulder.”

““Good!" said Chambers. *“ I've come here
because I believe you kids are doing the
right thing. You can bet I wouldn't asso-
ciate my Helf with the cause unless I was in
favour of it!"

“We're honoured!” said Christine.

“Of course, that goes without saving!
agreed Chambers. *1I mean, it's some-

thing of an event whea a Fifth-Former comes |

and takes command of things.'

““When he does what? I asked politely.

“You kids have got to realise Liut. 1'm
doing you a pretty big favour,” said
Chambers calmly. *“I'm the only fellow in
the Fifth who's realised that you are worth
supportine. And now thar I've thrown in
my lot with you, 1 shall naturally expect to
take commund.”’

I chuckled.

“There’'s no harm in expecting, old son,"”
I grinned. * You're recovering! There are
s.gns of the old Chambers coming out. 1
mpcf_t it’s one resuit of the dwindling ex-
citement.”’

““What are you getting at, my lad?”
azked Chambers, frowning.
“Do you think you'll really take com-

mand of us?"”

“I don't think—it's a certainty,” said the
Fifth-Former,

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Chambes looked round, still frowning,

“1 don’ t balieve m this cackling," lle said
severely. “ If you've got any sense at all,
you'll realise that it's my place to take on
the l_endebhlp I'm older than you are, and

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Sorry, old man, but kindly allow me to
disilllusion  yonu, I said ;ze-nth “ We're
zlad to welcome you, and you're at liberty
to stay as long as yoeu please But please
remembor that this is our show, and we're
running it. When it comes to leadership,
I'm the commander-in-chief, and I'm not
relinauishing my command to you."

‘““ Hear, hear!"

‘““ Nipper's our leader!"’

“We wouldn't have a Fifth-Former as a

gift !"’
Chambers looked round, frankly surprised.
“ Well, you ungrateful young bounders!”’

hie snorted, “1If that's all the thanks 1
get, I'll clear out——"" He paused. ** No,
1 caa't very well do that,” he added. *“ I've
got to stick here now."”

I slapped him on the back.

“The fact is, that dignity of yours is
créeping back again!” I grinned. * Don't
let it, Chambers. We llke vou a lot hetter
without it. I can’t allow ycu to take com-

mand of things, but if you .like I'll appoint
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| you to

the post of Honorary Major of
Cadets.”’ :

Chambers beamed.

““ Well, of course, that makes a difference,”
he remarxed. ' What duties shall 1 have?”

“No actual duties,” T said blandly. *‘ But
you'll bee a major, md you'll he on the Re-
serve.  As 500N a3 you're required, you'll be
called LpDn

“Good ! “That'll do
all right (™

Honour was satisfied, and so were we. DBub
it would be a very long while before the

Remove called upon any Reszerve Majors.

— — —

said Chambers.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE NUTS ARE FED-UP.
ALPH LESLIFE TFULL-
WOOD grunted.
“It's all very well
living like this,”” he
remarked. ‘* At the same
tine, «a clnp gets rather
tired of I1t's always poes-

axhle to lmvc too much of a good thing, you
know.'

““ Well, it's better than sticking in the
school, and putting up with Miss Trumble's
rot!"" said Guliiver. ** Don't forget how she
chucked us out of our study. And things
are pretty easy here."”

“T'm not growkng,” said Bell.

Fullwond looked irritable.

“ Who's talkin® about growlin’?"" he de-
manded.  *“I'm simply sayin’ that life is
inclined to get monotonous. An' if you

want to know the absolute truth, I'm
rather fed-up with it."”

The Nuts of Study A were holding a little

confab in Dugout No. 4, which was situated

at  a junction of two communication-
trenches. They had the little cave-like place
cntirely to themselveq It was slightly later
in the evening, and Fullwood and (o. were
off duty.

“ What's the idea of bringin' us out here?'
asked Bell, after a few minutes. *“It's a
Int, better in the barn, with the oil-stoves.
t's Iolly cold out here, an’' there's a rotten
cuttin' wind."”

- "I brought yon out because T want to
tmvo a word in private,” replied Fullwcod.

N | suppose you haven't got such a thing
ns a cig,?" asked Gulliver.

Fullwood groaned.

“I'm dyin’ for one mysell ! he exclaimed,
"“That's one of the reasons I wanted to
talk to you., As I was a.nm. there's plenty
of fun in bein’' a rebe!, an' we get out of
the lessons jolly well. But when a chap
wants a quiet smoke, he’s dished!"

“Yes, we're pretty well tmﬂ up here,
ain't we?” remarked Bell. ~ We can't pop
out an’ buy anythin’. We're kept here all

the time, whether we like it or not. ['ve

been lonw:n for a game of cards, too.”
“0Or billiards?"" suggested Fullwood softly.
‘“ By gad, rather!” :

There was something

in Fullwood's tcne -



wiiich made his chums l()(ﬂ-. at him rather

-,n&rpl\
'The three nuts had been practically no
trouble. They had performed their duties

with the rest of the cadets, and had be-
haved so well generally that the other Re-
movites were beginning to have a bhetter
opinion of them.

“That's why I've brought you out hers
now,” said Fullwood. * We can’t smoke,
we can't have a game of cards, or anythin’.
An’ it struck me that we might be able to
sneak an opportunity.”

‘* How do you mean?” -

“Well, it’ll be easy,” said Fullwood,
lowering his voice. Look lere,
we shall all thFee he on duty in the same
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to-night |

wood. “ Well, we've got a two-hours’ gpell
until eleven. There's about one chance in =
thousand of any attack happenin’. In fact,
it's so remote that we can look upon it as
an lmposubzhty -

‘* But—-"’

“ Wait until I’ve finished,’” murmured Full-
wood., ** As 1 say, we shall be at the end
of the salient, and we can do practically ae
we like for two hours, without a soul being
the wiser. How would you {fellows like &
little game of billiards?”

“ Billiards?”’ repeated Bell, staring.

** Exactly!”

** But, you silly agg——"?

*“ All we've got to do is to slip off down
the towing-path, an’ we shall be on the road

N - - - r =
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trenci. It's a front line trench at t{he | in three minutes,” said Fullwood. ** We ghall

rear, not very far from the river. It's one | have a sharp walk to Bapnington, an’ get

of the qunetest spots of the whole defence
system.”’

““I expect that’s wny we're put there,”
growled Bell. ¢ I've got an idea that
Nipper doesn’t trust us very much.”

‘““Oh, rot!” said Fullwood. ‘' One part of
the trench is just as important as angther.
I was just sayin’ that we shall be fairly
close together to-nigcht—rigcht at the end of
the river salient. There’ill be nobody else
near by, an’ everythin’ will be as quiet as
the grave.”

** But what’s your wheeze?” aegked Gul-
liver, with interest.

“ We shall go on duty at nine,” said Full-

there about half-past nine. We can have
an hour cof billiards in the Wheatsheaf—cigs,
all tiie way there an’ back—an' arrive homae
just, before eleven. How's that?”

His chuins were startled.

** But—but we shall desert our posts!”
claimed Gulliver blankly

* Of course!”’

“ You reckless ass!” said Bell. *“ Weo
can’t do that! We're supposed to hold that
part of the line—to be on the watch, in
case the enemy come. We can’'t slip off
like that!”

“ Oh, you make me sick!” snapped Full-
wood irritably. * You're both longin’ for

cX-
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a smoke, an’ you'd both love a game of bil
liards. But as soon as | suggest a good
way, you start objectin’.”

“* O, don’t be silly!" growled Gulliver.
¢ We'd like it just the same as you would.
But would it be safe?”

** Safe as houses!”

“Supposin® old Holt makes an attack——"

“ That's about as likely as an carth-
quake!” interrupted Fullwood. “ That last
affair was cnough for him. Holt wen't take
any more risks, believe me. Of course, 1
wouldn't care twopence, only Nipper an’
his crowd might get seared. If they" dis-
covered that we were away from our posts,
there’d be a row. DBut we shall be eufe.”

““ Oh, well, I'm game,” said Bell.

““ Same  here.” agreed Gulliver. ¢ We
couldn’t do it before because we haven't
been on duty at the right time. But, 1

say. Supposin’ Nipper or Pitt comes round
on #n inspection tour?'

“We've got to risk that, of conrse.” =aid
TFullwood. ** It would be rather queer if
they did. We've been on duty plenty of
times, an’ nobody’s come roumd. Anyway,
I think it's worth the risk!” =

“By gad, so do [!” declared Gulliver.
“Now 1 come to think of it, there’s no
reason why we shouldn’t have a hit of en-
Joyment. I'm with you, Fully. Are you
sure we're on duty at nine?”

* Certain!™

“Good cnough! We'll slip away as :oon
as we capn after the hour strikes,” =aid
Bell, “ That’s a bet!”

And the three Nuts, having come to thie
traitorous decision, strolled back with quite
easy conscienees, It did not seem to strike
them that they were planning to desert their
posts when they were most badly wanted,
It did not occur to them that if the river
galient was left unguarded, the enemy would
he able to slip quietly into the trenches with-
out anybody else knowing. The Nuts of the
Remove were quite easy in minid.

And they waited anxiously for nine o'clock
to arrive,

CHAPTER V.
THEIR P'OSTS—AND TUE RESULT!

INE o'clock boomed onut
slowly uand =solejmnly
from the old clock
tower of St. Frank’s,

DESERTING

and the sound came quiver-
img across the meadows to

- Fort INesolute. "And there were
immediate signs of activity.

For nine o'cleek was the time for changing
the gunard, so to specak. A good many fel-
lows came off duty in order to go to bed.
Others were booked to take their places—
until eleven. The whole system was well
worked out, and always went smoothly.

Reginald Pitt and I and DBob Christine
stood just outside the barn, giving instrue-
tions as to where the various cadets should

go. For, during the day, 1 always mapped |

—-—

uu? the dificrent poz‘tions for the different
feilows,

[ had particularly entrusted Fullwood and
Co. with the quiet riverside section because
there was very little prospect of an attack
{from that side. The ground just Lexond the
outer trench was completely flooded. Any
approach front that side would be both dif-
ficult and risky.

The flcoded ground was covered with a
thin film of 11ce. Any possible attackers
treading on this ice would give instant warn-
ing of thei® approach. So it was practically
certain that nobody would come along from
that quarter. So the trench could be en-
tiusted to the Nuts of Study A.

It was about ten past nine when Fullwoodl
amd Gulliver and Bell found themselves in
their positions. 1t was accordingly dark,
and it was only with great difficulty that
one could see for a dozen yards. In spite of
the frost, and the clear sky, there was a
bit of a ground mist. It clung close to the
meadows, making visibility very bad. )

Grulliver and Bell crept up to their leader
after a few moments. For, of course, the'r
pnsiltinm were separated by a good many
vards,

“ Well, is it all right?” whispered Bell.

" Yes—and we shall have to hurry!” said
Fullwood. * It's mnearly a quarter past
already, an’ if we're not careful we sha'n't
get there till ten. It'Il hardly be worth
goin’,"” :

“ Oh, come on!”’ gaid Gulliver, climbing up
the side of the trench.

“* Not that way, vou fool!" snapped Full-
wood. ** We've got to go right to the end.
and then slip out and make a bee-line for the
willow-trees. It’s a bit longer round, but
we shall ezcape all that thin ice. W2 don’t
want to make a row, an’ rouse everybody.”

Fullwond had taken a good look at the
position by daylight, and he knew exactly
where to go. The next fellow on duty near
the salient was Armstrong. But, by listen-
ing carefully, Fullwcod found that Armstrong
had gone further along, and was having a
c¢hat with Church. So the three Nuts were
able to slip out in the darkness without
any fear of heing detected.

After worming their way along for ten or
twenty vards, they rose to their feet, and
ran alcne towards the towing path., There
was no fear now. The mist completely con-
cealed their movements.

But Fullwood and Co. were not aware of
the faet that a pair of sharp eyes was on
them. Standing just against one of the
willow trees, and quite hidden, was a man.
{e had heen there ever since darkness had
fallen—on the wateh. He was very startled
when he saw the three juniors leaving their
1r:u:mt-:a of duty. And he was inwardly pleased,
00.

He waited until the Nuts had set off along
the towing path, and then he hastened away.

He went in the opposite direction, and
after going several hundred yards, he came
upon a tiny tent, which was pitehed behind -

o S e
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a <lump of trees—and hidden from
Resclute by an intervening hill,

The-man went up to the tent, and another
man immediately Tose to his feet in the
interior. The glow of his pipe c¢ould be =een
in the darkness.

“ Who's that?” came a sharp voice.

““ All right,.sir—only me!” exclaimed the
watcher. ‘“1've got something ta report,
Mr. Holt. It may be important.”

Farmer Holt came out of the tent, and
knocked his pipe out. :

‘““ Well, Jellson, what is it7” he asked.

“1 was standin’ hy them trees on ihe
watch, sir—just as you told me!” exclaimed
the man. *‘* An’ not more than five minutes
ago three o' the young gents come out an
slipped off down the towin’ path. BSeems to
me as Lhou"h they was desertin’ their
posts.”’

And Jellson e\pia:ned
detail.

Farmer Holt listened with particular in-
iterest, and nis eyes were gleaming by the
time the man had finished his report.

* Well, darn my skin!” exclaimed lHolt,
taking. a deep breath. “ We wanted a bit

the eituation in

of luck to-night, but I never hoped for any
as good as tlna Jellscn.  So that part of
ite trench is ]eft without. any o' them
young rips lookin® after it? Why, that's
just wlrat we want.”

“So I was a thinkin', -sir,”" =aid Jellson.

T farmer mnbulered for 4 moment.
iley may not he awayv for long,”’ he
said at length. ** Not more than an hour,
anyway. So we can’t waste no time. You'd
hest get straight back, creep up to that
trench, an’ drop in it. Have a good look
round, and then <¢onre back to me an’
report.”
*“* What if them young gents
sir?" asked Jellson doubtfully.

**You've got to do ae you're ordered. my
lacd so don’t you get arguin',”’ snapped Holt.
““You ain’t afraid of a few kids, 1 suppose?
by thunder! A man who went through the
war, jibbin’
at soldiers! Get off, an’ don't waste no
time! And remembher that ice on the lower
part o' the meadow. If you get crackin’
that, 1t’ll make a fearful noise.”

Jellson grinned, and went off. And very
shortly afterwards he proved that tie knew
quite a good deal about night raiding ex.
peditions. He had had plenty of experience
on the Western Front, years earlier, and he
kad not forgotten the lessons he had learned,

At any rate, he was back within twenty
minutes. And his report made Farmer Holt
even more satisfled than before. For Jellson
declared that the salient was absolutely de-
serted, and that there were only three other
hovs cn duty between that 5e¢.taon and the
barn.

“This 18 gyl > @ews!” said Hu]t. keenly.
“T've got my men ready, an’ we won't mess
ahout with talkin. You'll come with us,
‘Jeilson, aa’ Joed the way., By glory!

grab me,

at a pack o' schoolhoys playin®

We'll |

make them youunug rips understand we ain’t
to be trifled with!”

Farmer Holt seemed to overlook the fact
that but for Fullwood and Co’s neglect of
duty, he would never have had the chance
to get within the defences. If those three
juniors had remained on the alert, it would
have been absotutely Impossible for any
enemy scouts to get near.

As it wasg, the way was left open.

And Farmer Holt crept up to the exposzed
trench, accompanied by a dozen men. Ob-
viously, they had some special game on hand
—asomething particularly planned and care-
fully th’mmht out.

One by one the men foilowed Jellson. In
single file, they went wacross the meadow
in the mist. They made no sounds, anil
they dropped into the deserted section of
the trench like fr0 many shadows. By the
time they were all down, there was no sign
that they had come on the scene.

They crept along stealthily and grimly.

And after a little while the fcremost
raiders caught sight of a figure stamping
up and down a certain portion of the trench,
This figure was Armstrong—on duty, and
keeping himself warm. Now and again,
Armstrong would pause, and look out into
the mist.

Thiz night duty was the part of the
barring-out which the fellows did not like
It was lonely, chilly work. But ncbody had
grumbled yet. It had to be done, and so
what was the good of growling? -

Armstrong was just turning, when he sud-
denly ‘heard a tiny sound behind him. He
thought that a pebble might have dropped.
Then—at that very moment, a pair of hands
were ¢lapped over his mouth.

“ Grug—gug—gugh!”’  gurgled
helplessly.

He was pulled over before he could give
any outery. Other hands seized him by the
legs. And, quick as thought, he was dragged
back 'llonf_' the trench. ’i gscarf was tied
round his mouth, and ropes were passed
round his ankles and wrists,

A few moments later Church met with a
similar fate. He was taken to the spot
where Armstrong was lying, and only seven
minutes had elapsed when Smgleton joined
them.

In every case, the raiders had succeeded
in ¢capturing the juniors without the slightest
sound having been made, All the other
rebels on duty had not the faintest inkling

Armstirong

of what was going on,

1t will be understoaod that the outer trench
system completely encircled the Fort. Nearer
the Fort lay some more trenches, with
cunningly devised communication trenches In
hetween.

All the rebels on duty were in the first
line trench—so that they could be on tlie
alert in the event of any surprise attack.
If everything™ was quiet, no alarm would he
given, and the whole ¢camp would be quiet
until eleven o'clock. At that hour other
fellows would come c¢n duty,
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But. until eleven o'clock, the communi-
cation trenches would be deserted. Accord-
inaly, it will be seen that these raiders, once
inside, had an absolutely clear field.

Fullwood and Co. were absent of their own
accord, and this had enabled Holt and his
menr to break through the defence. The
.cother three juniors had been <captured
because the enemy had come upon them in
absolute silence.

And now this whole section was open and
exposed. A hundred men could have come
into the trenches without the
rebels being aware of it.

But only Holt and his
came,

This seemed to indicate that no actual
fichting was intended. And it was socon
proved that this was really the caze. Like
chadows, the men crept towards the barn—
which lay in darkness and silence,

The reason for this was clear.

The juniors off duty were asleep—except
for one sentry who remained awake in the
loft. Immediately in front of the barn the
mist seemed to be thicker than anywhere
else, ;

Once again, the weather conditions were
helping the enemy.

Jellson was the first man to get into the
barn. He only opened the door a few inches.
After that, he edged it wider and wider.
And. as he had anticipated, the lower part
of the harn was empty. There was no reason
why any fellows should be here.

A small oil stove was burning in one
corner. There was a big boiller on the top
of it, and the barn was filled with a pleasant
odour of cooking. As a matter of fact,
Fatty Little had left a gammon of bacon
in that Dboiler, and it was cooking during
the night.

And the insignificant light from the stove
was quite sufficient to show the men all they
needed. Silence was necessary. For there
were juniors upstairs, and several of them
micght be awake.

It mus{ be confessed that Holl's men were
smart.

And the object of their raid was mow
apparent. ‘They went straight to the food
corner. - Here all the grub supplies were
kept. Holt had known well cnough that he
would find all the food in the barn.

There was nowhere else where
be kept. .

It lay there, in a corner. There were
tins of sardines, salmon, bags of flour, oat-
meal, tins of biscuits, and a hundred and
one other articles of diet. We had practically
emptied the school storerooms ‘in order to
obtain our =upply. Hanging frcm a nail
were two sides of bacon, and 4 c¢ut portion
of another, And over half a e¢asg of eggs
was lying against the wall.

“ Like shadows in the mighi, the raiders
began their work. ‘

One by one, the bags and tins aad packages
of food were carried out. And the men had

handful of men

it could

rest of the.
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And in a few moments we were
rewarded, for | caught sight of a

It was the bowl
And now |

faint little glow.
of a smoker’s pipe.
could distinguish the man himself.

to he carefu!, teo, so that they should make
no sound. ‘There were a dozen raiders.

And when a dezen men start on a joh
of that kind, they do not take very lone
to accomplish it. The parcels were passed
from hand to hand. They were all dumped
just at the rear of the barn. Not a single
morsel was left. Even the eggs were taken
—and even the gammon of baccn was taken
ouf of the boiler. The only sign of food
left in the barn was the smell.

And then the raiders vanished.

They did not carry the food away with
them. This was quite out of the question.
But, only a few yards away, lay a deep
ditch. The bottom cf it was choked with
thick mud, and it was protected by an over-
hanging bank that the frost had not reached.

One by one the packages were dropped
into the ditch. They all vanished from sizht
with a soft gurgling sound.. And, in a very
short time, the rebels’ precious food supply
had vanished from sigiit for ever.

This was a kind of bog, and it would
never be possible to get the food up. Even
if such a thing could have been done, only
the tinned stuff would have been eatable.

Farmer Holt was chuckling to himgelf with
keen delight.

He had performed tlie very manceuvre
that he had planned. Earlier in the even-
ing he had hardly thought it possible that
he would be rewarded with such sueccess.
But now the thineg was done.

And. in the same silent fashion, the men
vanished. They crept along the communi-
cation trenches, reached the outer defence
line, and then completely disappeared in
the mist.

The time was now just half-pazt ten.

And the next twenty minutes slipped by
in gilence. No sign came from any of the
trenches. The rebel encampment was in a
state of peace. At just five minutes to eleven.



there came a slight sound at the corper
of the river salient. Aud threec figures

loomed up. _

They were the figures of the returning
truants.

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell dropped
into the trench, and then they stood listen-
ing for a few moments,

“* There you are—what did I teil you?”
breathed Fullwood. ** We've done it cont-
fortably.”

“Only just in time,
Bell.

“That doesn’t matter—we're back,” said
1?'ulllw.m\c:uj “ We've had a good time, and
we’ve got a supply of cigs. “The camp’s 4as
auiet as vou like, :urul nobody will ever know
thiat we went away.

But little did the Nuts kinow of tlie Jdisaster
they had brought about!

hough,” whispered

CHAPTER VL
THE INQUIRY.

URIOUSLY enough, no-
‘ body noticed that

Armstrong and Church

and  Singleton were

missine when the gunrcl was
chanrzed at eleven o'clock.

This was not very astound-

For the three fresh juniors

pre-

after all.

ing,
who took up their positions naturally
sumed that the other three had already left

them-— that they had, in fact, hurried off to
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the barn at the stroke of eleven, and before
they were actually relieved.

And so, by this little piece of chance the
camp still remained in ignorance of the
tragedy. The food corner in the barn was
£0 dark that nobody noticed that it was

[ empty.

In fact, the Lirst fellow to make any dis-
covery was Fatty Little.

Dawn arrived, and Fatty got up carly. He
always went to bhed in good time, so that
he could get up in order to attend to the
fcod problems. Fatty was exempt from the
ordinary cadet, duties.

He came down the ladder just as it was
getting licht, extremeiy Inmgry, and with
thoughts of boiled gammon in his mind. He
was busily making plans jor breakfast, too.

He had decided that he would have a big
bateh of boiled potatoes. And he had to
make some bread, too. And, with a mind
iull of every kind of food. he went to a big
steamer, and raised the lid.

“Jt ought to bLe done beautifully by
now!” he murmured. “ Great bloaters! It'll
hlﬂ ~!mply ripping for brekker—— Why, what
the——-

F. ittv hroke off, gaping.

He stared into tne boiler.

There was nothing in it except water! The
gammon _had entirel}r disappeared. And a
great wrath surged ud in Fatty’'s breast. He
alared round him with eyes that fully ex-
preszed his feelings,

‘““ Some greedy bounder has pinched the
bacon!"” he snorted. * Great pancakes! I'll
jolly well find out who did it!"”

‘““ Talking to me?” asked Handforth, as le
came down the ladder. ** Yow! Jolly cold
this morning! That's what I don’t like

about this camp life. It means getting

so jolly early!”
*“Blow getting

““What about my bacon?

boiling it for breakfast—"’

Again he broke off, and this time he nearly
fainted. For he had turned round towards
the food corner, with the instinctive feeling
that he would have to provide something else -
for the early morning meal,

And Fatty Little's eyes goagled,

The food corner was empty!

Fatty stared acain, gasped, and uttered
4 choking ery. Then the truth dawned upon
him with terrible force. He let out a bellow

up

up!”  shiouted Fatty.
It's gone! I was

which cauged Handforth to give a clear
jumn,

“You—you hlithering  ass!”  enapped
Handy. ** What's the idea of making that

terrific din%"”’
‘““ Look!” howled Fatty. *‘ JLook!™
He pointed wildly to the corner.
‘“ Are you going dotty?"” enorted Handg
‘““ There's nothing to see there!”™
“It’s gone!” moaned Fatty.
““ What's gone? I'm blessed if I can—"

“The food—the grub!” hooted Fatty.
* Can’t you sce? All our stores have gone!
Sgmebody must have shifted them in the
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nighi! Even the gammon was taken cut of
the bhoiler!”

Handf{orth, who was hungry, stared at the
food corner, and then got excited. IHe
rushed about like mad, with atty accon-
panying him. They searched high and low.
They even went outside, and made a com-

plete circuit of the harn. But the food had
vaanished as mysteriously ag a mist
And  while the the juniors were
desperately looking about, I came in from
the trenches, ,wcmnpm'ed by Toammy Wat-
son- and Reggie Pitt. We we:e hoping that
Fatty would soon have some food ready.

“ Well, the night’s passed quietly—anid

tirat's one relief,”” I was sayingz. *“*1 don't
think we shall have an attack in the day-
time—— Hallo! Whatl's the matter with
Fatty?"

‘“1 expect he's lost a ccuple of hiseuits ! |

chuckled Pitt.

We came up. and Fatey turned to us.

“The grub!”" he said faintly. - 1It's
gone !”

““* We can’t eat grub,
said Tommy Watson.
left in the stores 4

““ The stores have gone!" roared Handferth
violently. ‘L\rcrxthmz*-eveu the flour and
thie eggs and the bacon! There's not a
crumb leit! The grub's vanished!”

I was rather startlml at first, but after a
few minutes I became intensely grave. For
a hrief examination was sulficient to show
me  that the food had indeed disappeared
from the barn. It could be nowhere else.
Not any of the cadets would play a prac-
tical joke with the food. Besides, it
couldn’'t have been stored in any other spot.

“ What does it mean?"” asked Pitt blankly.

“I don't exactly know!" I replied. setting
my teeth., “ But one thing's certain—we've
been raided during the night!”

- Raided !”

** Of course, we have!" I exclaimed grimly,
“1 don't pretend to know how theyv zot In
—but they did get in! The enemy has done
this, my sons! Without us knowing any-
thing about it, they got through the de-
fences, and took our food away. This is
the bizgest blow we've ever had!™

Other cadets were coming in now, and the
news soon  spread. And  consternation
reigned in the camp. Fatty little was raving
up and down, nearly off his head with worry,

“* There's gnt to be an inquiry at once!" |
declared. If all the fellows were pro-
perly on duty during the night the enemy

and keep it as well !
‘*“* But there's plenty

could never have got throuah. That's ab-
solutely certain. It's as clear as anvthing
that somebody must have deserted their
posts.”

“Or else goue to sleep,” suczested some-
hody.

**That’s hardly Lkely,” T said. * The
chaps wouldn’t go to sleep in this cold

weather.
tion—""

* I say!" shouted De Valerie, running up.
$ Three of the chaps are missing! I've just

I mean to make a full investiga-

st Il

L said Watson furiously.

~
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been maxing inguires, and there's no sign
of Singzleton or Church or Armstrong!

“ Possibly that accounts for it,” 1 said,
“ There must be a search at once If the
three chaps aren’t in the camp, we shall
have to assume that they've been captured
and taken away.”

*“ Oh, my goodness!”

The search was a brisk one—and quickly
over. For the three missing juniors were
discovered in one of the dugouts. There was
a big sensation as they were hauled put.
For t,hey were all bound up, and they had
thick scarves round their faces.

As soon as they were released, I told them
to march up and down for a bit before ex-
plaining anything., TFor fhey were stiti with
cold. But Armstrong wanted to speak at
once, :

“*We were collated by the enemy!” he
ocasped. * llours and hours age! We've
been in that dugout all night. Do you mean
to say that you idiots dldn t know about it?"

“ There was no alarm, and we couldn't
know about it,”" I retorted. “ I want to
know how the enemy got into the trench.’

““ That's what I'd like to know, too!"' ex-
claimed Armatrong.
And, with a good bit of detail, Le de.

secribed exactly what had happened. Church
and Singleton had a similar story to teil
The three unfortunate juniors were in A4

rather bad way. Chilled through and
thrcyegh, they were probably in for severe
colds. I told them to pet to bed at once.

But they would not agree.

“We've got to see this thing through
first!” said Armstrong.
“ 8o you ought!” declared TMubbard.

“ We've got no grub—and it's your fault.
What's the good of leaving chaps like yon
on guard—-""
*“QOur fault?”
dignantly.
** Dry up, you chaps!
this!" I broke in.

interrupted Armstrong in-
Let me attend to
“I'm not blaming you,
Armstrong, or the other fellows either. [
think 1 can rely on all of you to tell tha
absolute truth. Did you go away from your
I}D t"i‘lb

‘** Not for a minute!”
unison.

““ How did these men spring on you?”

*“They came along the trenches!"” replied
Armstrong. ‘1 hadn't got any idea of any
trouble. And all of a sudden these men
appeared from the direction of the salient
trench. They crept up——"

‘““Hold on!" I interrupted
weni' actually in the trench?’

“ And they came from the salient¢”

“0Of course they did!”

““ Who was guarding the salient between
nine and eleven?’”’ demanded Yitt.

** Fullwood and Gulliver and Beil,"”
plied grimly.

There were many exclamations,

“I'll bet thosze cads deserted their Imqt.s"’
““ They never ought

they exclaimed, in

“These men

I re-
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to Lave been allowed {o be on guard——-"

“They bad to do their share. just the
vame as anybody else,”” 1 broke in sharply.
"I put them in that position beecause it was
the least likely oue to be approached. Where
are theyt?

" I'u:et;_zir-s in the loft—azleep.”
" A H 'i'.., it—oring them down!”” I c¢rdered.
il 0 .um :nd}' can  throw light on  this

mwberv Fullwood and Co. can. We're going to
ved to the bottom of it &s soon as we can.,
Let’s have thlie three down !’
And a dozen fellows ruashed
Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell.

ol {9 rouse

Those three youths were peacefnily sleep-
a ab the time, and had jittle ilea of the
fate which was in store for tihein, They nad
reglected their duty. And now they were
goilig to be placed on the earpet,

Matters did nov look pleasong for the Nits

vy Ntudy A,

CHAPRPTER V11,

INE COURT-MARTIAL.
ULLIVER shivered us H_{:
cot  dressed—amdl it

was not altogether on
account of tlie cold.

He was looking pale, too, ana
Bell  was  also very shaky.
Oniy Fullwood reinained nor-
mal. ,
1 know somethine would come out!" mut-
tered Gutliver. 1t was o dotty idea—--"
““Don’t talk, you fool!” said Fullwood.
“RBome of the other c¢haps'll hear you!
Leave alt the jawin® to me. | know whal
o do, an’ I'm quitc ready to aunswer any

gitestions.”’

‘As soon as they were dressed they went
eown thie ladder, and found a kind of court-
martial all ready in the lower part of the
harn, Othwer rebels had been posted outside,
e order to keep striect watceh,

I wias looking very grim, and T gave Fail-
wond and Co. @ keen glantee as they were
brought in front of me. 1 could not very
well detect any uneasiness about Fullwood—
fher wsually manaced to conceal hiis emotions

very  well, But Gulliver and  Bell  were
plainiy uncomtortahle,

“ What's  the game?” asged  Fullwood
co0ily,

“* Ratders entered the camp darinzg  the

night, and stole cur food =upply!” T replied.

“They took everything, We haven't heew
lefth withh & erumb,  It's very seriops.”’
“All the grub gone!’ puttered  Bell
tlannly,
* What's it vot to do with us®"’ dsked
Faliwood, ** We weren’t the only feliows on

AN SWE
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daty, I
why you should drop on us—"

“*1 haven’t dropped on you,” 1 broke in,
““1 should Like to remind you th.lt 1 amm the
commander-in-chiief of this force, uand it isn'g
your duty to question any of my actions.”

b 'T'ais

RS
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suppose? D' hanged if 1 cun see

“Sorry!” said Fullwood tartly. * Well,
my lordy”

* Certain facts have come to light which
indicate that the raiders entered our defence
system by means of the river salient!” I exe
claimed., *' Thuat ]htlt of the line was held by
you three fellows.

“The epemy came along from the salient !
exclaimed Armstrong.  * Why didn’t you sce
them, Fuollwood? They came down your
treneh—-—="

* Sorry, Armstrong, but 1'd rather do the
questioning, if you don’t mind,” [ exdlainied,
‘* Now, Fullwood, we'll take you first.”

“That's very kind of you,” said Fuliwood,
yawning

“I'm not going to sugeest that you are {o
blame in any way,” I went on. *“ Until a
telio.v is proved guilty, I den't accuse him,
court-martial is simply being held to
the facts. It's really a kind of in-
Were you cn duty at your post he-
hours of nine o'clock and cleven

obtain
(uiry,
tween the
o'elock?"?

“Of course I was.”

“Did you see any suspicious
staitees?”’” 1 asked. Did you notice
[lzures creeping along ”

" What's the good of askin' fool questions
of that sort?” interrvpted Fullwoed. “If
I had seen figures movin' aleng, I shonld
nave given the alarm. My section of the line
was quiet all the time 1 was on duty.”

" !:id”you leave your post at ally”

(] ')

“Not even for five or ten, minutes?"

“I didu't leave it for a second!" replied
F'ullwood deiliberately. * And I didn’t go to
sleep, either. When I'm on duty, 1 do the
job properly. An' I don't like these insinua-
tiong——"’

“ You—you rotter!” snorted
1 jolly well believe-—="

“ Don’t interrupt, Handy! This is serious!”?

circumes
any

Handforth,

I said curtiy. **1'm not insinuating any-
thing, FFullwood. You have definitely stated

that you didn’t leave your post for a single
minute. You can stand aside for a little
while. Gulliver., I want to question you.”
Gulliver stood before me, looking shaky.
**1 think wyou held the position next to
Fullwood—about ten or twenty yards awayi(”
I asked.
‘* Yes, that's it,”” said Gulliver.

“Did you Jeave your post at all
during——"

“No, of course not!” broke in Gualliver,
with unnecessary haste, “ That's a bit

thick, vou know! 1 didn’t move once! 1
remained at my post the whole two llour.ﬁ."
“ Didin’t voun have a word or two with

Mellwooid or your next sentry?”

‘“* Not a word!” said Gulliver.
(Cenlinuved on page 135.)
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A splendid story of MERVYN
HUME, the wonder news-
paper sleuth, and his adven-
tures with an unscrupulous

rival.
By . L L]
L]
S. Rossiter Shepherd
HE atmosphere in the editorial sanctim ) Shew me semething  exelusive that you
of the * Daily Echo” was a trifie | brought in. You can’t.”
more ‘hectic than usual.,  Standing The shitty eyes of the crime reporter
before an expensive mahogany desk on | blinked.
which the thumped nis fist rrom time to “How can I compete with Hume,” lie

time, the editor of that journal gilared at
the man hefore him,

“ What do yeu call yourself, Porkinson?"
e demanded sngrily. ** A erime reporter? A
journalist? A live wire? Bozh! Rubhbish!”

He turned and pointed throungh the window
to the imposing offices of the - Daily Wire,”
the creat rival paper on the opposite side
of the road.

“* That rag over there,” he wont on,
¢ they've got a man who is a erime reporter.
A real one, too, Mervyn Home, That's the
man. ¥Ever heard of him?"

“ Heard of liim!" retorted the erime man
of the * Echo’ stung by his chiferf’s sarcasm,
“1'm tired and fed up with having thal
feltow's name ¢hucked at me day ana night,
flume. Hume, Hume! That's all T hear in

asked, ** wiien his paper allows him to spend
as much money as he like;. Money is the
secret of his success and nothing else.”

The voice of Marlinson, the editor of the
“Echio V' tosk on a quieter note.

“It's not a question of money."” he said,
“but  brains and energy—<chiefly hrains.
Hume ¢an co cut on a2 mystery and show
even tue police themsa2lves how to unravel
it. That man e¢an get to the hottom of
anyvtiing, and that's how he gets his stories,

** He investicates them for himself. He
doesn’t wait for the palice to come to some
conelusion and then go down to {ue Press
Burcan at Scotiland Yard with every other
crime man in Pleet Street for what thevy
choose to aive him, He finds out for himself.

“DBut i vou taink it s a question of

this place, Hume 15 confoundedly fveky,  Dat neney, Porkinson, and that you =re not

still, there are plenty cf pointe I can give | allowed enough, we ean s=oon alter that.

him——"' You ¢sn spend exactly waat you like provid-
“In playing marbles,” put in the idrate | ing yon deliver the zoods.”

editor of the * Echio " unkindly. * But vou've
ot noshing on him when it ¢comes to vetting
erime stories. Have a look throuch last
month's files and find a decent crime tory
that wasn't parct!y Jirted from the ¢ Wire .

| one

Mr. Marlinson paused and bhreathed hard
throueh his nose.

““ Do what you like, only ifor heaven's sake
deliver the zoods, Bring in somethine ano
elve ha: got—cespeciclys eomething the




'Wire ' hasn't got. T tell you they ave
beating us all along the line. But it's rot

to stop.
v 1 want to make myself quite «<lear. 1
vou iion‘t eet a4 move on and rive Hume and

the ' Wire® a rum for their money you cet
fired. See? You get the bullet from this
office and out yvou £o. So now yYou Khow

how things stand.”

And with that Mr. Marlineon dismisscd
the discomforted crime reporter and scttled
down at his desk to devise some mems ol
reviving the drooping circulation of his papor.

Certainly Mr. Marlingon had somcthing to
be annoyed ahout. Day after day, week
after week, the ** Wire” had beaten them
holiow. Scoop had Tfoilowed scoop with
almost monotonous regularity. And  the
exploite of Mervyn Hume, the great nows.
paper sleuth, as well as the stories he oi-

tained formed one of the main topies of
the day. = _
- This was bad enough for the * Zelhio
from an advertisement point of view: bhut

what made it worze was the fact that tue
circulation of that journal had, in the past,
heen built up largely on its crime stories,
And the ** Echo's”™ readers, weck after
week, since the advent of lume on the

““ Wire ” had been gradually deserting the
former paper for the latter.

[t was a position not c<heerful to con-
template,

But if Mr. Marlinzon felt satisfied with

the decision he had come to, Elias Purkma-un,
the crime investigator of - the * Echio* did
not. IIe left his chicf and made straight
for thie reporter’s room in no plettmmt frame
of mind.
Like most ipefficient workers he hlamed
ather peaple for the trouble he had brought
upon himself. He bitterly cursed the namce
of Hume. and reszolved to make him sit up
at some futiure time. In the meantime,

however, e had hig own pesition to consiier,
Ile bad got to get a scoop within the

veelk. But how, with Mervyn Hume acyess
ihie road, who sconted out even the smallert
story in a manner which more resembled «
bicodhound than a human beipg?

If only he could stumble across some ex
clusive story, some eurious crime, or if he
could conly get to the hottom of come of the
mysteries which even at that monient were
puzzling the police, he would have dene some.
thing to save his reputation.

But Elias Porkinson knew
comings bettor than anyone
that te was incompetent
miracle nctlding  ithke thag
happen.

Porkinson’s min:dd worked furicuzly. He now
had a free hand and could spend as much
of his paper’'s mouey as he lised. And if
he <¢ould not get results by fair means he
resolved to get them by foul.

He had several schemes in mind, each one
a little more desperate than the others. Ie
deeided to- try out the first one: so leaving
the oflices of the ‘' Echo ' he made his way
across Fleet Ftrecet and entered

his own short-
else. He Kknew
and, barriig a
could possibly

the wide, )

plate
Here hie sent up his ce

doors of the opposition paper,
rd with a request to

ll]u >
F e l"i::"s

see Mcervyn Hume.

In the ordinory course of things Hume dia
not sce  visitors without an sppointment.
But becanse the present visilor was o
calleasue he sent dowil a message requesting
him to he shown up.

Some minutes later Porkinsen entered the
reom,  and  grecling  him brietly, Hume
indicated a  chair.  He was more than
puzzled tor the reason of the vigit., He was
net on very intimate terms with the * Echo ™
man for whom he had siways entertained
nodiclike, and Tor another thing, no matter
How  friendly evime journalists may bhe in
tie ordinary way, it is rarely they vicit
cach other's oflices, it is not diplomacy.

His visitor scated, llnmv turned tn bim to
lcarn tire reason of bis vall, But the ** Feho ™
wan did not renly at onee. Instead, he sat
amd  hiinked as theough he did not quite
Know how to start.

Eventually, as though summioning courace,
e leaned forward in o coutidential attituae,
and lowering his voice caid: * You're m
Fleet Street to get a living like the rest ot
us, aren't you, Hume?"

Hume looked puzzied.

“"To a certain extent,” he said. making
no  eficrt to disguise s astopishnient,
" Although 1 am not dependent on what
earn on the ' Wire 'V

““"Weil, 1 have cone to you with a business
nrcposition,”  hblurted out Porkinsen, 1
waunt to buy a story of you, a real decent
crime yvarn. But it must be Humettnrw CONa
and excluzive. And for that I am w iliing to
pay fifty p: aunds—="

“But 1 am l.urlv" contract to supply an
my stories to the " Wire,” " protested Hume
colouring aY this amazing reauest. ‘Do I
understand youn are offering me fifty pounds
a3 a bhribe in ¢onsideration of ziving you one
of my stories instead of the * Wire *¢7

“You needn’t put it =o ¢rudely,” mumhicd
Porkinson, his shifty cyes blinkting. * Busi-
ness is b 1"'m,~-, you Know, anri I have ¢oma
to you with a businiess offer.

“1 see,” sabd Hume in a level voice, only
with difticulty refainine his temper. “ But
I turn 1t down. That i3 all Mr. Porkinson,

good-day.’
And Mervyn Hume rose to hisz feet to show

his visitor out. But Porkinson, disrezard-
ing the danger signaiz, was not ready to

co. He wanted to stay and argue.

‘““Sce here,”” he becan, * That's all rot
about your contract—wh+t 1 mean to say is,
this little aflair ¢an be arranged between
ourcgelves and no one need be any the wiser.
We will make it sixty quid if you like, now
what do you say?”

** Please zo.”” said Hume icily.

“You mean ycu won't necept my offer?’
' That’s it; now get out,”
“W-why, ;ou——)ml—han" you! who the.

dickens are you telling to c¢lear ont?' de-
manded the “ Echo” man losing all {aﬁtrol
of himself.

4 For two ping I'd=1'd-" He did nobt
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finish., Tor at that moment Hume rose sud-
denly to his feet, Kicked open his oflice door,
and gripping the copposition representative
by his skinny shoulders, hurled him from the
apartment and slammed thie.dcor.

There followed a series of augry impre-
cations outside, a vindictive kick on the door.
I owet even with vou for this," hellowed
Porkinson. There followed the sound of re-
treating footsteps as he made his way down
the passage and out of the building,

“ 8o that's that,” murmured Huome to
Limszelf  as he sank into a chair,  * In all
probability friend Porkinson has been hauled
over the coals by biz chiel for not putting

" \ By N RN
s L
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up = better show, But I don’t think Lielli
attempt to hribe me again in a hurry. 1
have a sort of an ddew he may gel vup to

~ome pretty tricks to kKeep his own end up
after this, However, we shall =ce."”

And with that Mervyn Hume dismiszed the
natter from his mind and settled himself
down to puzzle out a little mystery that
fitad given him conziderable trouble for sonie
diays past.

Half an hour had elapsed wien his medi-
taticns were interrupted by the whirr of the

telephone eall.  He answered the call and
tiie voice ol his old friend. Det-Inspector
Barsham  of  the Criminal Tavestigation

——

Ceotland I'im

wire.

“ We have got something on this afterncon
that may intdrest yvou, Hume,” said the
wortuy inspector. *“ And I thought you might
like Lo come along., We are raidine a little
coining den.  Nothing very big of couree,
but there may be a bit of a ficht which
should mean a story for you.

“Yon'il come? Good. Pick me up out-
side Westminster Station in an hour's time.
Oh, by the way, it won't be an exclusive.
One of my men has tipped off the information
to that fellow Porkinson of the ‘ LKeho”

| Department,
Over the

Yard came to

Can’t stand the chap personally, but still,

Hume turned sud-
denly, but too Ilate.
For even as he did so
he was attacked by
three men. He grap-
pled with his assail-
ants. There came a
tug at his notebook
and then a blow on the
side of the head which
sent him staggering to
the ground.

See vou later then,

vou can divide the yarn,
Jyve-hye."
The inspector rang

off and Hume ignited
He was not best pleased thatv
the * E<ho ' man should be present at the
coming rald, but it was a thinz he could
not very well objeet to. Not that there
was inuch in the story from Hume's point
of view, but it would be just as well to vo
alony and get a paragraph—providing nothing
maore important turned up.

Mervyn Hume picked up his hat and was
about to leave for Westminster Station when
the telephone hell whirred aguain, Stitling
4 yawn he picked up the receiver. The next

a vizarette.



moment his languid air gave place to one
of keeness and amazement,

‘“ General Warrington dead!” he repeatgd
into the mouthpiece, ** Murdered, you say?
Who is that speaking? Oh you are the
general's seeretary, speaking from the iouse,
are you? Right! I'll be along at once.
You have informed the police, of course?
Right. Thanks for letting me know, I’ll
do what [ can of coursé—yes, I'll come right
away, Good-byve.”

Hume replaced the receiver and regarded
his well manicured hands with a puzzled
brow. He then rang up the offices ol the
British and Oriental Steamship Company and
asked for Mr. McCallum, the chairman, with
whom hie was well acquainted.

“ This is Hume of the * Wire ".”’ he ealled,
“Can you tell me, McCallum, whether
jemeral Warrington sailed in the ' Empress
this morning, or whether he c¢hanged his
plans? Yes, I am a personal friend of the
General—in fact I was present at a farewell
dinner given to him last night. He did
sail? You are quite sure? Oh, that's uil
I wanted to know, thank you. Good-day Mr,
McCallum.”

** Fortunate for me that I happen to know
the General,” murmured Hume to himself.
**There appears to he a little trickery here,
haut 1I'd better make quite certain hefore 1

decide not to go down to his house. Can't
afford to mi=s this if it is true.”
He picked up tlie telephone again and

called for the supervisor. Explaining who he
was he asked who had last rung him up.
A low whistle escaped him on beinz informed
that the call had emanated from a public
call office.

Further enquiries revealed the fact that
the call office was situated in St. Paul's
Station—and since (General Warrington's
house was at Lancaster Gate, some miles
away, it occurred to Hume as being rather
strangce that his secretary should make a
call of such an urgent nature from the City.

And &0, putting two and two together,
Mervyn Hume made four. That is to sayv, he
came to the conclusion that CGeneral
Warrington was very much alive, and that
the telephone message he had received was
merely a hoax in very bad taste.

But who should want to fool him in this
manner? Then Hume remembered his ap-
pointment with Det-Inspector Marsham, lle
remembered too, that Porkinson, as he al-
ready knew, was more thalh anxicus to get
a 1] ECOGU.”

And since only Hume and Porkinson in
all Fleet Street were aware of the coming
police raid on the coiners’ den, what was
more likely than that Porkinson should en-
deavour to get his rival out of the way
for a while by a false telephone niessage,
and so leave the cnust clear for himself to
obtain an ** exclusive ’ story of the raid.

The more Hume thouglit of these things,
the more he became convinced that he had
arrived at the correct conclusion.

‘““That's it,”” he told himself, ** Porkinson
wants to send me off on a wild goose chase

But I rather
fancy he will be unlucky. A nice little
¢cheme and quite worthy of him, But not
quite cute enough!”’

Without further waste of time Mervyn
Hume left his office, and made his way to
Westminster Tube station where he found
lI])et -Inspector Mereham impatiently awaiting

im.

““ Where's Porkinson?”’
when greetings were over, 1 understood
he was coming along too.”

“Quite 1ight,” replied the ingpector.
““ Porkinson a.:'ri\-'el] in a very cheerful frame
of mirnd and bas gone on in front being too
impatient to wait. He seemed as chirpy
a3 a bird over something, but what it wuas
1 don't know.” _

“I think 1 can guess,” murmured Ifume
with a faint smile, and without more ado
he told the Scotland Yard man of the bogus
telephone message, and the conclusion he
had arrived at in regard to it.

“*Had 1 not known that General Warrina-
ton was sailing for the East this morning
I might have wasted valuable time running
down to his lhouse at Lancaster Gate, and
making myself look a fool into the bargain.
As it is, however, I rather fancy Parkinszon
is the one who will look a fool when he sees
me turn up as though nothing has happened.’’

The detective chuckled.

“You're right,”” he agreed. ‘" The only
thing is, he won't see you turn up. As
matier of fact the raid has been postponed.
Our birds got wind of what was coming and
bolted.”

““ Porkinson wouldn’t have got much even
if I had been taken in Hy that dud telephone
message then,” smiled Hume,

The Iuspector nodded. :

““That is so0,”” bhe said, ‘‘* But if you take
my advice, Mr. Hume you will keep an eye
on the lellow. He's out to pinch your
thunder, by hook or by c¢rook.”

The two men gripped hands and parted,
the detective returning to Scotland Yard
and Mcervyn Hume to Fleet Street.

What Porkinson’s next move would be,
Hume did not know, of course, Nevertheless,
he had a pretty ﬂood tdea. And when lhe
was alane in his prnalu roqm once again,
e premrul to circumvent it should it bhe
what he thought.

The next half hour he was busily engaged
in writinz in his notebicok. And when he
haad finished he stutfed it info his pceket
with o eatisfied chuckle.

But for the next couple of days nothing
of auy consequence happened, and Hume
spent iost of his time lounging alternately
about the oifice and the ** News Ciaub.” 1%
was on the evening of the third day after
the receipt of the bogus telephone message
that William Whitehead, the red- he.uicd
office boy of the * Wire ’—otherwise known
a3 Nunkyv—dashed into the ** News Ciub”
and demanpded to see Mr. Hume as quickly
ae possible.

The message was delivered to the great
newspaper sleuth by a waiter., He at conce

to the other side of ¥ondon.

demanded Hume

"y
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leit the lounge and made his way to the
hall where the red-headed one was waiting.
As he did so, the figure of Porkinson of the
‘* Echo " which had been partly hidden round
the cormer of a telephone cabinet emerged
and followed,

““ There's something on down at Monks-
ville, the chief wants you to look into, Mr.
'Ume,” he heard the oftice hoy exclaim ex-
citedl,v. “ A body or something has been
discovered in an old mill. You know, Mr.
’Ume, one of theze 'ere places wot's supposed
to bhe 'aunted——"’

‘““Ho, is there,” muttered Porkinson taking
great care to remain out of sight. ** Some-
thing down at Monksville your chief wants
you to look into, eh? A hody found 'in what

our young friend calls the ‘aunted mill.”
Porkinson rubbed his hands together de-

lichtedly and emitted a self-satisfled chuekle.
“Well, 1 don't see why I shouldn't have
the story too. Hume wouldn't sell me one,

but there are more ways of killing a cat than |

drowning it."”

And with this somewhat cryptic utterance,
taking great care that he was unobserved.
the cunning erime reporter of the * Echo "
followed Hume and the boy from the elub
ont into Fleet Street.

He saw Hume and the hoyv enter the office
of the “ Wire " only to emerge again a few
minutes later and sfep into a eab whiel
had evidently been in waiting. As the velicle
moved off through the traffic, Porkinzon
hailed another eab and instructed the driver
to follow it. The wooden-faced driver made
no remark but did as he was hid.

Hume's cab rattled over Bluckiriar’s Bridge
and followed the high road thirough the
dreary suburb of Brixton until it emerzed on
to the Brizh.von Road, the c¢ab containing
tiie opposition reporter doggedly following,

The trail led through Reigate where the
Brighton Road was left, and then continued
up a by-road in the direction of the peace-
ful hamlet ol Monksviile. Fortunately for
Porkinson dusk was beginning to fall, and
there was little chance of his quarry detect.
ing the pursuit. .

About & mile hefore Monksville was reached
the ' Echo” man stopped liis cab, paid the
driver who returned towards ILondon, and
continued on feot. A taxi cab was something
of a curicsity in that Surrey hamlet, and
Porkinson did not want to attract un-
necessary attention by arriving in the hamlet
in such a vehiele 20 soon after Mervyn Hume.

But when he did eventuwally arrive, he
learned that Hume and a red-hieaded youth
had left their cab in the village and had
proceeded cn foot to Fosset's Mill, a short
walk from the western end of the village.

Porkinsox decided therefore to learn what
he could in the village of the discoveryv in
the haunted mill he had heard referred to
in the News Club. But bevond the fact that
Fosset’s Mill was supposed to be haunted.
and indeed, had been haunted for many
years past, now, he was no wiser at the end
of his investizations than when he started

Eventually he drifted into a small inb

- pitched.

where he ordered some bread and cheese
and beer, and sat down to think things out.
By carefullv pumping the inn keeper he
learned the story of the ghcst which was
supposed to haunt Fosset's Mill.

There was not much in the yvarn, but from
what he gathered it seemed that Fosset's
Mill had been reputed haunted for abhout a
couple of years. There was nothing much
in that, of course, but what did arouse the
newspaper man's curiosity was the fact that™
pitiful screams, like the wailing of a child
in agony had recently been heard to come
from the old mill by several people in the
village,

Who was responsible for the wailineg the
inn keeper did not know, but was inclined
to believe, with the rest of the villagers,
that it was the spirit of some woman who
must have been murdered there at some time
or another in the past.

Porkinson listened to this rather
chatter with considerable interest. He
guessed pretty well that as usual, Hume
was well supplied with a whole host of
details, and already probably knew ten times
moere about the affair than he, Porkinson,
was likely to discover in a month of Sundays.

This fact seemed to disturb him consider-
ahly, If only he could get hold of the full
story instead of Hume it would certainly hLe
a scoop worth talking about. That there
was some deep tragedy connected with the
haunted mill he now felt certain.

As he was turning these things over in his
mind a sudden idea came to the ‘ Echo’
reporter which caused his little shifty eyes
to blink and gleam with satisfaction.

Paying his seore he rose and quitted the inn
and made his way just outside the vwvillage
to where a small encampment of gipsies was
Here he got into conversation with
a couple of men, followed low whispering;
and an exchange of treasury notes, and the
little party set off up the road in the dl"f‘{.-
tion of Fosset's Mill,

On their way they were passed by a red-
headed youth proceeding towards the village.
It was Nunky, the office boy of the ** Wire.”
Porkinson guessed and rightly too, that he
was probanly going to ring up his office to
reserve a <olumn of space for the story
Hume would send later.

But in the growing dusk the boy did not
recognise the man from the * Echo” a fact
for which the latter was very thankful.

It wis quite dark save for the pale light
of a watery moon when Porkinson and the
two gipsies eventually arrived outside the
mill. They could see a waving becam of light
which told them the place was occupied
and that someone was moving about.

A muttered consultation followed and the
three men hid themselves behind a clump
of bushes at the rear of the mill. They
could hear quite distinctly movements from
within: but still they waited. mventualy
a head appeared from an opening in the
upper part of the mill and peered doym on
them. But this they did not see.

idiotic
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Five, ten, fifteen minutes passed, and then
came the sound of footfalis on the wooden
stairs inside the mill. A few seconds later
the figcure of Mervyn Hume emerged stuffing
a notebook into his pocket as he did so.
He get off in the direction of the willage;
but before he had barely got clear of the
ruined mill three ficures stole silently across
the soft turf in his rear.

Ife turned suddcnly; Lut too late. For
ven as he did so c¢rme a snarp command,
and the next moment a heavy fist ¢rashed
into his jaw. He grappled with his assailant
but was immediately attacked from another
aquarter, There came a tug at his pocket
containing his notebook, a yell of aunguish
from a man wlicse <hin he had used as a
target for his boot, and then a blow on the
side of the head which sent him staggering
to the ground.

He rose dizzily, the sound of running feet
coming faintly to lus buzzing ears. But
by that time his myvsterious asszailants were
well across the field i which the mill was
situated, running for all they were worth
towards the hamlet of Monksville.

Mervyn soon assured himself that he was
not seriously injured and then felt for his
pocket book and his purse. The latter still
reposed where he had last placed it, but his
potebcok had vanished.

In the ordinary course of things for a
reporter to lose his notebock when engaged
on a s&tory is nothing short of a tragedy.
But curiously enough his loss did nct seem
to affect Hume as much as might have been
expected. In fact, be smiled slowly to him-
self, and dusting his clothes continued his
interrupted journey to the village.

Here at the locai post oftice he found the
office boy who reported that the space had
been reserved as required. Hume did not
tell him of his adventure near the haunted
station
the

mill, however, but hurried to the
where he was Just in time to catch
last train back to town.

He smiled to himself several times on the
way. For the identity of ‘his assailants was
not wrapped in the mystery one of them,
at least, supposed. For by the pale light
of the watery moon, before he received the
blow on the side of the head, Hume had
distinctly recognised one of his assailants
us—Elias Porkinscen of the '* Echo.”

Arrived in town, Hume sent Nunky back
to the office with a message to the effect
that there would be no story that night,
but to expect one in the morning.

Arrived in town TMume made straight for
his office where for the next ten minutes
he was busily engaged in writing a story
from same rough notes contained on the hack
of an envelope. - =«

This dcne, he handed his handiwork fo &

rinters boy and returned to his chamuers

n Lincoln's Inn where he slept soundly until
late in the morning. At about ten o'clock
he rose and left for his office where Harvey
Frost the news editor, was waiting for him
a A gtate of eonsiderable excitement,

e —
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- Hume,” gasped the news editor pushing
the crime investigator into a chair, ** We
have missed one of the greatest stories ol
the day. The body of a woman believed to
have belonged to a Russian Countess was
found buried beneath the tHloor of an ¢ld
mill at Monksvitle last night. It's a greav
story, but we haven’t got a word about it.
The * Echo’ have beaten us hollow. It's
splashed all over their contents bills, and
they have got a double column story on
their front page. What have vou gobt to
say about it?”

Hume smiled stowly and offered the ex-
cited news eultor a cigarette,

*“I have read the yarn,” he drawled, ** and
Frost, curiously enough I wrote that very
yarn myself o

Frost stared.

“ What the thump
eiaculated.

““* Just this. 1 thought I would try my
hand at fiction—real nielodrama sort of otuil,
don'cherknow. I wrote quite a thrilli g
little tale set in the haunted mill at Manks-
ville. Jotted it down in my notebook, as
i matter of fact.

““ But unfortunately, I happened to o
down to that part of the glube last night
to clear up a little mystery——"

““ But the story you put in about the
haunted mill said something about the place
Traving- been tuken over by some compiany
and being used as a slaughter house for
pigs,”” interrupted Frost.

**Quite. That was the explanation of the
mystery. The inhabitants of the village,
apparently, knew nothing about this, and
they assumed that the noises they heard
emanating from the old mill were due to
the presence of a ghost.

‘““ But as 1 was saying, it was unfortunate
I went down there, because a few minntes
after I left the mill I was set unon by a
smnall gang of roughs and my notebock was
stolen——"'

“ It was all a plant. then?”

Hume nodded; but before he could make
audible reply the red-headed oftice wuy ot
the ‘* Wire ’ burst into the room with a
narrow strip of white paper torn from one
of the tape machines.

“Mr. 'Ume,” he exclaimed, *' Scotland
Yard have just sent out a denial of that
story wot appears in the ' Echo’ this morn-
ing. It’s all a fake, and the message says
either they have faked it purposely or their
correspondent has been the vietim of a
practical joke.”

If further proof had been needed of the
accuracy of Hume's extraordinary statement,
here it was. Harvey UIFreet stared at the
great crime investigator a moment and tuen
burst into a wild roar of laughter in which
the office boy joined.

*“ My hat,” he exclaimed. ** that's put paid
to Porkinson’s career at the * Echo’ and no
nistake. And this. «tatement, though not
strictly accurate was not very far out.

THE END.

do you mean?” lLe



INTRODJCTION.,
Olive Brent, the beautiful young ward

of Mr. Muatheson, has mysteriously dis-
appeared after a visit to the theatre with
soine friends.  She was wearing at the
time the valuable jewels which had be-
longed to Mr. Matheson’s dead wife.
qun enquiries, Mr. Matheson
covers that the girl had gone to
residenee at Coburg Square after she
had left lLier friends. On searching his
house in Coburg Square, Mr. Matheson
finds that his ward has been there, and
apparently left in a hurry with her
jewels., The French maid who was with
Olive Brent is found senseless in her
room under the influence of a drug. Nel-
son Lee is called in, and ascertains from
the constable on duty in Coburg Square
that Miss Brent was seen to rTe-
tu'n to the house in company
with a young man whose description cor-
responds with Lester Halford, an ad-
mirer of the missing girl. The detective's
investigations will be continued below.

(Now read on)
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66 ISS BRENT’'S night-robe has dis-
: appeared,’”’ declared the detective,
* Disappeared?” Mr. Matheson
repeated in a puzzled tone.

“Yes, it isn't dllVWhETG in the room.”
“ Olive took it with her, of course. And
she must have weorn it, as she left the bag

hehind."

*“It would seem so, Matheson, oddly
enough. She would hardly have carried it

in a parcel when she had a bag to put it
into. As for thece articles, I presume Miss
Brent brought them to town with her in the
bag.”

‘““I have no doubt she did. Lee.”

“Then what was she wearing when
departed in the night?”

“1 don’t know. I have just been wonder-
ing about that. Why did she not put on
the costume which she brought from——"

Douglas Matheson stopped abruptly.. He
glanced into the empty wardrobe, and turned

sj1e
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MASK

;:_;1;! Grand New Serial

=, Detective Story of
-~ Nelson Lee and
* Nipper.

| to the detective with a look of perplexity

on his face.
“There
clared.
“ Other things?” said Nelson Lee.

“Yes I noticed them on the day-.Qlive
left for the country,” Mr. Matheson re-
plied, ** when she called me into her room
to help her to strap her trunk.” .

" What were the things?”’

“ A pair of black boote, : black picture-
hat with a wide brim, and a long, grey cloak.
They were in the wardmbc that day, I am
p{msltwe and they are not here now. h’ '

* No, there is nothing here. 1 wonder if
Miss Brenl; brought a spare costume with
:lerpfrnm the Loulrtry yesterday with her
JJ"!!!

T believe not. The bag is a very small
one, as you perceive, and it could not have
held more than her toilet articles and her
n:ght-robe, and the clothes she wore at the
theatre. She has certainly taken with her
the things that have been ‘n the wardrohe
during the last couple of months.”

“Then it is to be assumed, Matheson,
that when the girl went off in the n:ghb
she was wearing the black hoots and the
picture-hat, and the grey cloak over her
uig.ht-robe."

“Yes, it would appear so.
stand it.”

** What of this black skirt hanging on the
chair?”

“That also was in the ,wardrobe, Lee. 1
omitted to mention it.”

On the whole it was a very queer affair,
What interpretation was to he placed on the
peculiar discovenies which had been made?
Whether or not Olive Brent had gone away
to be married to the young man—and the
constable's statements indicated that eshe
had—some of her actions ceemed to be in-
capable of a satisfactory explanation. '

Having on the previous day come up from
the country to the house in Coburg Square,
with her French maid, attired in the bhrown
costume, she had chan ged hex clothes, ac-

were other things here.”” he de-

I can’t under-
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companied her friends, the Draycotts to the
theatre, and returned to Coburg Square.
She had undressed, and =ot into bed; and
subsequently, after druggine the maid, she
had departed by the rear of the premises,
taking her jewels with her. So far, all could
he accounted for, admitting that the girl
had eloped with Mr. Halford. But why had
she gone off in the night so thinly clad,
wearing the long, grey cloak over her night-

robe? Why had she not put on the brown
costume, the brown shees, and the brown
bat? Why had she left behind her these

things, and the bag, and the toilet articles
on the dressing-tuble? Here were indeed the
elements of an intricate mystery. XNelson
Lee and Douglas Matheson stared at each
other in blank bhewilderment.”

“T have no idea what to make of it,”
said Mr, Matheson. ‘1 can almost believe
that Olive was mad.”

Nelson Jee shrugged his shoulders. His
attention was drawn to the silk skirt that
hung from a chair; and, looking at it clozely,
he saw that there had been cut from the
bottom of it a strip about four :inches m
width, by a foot in length. He made no
remark.

Bending his gaze on the floor, he pereceived
two small, round bits of black silk, nearly
the size of a penny. For a moment lis eyes
narrowed, and his brows were knit in con-
jecture. Then his features were as in-
scrutable as a mask again.

““ Clome, Matheson, I have finished here,”
he said quietly, ‘ Let us go back (o the

maid.”
l placid countenance did not show it, his
interest and curiosity had been keenly
stirred by the discovery he had just made
relating to  the black silk skirt. He was
tensely absorbed in thought, groping for a
glimmer of a theory which eluded him, when
he returned with Douglas Matheson to the
other bedchamber.
The French maid was l!ying in the same
attitude, still fast asleep, her face still finshed.
Nelson Lee had failed to grasp the theory,
and he put it from his mind now,

His gaze resied for a moment on the cork
and the glass that were on the dressing-table,
and then, having looked around the room, he
dropped to one knee by the side of the bhed,
brushed his arm under it, and produced an
empty stout-bottle, which was of the same
size, and hore the same label as the bottle
in Olive Brent’s bedchamber.

“1 was sure this was somewhere about.”
he murmured, as he stood erect. *“ The
empty bottle is not in itself gignificant,
Matheson. But the fact that the cork is on
the tabhle yonder, and that the corkserew is
in Miss Brent's room, point to deductions
which m&y throw some light on——='!

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE FRENCH MAID’S EVIDENCE,

T was a real mask, in a way of speaking,
that Nelson Lee wore. Though his

|
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Nelson lee stopped as the bed gave a
creak. The maid had stirred, and was shak-
ing ofl the slumber that had held her for
hours. She yawned, and opened her eyes,
and eat up; and when she had stared
racantly at Douglas Matheson and the de-
tective for a few seconds, open-mouthed
with astonishment, she gave a quick start,
and the. colour ebhed from her face, leaving
it almost white. It was as if some dis-
turbing memaery had suddenly flashed to her
confu=ed min,

**Oh, sir!” she gasped. ‘‘ Oh, sir, is it you?
I—I thought you were abroad!”’

*“I returned last evening,”” Mr. Mathezon
replied sharply. “1I went first to Chorley
Wood, and came from there bhack to town,
exnecting to find Miss Brent here. [ Kknew
shie had arranged to go to the theatre with
her friends the Draycotts.” |

“ And who [« this strange gentleman, sir?”

Diane Merode asked. ** Why, have you
brought him into my bedroom?"
“He is Mr. Nelson Lee. I dare =ay you

Liave heard of him.”
** Mr. Nelson Lee?
“Yes, that’s right. He is helping me to

investigate this amazing affair.  Where is

vour mistrezs?Y Where is Miss Brent?”

“* She is in bed, sir!”

‘“* She is not, Diane. She is missing.”

* Missing?  She must be zomewhere in the
honze!”

** No, she isn't. She went off in tiie night.
aud she took her jewels with her.” _

** My mistress went off in the night, sir?
She ,tnok the jewels? And—and she hasn't

]

The maid’s voice faltered and choked. Her
eves were dilated, and on her fiace was o
look of utter stupefaction, which Nel:son Lee.
who waz watehing her narrowly, kpew to be
cenuine, and not feigned. |

1 can’t understand it at all, &ir!”
declared. after a short pause. Tt
mystery to me!”

“ You must know somethineg!" Douglas
Matheson exclaimed. * Don't try to deceive
me, Diane. There is Teason to believe that
my ward has gone away to be married to
Mr. Lester Halford. Did she meet him when
e arrived in London yesterday with you?
ITas he been to Chorley Wood during my
absence, and——"

“ That i3 enough,”” Nelson Lee interrnpted.
* Let me talk to this young woman, Mathe-
zon."’

He gazed sternly at the maid.

‘* Yon have been drinking drugged stout.”
he said, * That is why you lave slept so
long and =0 heavily.”

Diane Meraode shook her head. “ I don't
see how the stout could have been drugged.”
<lie replied. * 1 brought the bottle ifrom
the larder.”

““ You brought two, not one,” Lee told her.

“Yesz, I brought two,” the maid assenfed.
“1 wanted a drink, as I felt a bit queer.
One bottle was for my mistress, and the
other for me.” .

The detective?”

she
s A
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“ You opened both hottles in Miss Brent's
bedehamber, did you not?”’

**Yes, sir, 1 did.”

““ And you carried the one bottle, and the
drawn cork, to your rcom. Why'"

 Because I didn't want my mistress to
hnow I had taken the stout. That was the
reason,’”’

“ Was this before your mistress came back
from the theutre?”

“ Yes, it was hefore.”

i
Wi
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answered, “ and it rolied under.”

‘““ The kitchen door was unlocked all night.
(‘an. you explain that:”’

‘“ No, sir, 1 can’'t. I was in the Kkitchen
several times last evening, but I didn't notice
whether the door was locked or unlocked. 1
[ have told you all T know. As for Mr. Lester
Halford, he has not been to Chorley Woods
while Mr. Matheson was cbroad, and I
haven't eeen him since I came up to London
yesterday with my mistress.”

I
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Bending his gazs on the floor, he perceived two small, round bits of

black siik, nearly ths size of a penny.

and his brows were knit in conjecture,
as a mask again.

“ At what time did Mi~s Brent return?”
At about twelve o'clock, sir, as she had

csaid she would. I wns waitiag for her in her
hedehamber, hut I dide't stay. I hade her
vood-night, and went to my own room, where
I drank the stout I had tuken there. Then
I undressed and got into bed, and 1 kuow
nothing more until I awoke just now.”

*“ How came the empty bottle to be under
the bed?’ Nelson Lee continued.

‘““1 dropped it on the floor,” Dizne Merode |

For a moment his cyes narrowed,
‘Then his features were as inscrutable

“And the stout you drank last
You don’t believe it was drugged?”

““1 don't see how it could have been sir,
as I =aid before. I have always been a heavy
sleeper.”’

During the questioning the French maid
had shown some signs of agitation, and of
uneasiness as well. Her cheeks had altern-
ately flushed and blanched.

She was perfectly self-possessed now, how-
ever, She gave a shrug of the shoulders,

night?
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a petulant little shrug, as if shé resented the
presence of the two men; and she did not
flinch, or change colour, under the <old,
&e.archmw eves oOf the detective, who gazed
at her in silence for a few seconds. He did
not interrogate her any farther. _

‘““You had better go .to sleep .again,
mademoiselle,”” he said quh,th “You will
need more rest. I have no doubt you feel
languid, and have a slicht headache. The
stout was too strong for you.”

He spoke a word to Douglas Mathecon,
and, leaving the bedchamber, the two de-
scended the stairs, and entered the library
on the lower floor. Stepping to_a w.ndow,
Mr. Matheson drew aside the curtains, and
looked moodily down the garden to the road,
where a milk-cart was passine

Nelson Lee lit a cigarette, and stood by
the fireplace, his hands in his pockets, and
Iis face very grave, He was worried,
apprehensive in regard to Olive Brent, and
he was sure he had reason to be. Since his
interview with the maid he had grasped the
glimmer of a theory which had eluded him
hefore, and he was now satisfied that he had
mlvted the mystery, at least to a great ex-
tent.

But ®»e was not disposed to take his ecom-

panion into his cconfidenre. He wished to
spare him anxiety and distress as long as he
could. 1t was barely possible, moreaver, he

felt, that there might be a ﬂaw in his de-
ctuctions, |

“I can guess what you think of this affair,
Lee,” remarked Douglas Matheson, as he
turned from the window. * You look as if
you were worried."

“[ am somewhat perplexed,” Nelson Lee
admitted, in an absent tone.

“ Perpiexed? I don't wonder. So am 1.
- Why did Olive go off so thinly clothed,
leaving behind her the brown costume and
the bag, and the other things? You can’t

account for it, clever though you are, and
neither can 1. But that is of no 1mport:mce
It doesn't alter the main facts.

“ Olive has eloped with Lester Halford, of
~course, and I am afraid he will persuade her
to sell the jewels, T value them highly, as
you know, becauge they belonged to my
dead wife. And I ain most apxious that they
“8shall be recovered.”

“I am far from certain, my dear fellow,
that your ward has run away to be m.trne(l
to Lezter Halford.”

“ You doubt it, Lee?'

“71 do. 1 qtrnnﬂlj, d bt it, Matheson."”

‘““Well, I don't. There is no other
plauzible explanation. In view of what the
cons.t‘ahle. told us, I den't see how you can

Dougl:s Matheson  pauszed  abruptly.
“ Perhaps I can get some informaticn,” he
added, ** that will lead you to change your
mind."

There was a telephene in the rcom, and on
a desk lay a directory of subscribers. Mr.
Matheson -opened the volume, and rapidly
turned the pages and then, moving to the

|

telephone, he rang up the exchange, and was

promptly connected with the number he
called for.

He conversed with eomebody {for several
minutes, and when he hung the receiver on
its hook, and swung round, there was uan
expression of triumph on his face.

“ There's ev.dence for you!" he declared,
‘“* There's proof that I was right. You heard
part of the conversation, Lee, and you must

have caught the drift of it.

“1I have been talking to the porter at
Georgian Mansions, in the Kensington High
Street, He has been cn duty since twelve
o'cloek last night. He told me that young

Halford came in at half-past twelve, and
went up to his chambers; that three- quartcm-
of an hour ago he came downstairs with a
bag, hailed a cab, and drove off in it.

““ The porter also stated that he over-
heard Lester Halford tell 1he chauffeur to
drive him to Waterloo as quickly as he
could, as he wanted to catech an early train
to Bournemouth; and that lie recognised the
chauffeur as a man of the name of Joe Dib-
bin, who lives in Holland Mews. How’'s all
that for confirmation, Lee?"”

Nelson Lee’s countenance changed slightly,
and his brows were knit in conjecture again.
But only for an instant. What he had been
told could not weaken his chain of theories,
which were based on shrewd deductions, and
were at variance with the views held by
Douglas Matheson.

“It is merely circumstantial evidence
you've got from the porter,”” he said, *‘ and
so iz the fact that the constable saw Miss
Brent talking to young Halford on her re-
turn from the theatre. And circumstantial
evidence is not always trustworthy.”

“ It is in this instance,” Douglas Mathe-
son asserted. ‘It is absolutely Treliable.
Olive went off hurriedly in the night to
catch a train to Bourmemouth, and Lester
Halford followed her by a later train.”

“ The girl started on eo long a journey
dressed as she was? Preposterous!”

“Not at all. She meant to buy what ehe
needed at Bournemouth this morning.”

“You can't shake my conviction,”
Nelson Lee.

*“*And you can't shake mine,”” Mr. Mathe-
son replied. * I'll stick to it that Olive has
eloped with younz Halford."

“We won’t argue the point I will settle
the question for you, though, in one way or
another. I will have my boy Nipper. see the
chauflfeur, Dibbin, get any further informa-
tion that he can from him, and run down to
Bnurnemo:-th

“T wish you would, Lee.”

“VYery well. I won't, waste any time, T
would go myself were I not inclined to
work in another direction. By the way, how
lene has Mademoiselle Merode been Miss
Brent's maid?"

““ Yor about a year."”

“Has she a lover? Has any man been
paving attentions to her Matheson?”

“ Not to my knowledge.”

said
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¢ Has she any relatives in London?"’
“Yes; she has an aunt. A Madame Bon-

nard, who has a small Iaundry in Dean
Street, Soho,”
““The maid has been in tiae habit of

viciting her aunt, 1 suppose.”

“1 dare say she has hbeen, Lee. But wiy
are you interested in Diane Merode?”

Nelson Lee evaded the question.

‘““ Keep an eye on the mmaid,”” he eaid.
“* See to it that she stays in the house.
Don't let her slip off on any pretext. You
had better send a telegram to your pliace in
the country, and have the servants who are
there come up to town to-day. And don't
report this matter to the police. Leave me
to deal with it.”

Lee paused, and glanced at his wateh.

“I will go home now, and instruet Nip-
per,” he added. 1 wili see you again to-
morrow, Mathesen, or you will lhear from
me.”

CHAPT'ER V.
THE INTERVIEW WITH LESTER

1

HALFORD.

to Nelson Lee, but he was consoled
by the belief that he had in hand

a case wihich particularly appealed to his
professional zeal, and his deduetive powers—

a case of circumstantial evidence whieh,

strong though it was iu come respects, was

contradicted by other and mnysterious cir-
cumstances.

He returned to the Gray's Inn Road with
an absorbed mind, gravely apprehensive in
regard to Olive Prent. Nipper was waiting
impatiently for Lis
down to breakfast. and when Lee had given
the account of what hud occurred at Douglas
Matheson’s residence (n Coburg Square, and

had spoken of the discoveries he had made—
he did not mention his vague thieory—he told |

the lad what to do.
“ Though 1 :
has not eloped with Lester Halford,” he said,

**it is barely possible that the young man

can throw some lirht on the mystery. 1
will leave it to you to trace him, if you
can, as I propose to work in ancther diree-
tion. Find the chaufleur, Dibbin, learn what

you can from hiw, and come back to report

to me."”

Nipper set off without delay. He tock a
cab to Heliand Mews, close to the Kensing-
ton High Street and, after making an in-
quiry of the coachman, lie rapped at a small
door adjoiming a garage. It was opened by
Joe Dibbin himself. He frowned at the lad.

and remarked, in a surly tone, that he had.

been out all night with hLis cab, and was
having a hite to eat before going to bed.

Nipper briefly explained the object of his
visit, and slipped a coin to the chauffeur,
whose sullen expression telaxed.

‘““Yes, I know Mr. Lester Halford,” he
said. ‘1 picked him up outside Georgian
Mansions early this morping, and drove
him over to Waterloo. He told me he had

HE postponement of thie shooting-trip
to Sullolk had been a disappointment

master. The two sat

am satisfied that Miss Brent

&Y/ OUR DETECTIVE STORY:

!

| di<turhed

*
e e . e e g

SECTION

e =

=

.-
L]
s (o
3 ;
II

to ecatch an early train to Bournemouth.”
You don’t know whether he meant to go
there or not, I suppose,”” the lad replied.

“1 don’t doubt he did,” Joe Dibbin
answered. ‘I heard him tell a porter to

carry his bag to the Bournemouth express,
L and keep a scat for him in a first-class com-

partment.”’

' IHow was Mr. Halford dressed? Do you
remember?’
“* He wore a grey suit, and a grey soft

hat, and he had a dark blue overcoat on
bis arm,”

“ Did he seem to be cheerful?”

‘“ Cheerful? No, my lad, it struck me he
was in a grumpy mood. He looked as if he

liad lost the last friend he Lhad in the
world.”
* Thanks very much. I'm eorry to Lave

you.”™

Satisficd with what he had learned, Nipper
proinptiy drove back to the Gray's Inn
Road, and reported to his master. And a
few minutes later, having been freshly in-
structed hy Nelson Lee, he was on his way
to Waterloo. He did not have to wait there
leng for a train.

He arrived at Bonrnemouth, at the Central
Station, shortly after two o’clock. He had
comething to eat and drink at the platform
buffet, and then he started on a round of
the prinecipal hotels, judging that he would
find Lester Halford at one of them.

Having tried the Metropole and the Lans-
downe, the Queen’s and the Imperial, he
called at scveral others in the Christchurch
Road; and finally he went to the Reyal Bath
Hotel on the Front.

“Is a Mr. Lester Halford staying here?”
he asked of the clerk at the desk.

The clerk glaneed at the register.

‘“ Yes, there is a gentleman of that name,”
lie replied. ‘* He came t)is morning.”

‘““ Was there anybody with Lim?2”

‘“No; he was alone.”

““Is there a Miss Olive Brent
here?”’ the lad continued.

The clerk ehook his head.

‘““No lady of that name,”” he answered.

**1s Mr. Halford in¢”’ .

“*No, he left his key at the oflice a
couple of hours ago, and went out. He
hasn’t come back, for the key is still here.””

Nipper turned awwy, and, on the chance of
discovering the young man in the town, he
wandered about for hours, and was unsuccess:
ful in his quest. At intervals he returned
to the Royal Bath Hotel, to find that
Lester Halford was still absent.

He had supper at a restaurant, and when
he again returned to the hotel at ten
o’clock, to be informed that Mr. Halford had
not come bhack, he settled himself in an easy-
chair in the smoking-lounge. He was so
tired that he presently fell asleep, and he
did not awake until between eleven and
twelve o’clock,

There was only one other. person in the
lounge—a young man in a grey suit, lookin% :
very dejected, who was seated at a small -

staying
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table. Ile was smoking 1 cigarette, aud 1
front of him was a glass of whisky-and-seda.
There could be no doubt as to nis identity,
Nipper, recognising him at once by the de-
seription he had had of him, went over to
him, and touched him on the arm,
© Y You Mr. Lester Halford,
he 2atd.

The young man glanced up, with a start.

“That's my name,” he ussented. “ But
you are a stranger tc me. Who are you?"

““ [ am Nipper, Nelson Lee's assistant.”

“ Nelson Lee? The detective?”

“ That's right. Nelson Lee heard of you
from Mr. Dounglas Matheson, and I learned
from the chauffeur, Joe Dibbin, that he had
driven you to Waterloo early this morning
to eateh a train for Bournemouth. So my
aovernor sent me down here to find you,
and—"

“ Nelson Lee!' the voung man exclaimed,
starinz in bewilderment. ** Douglag Mathe-
son! What do they want with me? What
on earth are you talking about?  Why
were you sent to Bournemouth to find me?"

““ Because Miss Olive Brent disappeared
from ber guardian’s house in Coburg Square
last’ nizht,” zaid the lad, ** and Mr. Mathe-
son was sure she had gone off with you. A
constable saw you talking to her outside the
house when she returned from the theatre.”

[ think,”

H 8L

“ Olive Brent has disappeared? (Good
lieavens, can it be possible?”

““ Yes, under queer circumstances. And
she took her jewels with her. Mr. Matheson
made the discovery. He returned from

abroad Iast evening. He sent for Nelson
Lee this morning, and put the case into hie
hands. And that's how it happened the
governor scut me to Bournemouth to look
for you."

The two were alone. There was nobody
to overheuar their conversation. Continuing,
Nipper fully explained matters, repeating all
that he had been told by his master.

Lester Halford listened in eilence, his
features twitching painfully. He was agitated
and distressed.

“T don't understand it,”” he declared.
“Ig is as much of a mystery to me as ‘it
i3 to anybody else. ld will be perfectly
candid with you, my boy. I've been in love
witti Olive Brent for months, and have often
asked her to marry me. She has always
refused. She cared for me only as a friend,
she said, but 1 wouldn't give up hope.

“I knew that she had come up to town
from the country to go vo the theatre last
night with her friends the Draycotts, and
[ waited for her outside the house in
Coburg Square. Again I wsked her to be
my wife, and again she refused. She told
me it was hopeless, and I was so upset that
I resolved to get away from London.

' “1 came down tc Bournemouth this morn-
ing, and I have been for a long walk along
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the coast to Poole, trying to forget my soms
row. That is my story, and it is the truth.
You bhelieve me, don’t you?”

““ Yes, of course, I do,” said Nipper. *“ But
can’ t you account in any way for Miss
Brent's disappearance?"

““I can think of only cone explanation,”
Lester Halford repiied. Somebedy else Olive
was in love with—some other man—and <he
went off secretly to be married to him.”

“With the jewels that helonged to her
guardinn? Mr. Matheson only loaned them
to her."”

“I don’t suppose it occurred to her that
she was doing wrong in taking the jewels
with her. She may send them back.”

““ Perhaps s0. Do you know of any par-
ticular man with whom Miss Brent might
have eloped?”

““No, my boy, T den’t. She had a number
of acquiintances, but I don't think she cared
for any of them in more than a friendly
way."

Lester Halford shook his head.

*“ There s no hope of it,"” he wens on sadly.
“No hope. 1 shall love her as long us I
live, though."”

He looked so utterly miserable that Nipper
was sorry for ‘him. He could not offer him
any further comfort. He rose, and, bidding
the young man good-night, he left the
lounge. ‘'T'he Royal Bath was too luxurious
for his taste, and too <expensive {for his
purse; so he went to the Waverley Hotel,
in the Holderness Road, and slept there.

He was up early the mnext morning, in
time to have his breakfast and “catch the
eight o'cleck train to Waterloo. And a little
more than three hours later he reached
home, and told his story to Nelson Lee, who
listened to it without comment, and re-
marked that it was ‘ust what he had ex-
pected to hear,

“Yes, it is as [ thought,” Le went on, in
a gnrave tone. * Douglas Matheson was
wrong. The girl did not elope with Lester
Halford, or with any other man. That theory
2 eliminated.

“It is a most mysterious .and sinister
case we have to deal with, though I can see
a glimmer of light in it. More than a glim-
mer, in fact.

“ Consider the circumstances Did Olive
Brent drug the French maid, or did Diane
Merode, while intending to drug her mistress,
drink the wrong bottle of stout by misztake?
Why did Miss Brent leave the house so
thinly elad? Why did she tear a strip from
that black s&ilk skirt, and cut two tound
holes in it? Why did she——""

He was interrupted by Nipper, who had
strolled to the window, and was gazing down
into the street.

“There's a cab stopped outside!” he ex-
claimed. *“Mr. Matheson is retting out of
it! [t looks as if he is awfully execited,
guv'nor! I'll bet he has some news for us!”

(To be continued.)'



(Continued from page 14.)

*“ Who was our next sentry?"

‘“Why, Bell—he was on the left, and
Fullwood was on the right. But I didn’t
say a word to either of them—we didn’t
even meet,” exclaimed Gulliver,

*“And everything was quiet during the two
hours?”

Y] Yes-!?

“ That’ll do,” I said, *‘ Bell!”

Bell stepped forward.

*““1 don’t think it’s much good questioning
you, but it'll only take a mirute,” I ex-
claimed. ‘I think you were on duty in
the river salient. Did you leave your post
for anything?"’

“No—not at all!”

“Didn't you walk
trench?”

up and down the

*“Oh, of course, T did that,” said Bell
“ Once or twice I met Gulliver, and had
a word with him—""

** Oh. did you?"” T broke in sharply.

““No!” said Bell, in <confusion.
mean, I didn’t meet Gulliver at all!”

“In other words, you overlooked for the
moment that Gulliver had given a totally
different answer,” 1 exclaimed grimly, ' I've
Lheard quite enough to convince me that
you've been telling ncthing but lies—all three
of you.” : :

“Lies!” shouted Fuliwood hotly.

"“Yes, lies!" T thundered. “Youn con-
temptible cads! You left vour posts last
nicht, and if vou had an ounce of decency.
you'd admit it, instead of standing hefore
me- and lying!”

The rebels gathered round menacingly.

ol I__I

** Well, if this 15 what you call a fair
eourt-martial, ['m  surprised!” -sneered
Fallwood. *‘ It's no good you tryin’ to make

us the scapegoats for this rotten business,
We didn’t let the enemy in——"’

“* Wait a minute!”” I interrupted. * You
nave told me, Fullwood, that you didn’t
leave the trenches last night?”

‘““Yes, what of it?”

“1f youn didn't leave the trenches, how
do vou account for the condition of your
boots?’" 1 asked quietly
acenunt for the condition of Gulliver’s
boots—and Bell's boots?"

“ Boots!" szaid Fullwosd, with a start.

He stared down, and the other juniors
stared, too. Then they looked at me in
astonishment. :

“ What
Fullwood,

““ Nothing much—but T wasn't aware of
the fact that we had any tar here!” 1
retorted.

i Tar!!l

“ Yes, you cad, tar!” I snapped. ‘' All
three of you have got splashes of fresh. tar
and grit on your boots. And that tells me
plainly enough that you were in Bannington
last night. They've been tarring the roads
of the town for the last week or so. Well?
What’s your answer?”

Fullwood griited his teeth.

about our boots?” snapped

b priscmers are guilty,” I exclaimed.

*“ And how do you |

[ T had got him. As a matfer of fact, the Nuts
had run through a long patch of freshly
tarred road just on the outskirts of Banning-

ton. They had not seen it very distinctly,
but they had smelt it.

“My hat!? gaid Pitt. ‘*That’s pretty
cute, you know! Just the kind of deduc-
tion that Mr. Lee might have made! And
it’s floored these cads, too.”

“ Not much of a deduction,” I said quictly,
‘“The fact speaks for itself. All you fellows
know that we haven’t got tar here. And
yet these three pairs of boots are absolutely
spattered.’’

“* You’re very clever!” sneered Fullwood.
‘“ Those tar splashes have been on our boots
for ever a week.”

B'il(}f course they have!"” said Gulliver and
ell.

“ That's a beastly lie, because I saw you
brushing your boots only yesterday morn-
ing,” said De Valerie. '“You can’'t get out
of it, you rotters. The bhest thing you can
do is to own up.”

“Y1 think we can’ safely say that the
““ These
three traitors mneglected their duty—and
there’s not the slightest question that Holt's
men saw them go. So they took advantage
of the fact, and entered the deserted
tfrenches.”

“* &0 we've got these beasts to thank for
e whole trouble!”” =zaid Armstreng, fiercely.

““ They’ve made us lose our supply of grub,
and now we shall probably find ourselves
in a hopeless mess. The whole disaster 1s
due to these rotten cads!”

‘“ Chuck them out!”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“We woen't stand them in this ecrowd!”

“They ought to be shot at dawn!”’ snorted

Handforth. “ That’s the sentence for
traitors!”
‘““ We can’t shoot them, and we can’t pifch

them out,” T exclaimed. *“ But we’ll give
them some severe punishment. We can’t
let a thing like this pass unnoticed. It’s
the greatest crime of all to neglect a post
ol duty.”

‘““1t wasn't our fault!” said Gulliver, with
a whimper. ‘It was Fullwood’s idea! Bell
-fm:} I didn’t want to go. He forced us into
it.

“0f course he did!” said Bell eagerly.

‘““ You snivelling worms !'? snarled Fullwood.

“ They stand self-confessed now!” I ex-
claimed angrilv. “ The inquiry has gone
far enough., The sentence of the court is
that they shall do all the dirty work of the
camp in future.” They will never be trusted
with sentry work again, and—"

“ That's not half severe enough!” roared
Handforth.

“1 rather think it is!"” T exclaimed.
*““ There'll be plenty of dirly work to do—
cleaning up the mud patches, and a hundred
and one other jobs of a similar kind. You
can go now, you treacherous cads. And
when we get some more food you'll he fhe

e knew that | very last to receive your share!”
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Fullvaood and Co. managed to ezcape.
it was only the seriousnéss of the situation
which prevented the other {fellows from
falling on the nuts, and slauchteriops tiem
on the spot,

For the situation waz serious—indeed, grave
in the extreme,

- -

CHAPTER VIII.
BESIEGED !

OMETHING had to be
done.

All the rebels, were

hungry—and this  was

only natural. Nobody had

eaten anythine since the

previous supper. And they

had been looking forward to one of Fatty
Little’'s solid, hearty breakfasts. Fatty him.
self was pacing up and down, moaning to
liimsell,

Oue might have thoughit that he was on
the point of dying.

"The mists were clearing, and the morning
was breaking out quite fine, DBut we were
not thinking much of the weather. With
our food supplies vanished—owing to the
treachery of Fullwood and Co.—we were with-
out a bite to eat in the whole camp. ‘

“Why shouldn’'t we make another raid?”
sugygy:-ted Pitt. “1 vote we get a big
party up, and go straight to the schocl, and

ninch all the erub we <an lay hands oun.
That's the best way.” _ .
““1 rather think not,"”" I disagreed. “Yon

can be quite sure that Mizz Trumble pre-
pared this  affair—and she'll  probably
anticipate a move of that kind., And may
tave a whole ¢rowd of men ready to pounce
cn us.”

““* Phew!"” whistled Bob Christine. * That's
likely enouoh.”™

“CQuite apart from that,” I went on, ' It's
a dead certainty that she won't have the
food in any of the ordinary storerooms.
You ¢an bet it's all been shifted away to
a place we don't know of, If we went to
the schcol for grub, we should come away

hare—and we micht land ourselyes in
tronble.™
“ Then what shall we do%” |

“ The only thing is to go to the village,”
T replied.  “ Fortunately, we've got a good
stupply of cash, and we can soon rake up a
nice hundle of quidz. The best thing is for
a party to go to the village, and buy all
the supplies we need for the day. We can
make bizoer arrangements afterwards.””

““ Good enough!' said Pitt. * That's the
wiieeze. Funny thing, buf Nipper always
has the right suggestion in the richt place.
I'm hanged if I know wihat we'd do without
him!"

Chambers came up.

“What's all this I hear about zrub?" he
azied. “ Here's a mice thing! As soon as
I come and join you, you run out of food!
Pretty rotten management, isn’t it?"

“ Jorry, Chambers, but we Iraven't got |
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to  discuass the poiut now,” I said
briskly.,  “If you want to Kknow why we

haven't got any grub, ask IFFullwoed.”

“ Fullwood is to blame, of course,”” said
Chambers, ** But if I had been 'in command,
I <fouldn’t have allowed Fullwood to be ou
cuard at all! The fact is, you need me at
the head of affairs.”

“Thanks all the same—but we'd rather
not,” I said. *‘ You needn't worry Ghambers,
It won't be. long bhefore we gzet some food."”

“It better not bhe!' said tlie Fifth-former
darkly. “ I'm+hungry!”

The party was soon formed

I placed Reggie Pitt at the head of it —

deciding that it would be beltter for me
to remain in charge of the <amp. Pitt

took a dozen fellows with him, and reckoned
that hie would be able to get back well
within the hour. Theyv decided to go by way
of the towing path. It was not only nearer,
but less conspicuous, They started olf at
a smart march.

They were urged to hurry.

Fatty himselt formed cone of the party,
for he would have to do most of the orderine.
Being the chef, he knew exactly what was
required. And the =spirits ©of the rebels
began to revive somewhat.

But only for a few minutes.

For then came a most dreadful shock.
Pitt, at the head of his men, had jumped
out of the trench, and was well on his
way across the meadow. Then, suddenly,

he pansed and stared.

In front of him a number of fizures rose
up from thé eground. Men were appearing
from every side—dozens of them, They
seemed to come from nowhere, And, what
was more to the point, these men were
armed with thick sticks.

Pitt caught hiz breath in with a gulp.

He had seen something else.

Now that morning mista were clearing,
Reggie could make out a kind of temporary
fence work, stretching all the way round,
in a continuous line, And, to his utter
dizmay, he saw that poles had been driven
in the ground, and there were thick festoons
of barbed wire.

To be quite exact, the entire trench
svstem of Fort Resolute was now surrcunded
—a good distance away—by barbed wire en-
tanglements, And just in front of these were
men. all armed and grimly awaiting action.

“ GGreat Scott!”’ gasped Pitt. “ We're
surrounded "

“0Oh, my goodneszs!" said Tommy Watzon.
“We can't get cut—it's impossible to
leave !

Handforth ¢lenched hisz fists,

““ Rot!” he roared. “ We can
suppose !

“Even if we fight, and beat these men—
wiich iz doubtful-—what about the barbed
wire?"” asked Pitt. “ While we're seramblinge
through that. we shall bhe caucht like rats
in a trap. No, you caun't get away from it—
we're hemmed 'in properly!”

““ My oniy hat!”.

ficht, 1
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“ We're begieged!”

“ Like Paris in the Franco-Prussian War!™
** Great guns!”

‘* And—we haven't got any grub!”

The party ef reliels stood there, filled with

consternation. And they could see that
Farmer Holt’s men were laughing with
triumph., They knew well enough that the

juniors dare not advance any further.

From the fort itself the barbed wire en-
tanglements had not been visible in the
miorning mist. But it was quite clear to
Reggie Pitt that these men had been busy
- in  the darkness of the night. They bhad
planned to give us a big surprise.

And there was no getting away irom the
fact that the enemy had made a highly sue-
cessful move. In fact, it lcoked as though
e¢verything was all up with the rebels.

Crave as the position had heen half an
hour earlier, it was now positively vital.

“ Well, it’s no good standing here. We'd
better go baek!” exclaimed Pitt. ** This
niust e reported to Nipper o

““We're not going back!” snorted Ifand-
forth. *“ We'll make a fight for if, und
geb through!™

“ Hurrah!”

¢ Let's rush 'em!” .

‘“ Steady on—steady on!” said Reggie.
* It’s no good going on like that. Even if
we get through, how do you supposec we
shall get back? 1It'll be absolutely impos-
sible to defeat that barbed wire twice! Be-
cause when we come back Holt’'s men will
have strengthened it in readiness. No, we've
got to return to the camp.”

Even Handforth admitted the wisdom of
this deecicion. And the food-party hastened |

back towards the trenches with their awful|
Tews,

CHAPTER IX.
HUNGRY AND HCPELESS!

¢¢ ALLO! The fat-
Feads ure coming
back!”? said Bob
Christine.

We were standing just out-
tide the barn, and throuch
LIBTe > 28 the slight mist we could see
the food party refurning. As a matter of
fact, I had been watching them all the
time. 1 had seen them go out, had watched
them pause—like figures in the mist—and
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force than ourselves,” I answered. ¢ Not

only that, but this barbed wire fence will do
us. While we're trying to get through it,
L we shall be beaten back without any diffi-
culty.”

* But all  attack
quarter?”?

“ Yes, and while we're doing so Holt’'s men
will get in on the other side,”” I said. ** Be
reazonable, you chaps. We've got to look at
this thing calmly. There’s no senee in get-
ting excited, but you can take i+ for granted
that we're in a bad pickle.”

Fullwood laughed,

‘“ I suppose you'll try to say that I'm re-
sponsible for this, too?”” he asked. *‘‘ What
difference does it make? Holt had prepared
this”feucc, in any case. He had us whacked

“ Had

can't  we in one

us whacked, eh?* 1 repeated
sharply. * Don’t talk such rot! We had
cnough food in the barn to last a week.
We could have snapped our fingers at his
men and his barbed wire. Miss Trumble
can’t last a week, and we should have held
the upper hand.”

Fullwood was silent.

** But the loss of our food makes all the
difference,” I continued. * Now I can under-
stand wiiy the food was taken away. It
was all part of the same plan. Surround-
ing us wouldn’t have been much good while
we had a good stock of grub.”

** It wouldn't have been any good at all,”’
said Pitt, _

“As it i, we're helpless—besieged ! T
declared. “ It simply means that they're
going to starve us into submission.”

“Or try to!” said Christine.

“It looks very much as though they'll
succeed,”” I said quietly. ‘' It’s no good get-
ting away from facts. We're surrounded,
and we can’t get out. There's no food here,
and by the end of the day we ghall be raven-
ous. What do you think most of the chaps
will be saying in the morning, after a hunary
night?”’

P"tThey’Il be wanting to give in!” crowled
itt.

“ Of course, they will!” I exclaimed. A
fcw of us might be willing to stick it for
two or three days-——but not the majority.
Hunger’s the worst thing. 1f we're going to
be starved, about twenty-four hours will be
enough for the bulk of us. The chaps will
surrender, in spite of all cur attempts to

now they were all ecoming hbhack at the
double.

I half-anticipated what was coming. And
it was only a few minutes later that the
whole rebel encampment knew the truth.
The news spread like wildfire.

“0f course, there's only one thing to be
done!” declared Christine. * We’ve got to
make a huge attack. We'll smash these rot-
ters to bits, and get clean through!”

keep them with us.”

“You're right!” said Pitt, seratching his
head. *“ But surely we can do s=omething?
We're not going to be defeated like this,
on the last lap! It's too awful to think
about !”’ ‘

“1t was a carefully laid plot.,” T =said.
“They tock our food away, and have made
it pretty clear that we shan’t be able to
get any frash supplies. You fellows had

‘““ That’s my idea!” said Handforth.

““You’ve got to understand that it can’t
be done,” 1 said sharply.-

i W‘hy mt?!! .

‘“ Because we're flghting against a higger

better get to your posts, and leave me to
think things out.”
I was worried. _
Pitt and Handforth and a few more would
be willing to go for a day or two without
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HONE

snything to eat. Dnt nine cut of every ten

feliows were hungry now, and would be
absolutely ravenons by the evening. Many [

believed, would he talkingz about giving it
up thei. '

Thiz was the most digastrous thing that
could poszibly have happened.

And it mad: me furous to realize that it

frad  all come  about  because of the
treacherous conduet of tiree of our own
namber.

armmer Holt could not elaim a clear vie-
tory.

Certanly, Fullweod and Co. had not de-
{iberately acted the part of traiters. But by
deserting their posts it nearly amounted to
the same thing.

After another hour the morning mist had
practicaily _cleared. ' -

And then we were able to zee evervthing
with paiuful distinetness, Holt's men were
now hard at work., They had given us the
surprise, and there was no longer any neces-
sity for secrecy.- ;

Men were hard at work on all sides.

During the night posts or the barbed wire
fence had merely been silentiy pushed info
the ground. But now they were hammered
down further, and other pasis were erected

There was great acuivity. Coils and coils
of wire were brought up. Iwleed, long bhefore
thie moerning was over we saw that we were
in a kind of cage. The barbed wire was so
thick that no attack on our part would be
able to get through it. |

We were hemmed in—hesieged in earnest.

Holt and f©iis men didn't care a jot about
attacking ws now. They had found that it
wias quite useless to do se, They preferred
to play a waiting game.  Sooner or later
we should surrender, .

We should be compelled to do so, for
hunger wonld make it absolutely imperative.
We might be able to el through the day—
and perhaps the night. Bnt on the morrow
I could .foresee the rebels crossing over one
after the other. They would weukly hand
themselves over to Miss Trumble. :

And, once back at tie school, they would
never be able to rebel again., A revolt of
oiir kind is either a bhig success or a big
failure. There are no hali-meazures-about it.

Once the rebels gave in their spirit would
ha broken. They would never bhe able to
get up another revolt. They would have to
damely submit  to anything that Miss
Trumble cared to impose upon them.

As for Archie Glenthorne and myself, we
had been expelled—and we should remain
expelled. T felt rather desperate as 1
thought of it. Sowmething had to be done!
But what? What?

Rack my brains a3 I would, I could think
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of no solution to this problem. It seemed 23
though -we were utterly defeated. We held
the fort, and we were rnot attacked. DBut
without food we were a besten army.

There was a certuin novelty about a siege.
But it 12 better to read about these things

than to actually take part in them. There
was nothing that we could feed on. The
meadows contained nothing but coarse grass

and weeds. It was impossible to cat stufl
cf that kind.

It was bad enouzh to have Holt's men
surroundinz us. But that barhed wire fenrce
was the tremendous barrier. It made it im-
possible for us to escape, and it made it
equally impossible for us to make any de-
termined attack.

I was quite sure that Miss Trumble was
payving the expense. It was she who had
bought the barbed wire. It was sghe wlo
was paying these men. The ground belonged
to Farmer Holt, but he would never have
taken all 'this trouble on lis own account.

The Headmistress of §St. Frank's was
making one last attempt to bring us to our
Lnees,

Would she succeed?

CHAPTER X.
A DESPERATE VENTURE,

I'ENIN{} came, and tha
situation was ut-
changed.

At Jeast, there had
been no activity on the part
of the enemy. The fence wes

; = now completed, and the men
guarding it were posted about on every
side. We had watched the progress of events
with dull, listlesz interest.

The rebels had ceased to take interest in
their own work.

They were hungry, weary, and desperate.

It had been serious enough to go without
breakfast. But then dinner-time had come.
There was no foed. Now 1t was the usual
spell for tea. There was nothing to put
to our lips except water.

Even DMiss Trumble’s famous bread-and-
water punishment seemed Iuxurious to the
ravenous rebels,  They had wondered why
they had ever jibbed at it. Dry bread would
have seemed very appetising just now.

Fatty Little was prostrate.

All he could do was to lay upstairs on
one of the mattresses. He repeatedly told
us that he was dying, and that he would
be gone before night arrived. On more than
one occasion he had attempted to creep
away-—with the idea of surrendering.

Fatty only lived for food. Everything
else was of small importance to him. But
for him to go without food was the worst
possible form of torture. By the evening he
had to be guarded.

But for this he would have delivered him-
gelf over to Miss Trumble on the spot. The
other fellows were not so bad, although many
of them -were beginning to talk of giving in.




Archie Glenthorne remained quite serene.

“ Of course, dear old lads, the whole thing
is frightfully frightful. But there you are,”
he observed. ‘1 meun to say, what’s the
good of jibhing? The jolly old belt is feel-
ing loose about the middle, and, and I'm
aware of a dashed big void. But all these
sort of things have to happen in a lifetime,
don’'t you know!”

“That's the way to look at it, Archie,”
I said approvingly. 1 wish all the other
fellows took the same sensible view.”

“ We're " growled Hubbari.

starvinyg !
“What’s the good of talking? The thing’s

hopeless, and so we might as well give in
at once!"

** Hear, hear!"”

“1f there was any possibility of getting

we'd stick out,” exclaimed

' But there’s no prospect
at all.  If we're going to =surrender, we
might as well do it now—before we make
ourselves ill from want of fcod.”

‘“ Of conrse!”’

** Let's chuek it up!”

““The best thingz to do is to march back
to St. Frank's in a body,” said Hubbard.

“* Not likely ! put -n Grifith. ** All thorse
fellows who want to co can go—and if there
are any asses who prefer to stay behind they
can stay. Hands up, thosg who are in favour
of surrender!”

There were quite a good few fellows ofl
duty in the barn, and a number of hands
cagerly went up.

“ Stop this!” I said sharply.

sume grub soon
Marriott gruthy.

_ ““ You ought
to

be ashamed of yourselves! It's abso-
Jute nonsense, talking about surrendering
now!'"’

“ Must have something to eat!” protested
Hubbard.

‘““ And you'll have something, if things go
right,”” I enapped. ** But I thought youn fe¢l-
lows had more will-power than to talk of
giving in just because you're a bit hungry.”

““A bit!”" snorted Merrill. * We've eaten
nothing since last night!"’

““Not a erumb!”

““ This sieze is absolutelv finishing us!”

“That's just what Miss Trumble wants—
che's been working for it ever =zince the
campaign opened,” 1 pointed out. ‘'‘But
don’t forget this—it’s a last desperate throw
on her part. 1t’s her final card.”

“And it’'s the ace of trumps!”
Hubbard.

“It all depends,” I continied. ‘' If this
scheme of hers fails, she'll have to surrender.,

growled

Can’t you understand, you chaps, that if
we can only best this one last trick we
shall be victorious? We &hall have her

whacked to the wide. After this she can't
do a thing—if we only get some food.”

“That’s & very big if!”

‘““Look here, I want you to trust me,” I
said earnestly. ‘‘ I'm not asking very much.
But just give me another four hours—say,
until nine o'clock. If I haven’t wangled
some grub into the camp by nine o'clock—
well, I won’t object if you surrender,™

- * = - e e o ——

L

. | tapped on the window of one
of the studies. It was the study
shared by Stevens and Simms of
the Fifth.

The Removites stared.

** What can you do by nine o'clock?”’ de-
manded Owen major.

‘“1 don't exactly know—but !
good shot at something,” I replied grimly.
** 1I'm the leader, and it's up to me to get us

~an have a

all out of this meess. 1 want everybbddy’'s
word that he’ll wait until nipe.”

The juniors were quite willing ¢nough.
They were starving hungry, but they gave
me the time I required. And I got tho same
assurance from all those who were 01 3
duty. In fact, I had put a little heary into
the fellows. For they had begun to hope
that I should do something.

1 certainly had an idea.
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And as soon as.darkness lLiad completeiy
fallen, I got hold of six picked fellows—
Tommy Watson, Pitt, De Valerie, Jack Grey,
Bob Christine, and Tregellis-West, In the

gloom, 1 took them all aside, )
“I've got a bit ¢f a scheme!” I said.

“It's rather a desperate venture, bhut we've
got to try something.™

** What’s the wheeze?™

“I want you fellows to crecp out with
me into the darkness,” I said. ‘- It doesn't
matter if it takes us an hour. We've got to
crawl on our stomachs. We've got to do
something very similar to what thew. did on
the real battle-front during the war. That
is, crawl out in the darkness and capture
one of the enemy. And “e‘ve ot to do it
without making a sound.’

*“ But what g,und will that do. even if we
succeed?’’ asked Grey,

“TI'll tell you later—if we do succeed,” 1
replied.

The juniors were quite curious,
not feel inclined to satisfy them. 1f we
captured one of the enemy, all well and
zood. Then it would be time c¢nough to ex-
plain my plan.

All the fellows were quite eager to help.

I put several others in charge of the
various points. DBut [ was fairly certain
that there would be no attack. It wus not
the enemmy’s policy to do any fighting now.

They were simply keeping up this siege,
and they knew that we weuld throw up the
sponge when our hunger grew to & certain
pitch. So we could be fairly certain that
the- evening would be quiet.

We could be equally certain that Farmer
Holt would have many of his men posted
about in different quarters. And it was our
intention to grab one of these men if we
c¢ould manage it.

As T had told the others,

but I did

it was rather »

desperate scheme. If it succeeded, 1 had
something else to follow it up with. And 1

had every hope of being victorious.

We all started out from the front-line
trench, and. proceeded to crawl on our hands
and knees through the long, iey-cold grass.
I had particularly warned the fellows not
to make any attempts at hurrying.

Cne false move, and all our efforts woulld
be ruined.

I went on in advance, and as I got
further away from the camp my movements
became slower. Before so very long [ was
worming my way along like a snake. The
others came behind—slowly and as cilently
28 Red Indians.
business.

And we were thrilled by the whole gane.

For we were on a man-hunt. Our objcct
was to capture a single enemy—and to cap-
ture him so neatly that none of his com-
panions would know of his fate. It will
be understood, therefore, that we had taken
on a tall order.

We must have been out about ‘half an
hour when I saw the barbed-wfre fence loom-
ing up against the sKy, not far ahead, I
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It was rather an impressive

could see the posts, standing up, gaunt and
ugly. A faint wind was whistling over the
ground, and the air was chilly.

From the distance came the sound of 2
barking dog, and then the hoot of a motor-
horn, perhaps. But mear at hand everything
was perfectly still. For all that wc could see
and hear, there were no human beings within
miles of us. And yet I instinctively knew
that Holt’s men were net far off.

I worined my way forward another yard or
two. 1 acted as a kind of signal to the
others. When T halted, tiiey halted. Wtken
[ moved forward, they followed my example.
And they did their part admirably. They
crouched =0 low, and they came so a.leutly
that it was practically a matter of impos-
sibility to distinguish them from the ground
itsell.

And then, suddenly, 1 paused.

My nostrils dl]dt(‘:d and I sniffed gently,
Hfting my head wh"lltlv from the ground.
There was mmmtlun-_r different in the air, a
change from the earthy, dank smell which
had been in my nostrils for the last half
hour.

I had caught a
bacco-smoke !

And 1 feit myself glowing all over with
inward excitement. Here was the first solid
clue that opre of the enemny was near at
hand. [ waited for a minute or two, de-
ciding which way the wind was I;lmnng, and
determined, at last, that the smoker musb
be =zome little distance to the lefit.

I was glad of this, for there werc one or
two bushes there. In the other direction
the ground roze, and was bare. It would
never have done to have exposed ourselves
on that projection.

So we edged off to the left.

And in a few minutes we were rewarded.
For I caught sight eof a faint little glow. It
wias the bowl of the smoker's pipe. And
now I ececuld distinguish the man himself.

waft of strong., shag to-

He was <sitting upon - fallen piece of
wood—a kind of log, as far as I could see.
And, to my satisfaction, I also saw that the

fellow was inside thie barbed wire fence, and
not outside it, asx I feared,

It was impossible to tell who he was, or
what he was. But that mattered little. The
main thing was to get hold of him, and to
stop him from making an outcry.

The crucial moment had arrived.

Inch by ineh 1 edged my way up behind
him, erawiing through the grass like a snake.
He sat there, alternately smoking and hum-
ming a tune to himself. He was quite un
conscious of any impending danger.

Then, gathering myself together, I sprang.

This, as 1 knew, was to be the signal for
the others. That one epring of mine cur-
ried me upwards, and in a flash I had my
arm right over his mouth, in a kind of heok:

It must have been a dreadful shock for
the fellow. He gave one gurgling grunt
as his pipe was knocked away, but uttered
no real soun In a moment Pitt and the

| rest were on him, sprawling cver every inch




of his carcase. He was held down as
though by a vice,

Then Tommy Watson handed me a heavy
scarf. 1 pulled my arm away 1rom the man’'s
face, but he had no chance to ¢ry out. The
scarf was pulled round him in a moment,
He caught his breath in as a preliminary o
a yell, but the yell never came. It changed
into a muftled gurgle. The scarf was wound
round and round, and drawn tight.

Ropes were passed round his ankles and
legs. And then we commenced our retreat.

Still crouching low, we went back by the
same route as we had come. For the first
hundred yards we dragged our prisoner. But
after that we lifted Lim bodily, and carried
him. And by now we felt that we were
safe. We had been successful.

We had brought the enemy in,

— p— —
CHAPTER XI.
IN BORROWED PLUMES.

6l 00D ! murmured
Reginald Pitt
breathlessly.

) ‘ We had just ar-
rived Iin one of the dugouts.
None of the other rebels knew

of our movements, We had
s]:pped_ into the trench without attracting
attention, and we had made straight for
this dugout. It was provided with a rough
door—a rudely constructed affair of wood.
And this was closed, and we were in private.
De Valerie set light to a ¢andle.

And now, with great, (nterest,
amined our prisoner.

The ropes were unfastened, and the searf
removed. The man :pluttered and gasped,
and glared round.

“* You—you bhlamed younz varmints!’ le

we ¢€X-

gasped. *‘ My, but you give me a rare start!
# El'mug’ut I'd been havin’ too many at
ust !”’

The man was one of Holt’s labourers—a
rough-looking customer of smallish size, and
about forty years of age. 1 was exceedingly
pleased that he was emall, for this suited me
better.

“ Undress!"” I ordered grimly.

‘ Look here, young shaver——"

“If you don’t undress of your own accord,
we shall undress you!” I exclaimed. ** Yonu
can have your choice. DBut you'd better be
sharp about it.”

The man absolutely refused at first. He
was indignant and angry. But as soon as he
found that the juniors were in earnest—as
soon as they attempted to pull his coat ofl—
he agreed.

And as he undressed, so did I.

At least, I took my tunic off, but kept my
breechcs on. Then I donned the labourer’s
clothing. His thick corduroy trousers went
on easily over my breeches, and then came
his other coarse garmeuts, including a
choker round the neck and a dilapidated old
trilby hat. We had not forgotten to bring
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a couple of warm blankets, s0 that our
prisoner could keep himself warm in cap-
tivity.

“My bhat!” eaid DPitt.
part to the life!”

‘“ About the body, yes,” said Jack Grey.
‘ But he ought to have some disguise for the
face—"’

* Whatever I do, I can’t make myself look
like a man of forty!” 1 interrupted. ** So I
might just as well remain as I am, And in
the darkness it won’t matter a toss—it’s the
general gutline that counts, {o say nothing
of the voice. How does this go?”

I said a few words in a grufl, coarse voice,
trying to make it similar to our prisoner’s.

** Great!” said De Valerie, ‘* You've got

“Well, I'm off!”” I said briskly. * Look
after this chap, and keep him under close
guard. If 1 don’t come back with eome good
news, you can call me a failure.”

And so, on a lone mission, I set off, A

As I had told the others, I was the leadet
of the rebellion, and I reckoned that it was
up to me to get us all out of this terrible
predicament. Indeed, my plan was such that
it had to be attempted single-handed.

As quickly as possible I made my way over
the meadows, and at last I arrived at the
harbed wire fence. And there, just inside,
was that log of wood near the bushes. 1
tock my seat, and remained therc {for a
short time. _

Then I got up, and commenced patrolling
up and down. As I had hali-expected, 2
ficure loomed up in the gioom after I had
done tiie patrol twice.

““That you, Ben?” came a whisper. “1I
ain’t seen you this last half-hour.”

*“I've been keepin’ quiet-like,” I growled.
“1 thought mebbe them kids was gettin’
hkvely. But it's all quiet.” .

“ Them young rips won't do nothin’ to-
night !’ said the man, ‘* Leastways, nothin’
This ’ere game don’'t suit
you, Ben—you're gettin' ’'oarse,”

* It's enough to make me ‘oarse, ain't it?”
I grunted, as I turned away. .

The man laughed, and went off. And I
didn’t wait any longer.

I slipped to the barbed-wire {fence,
crawled through it, and then sped away
across the meadow towards Little Side. As
I approached this I went at a more sedate
pace, slowing down to a lumbering walk.
But I needn’t have bothered. 1 didn't meet
a soul all the while. And then, {fairly
quivering with intense inward excitement, I
arrived in thie old Triangle.

The lights were gleaming from all the win-
dows. 1 had got through the enemy lines,
and I was now right in the school grounds.
I proceeded to put my plan into execution.
The Triangle was deserted, and 1 slipped
across to the Ancient House, and tapped
gently on the window of one of the studies.
It was the study which was shared bv
Stevens and Simms, of the Fifth. *

In a moment the window was open.

“You look the

it to a T!”



“ What the dickens——'"" began Simms.

“Hush!" I Dbreathed. * Don't take
notice of my clothes—I'm Nipper!"

Simms stared in amazement,

“ What on earth are you having a game
at?" ha demanded.

“It's not much of a game,”
“I'm desperate, and I want your help!
suppose you know all about the siege?”

‘““ Rather!”  replied the Fifth-Former.

any

I replied.
I

“ The school’ C been talking about it all day.

In fact, we've been expecting you to sur-
render.’

“You'll have to expect in vain!"’ I said.
‘“We're not going to surrender—we're qou
to beat this last trick of Miss Trumble's.”

** Well, I hope you do, th.al:'s all,”” said the
Fifth-Former. ‘““But I don't sece what the
F¥ifth can do——"

“1’'ll tell you!" I interrupted. * We
must have food—we haven't tasted a bit
since yesterday——"

“Poor kid!" said Simms. “I've got a

pork pie in here, and you'd better wolf it

down at once—-"'

“Thanks, all the same, but I'd rather
not,"”” I interrupted. * I'm not going to eat
amthmrr till the sther fellows can eat, too.
Listen! 1 want the Fifth to collect all the
grub it can, and come outside. What you've
got fo do is to bring all the stuff as far as
the barbed-wire fence. and dump it through.
The more you can bring the better. The
commotion will bring our ,ghaps- up, and
they'll coon grab the stuff—"'

‘““ Hold on!” said Simms, * How can we get
any grub?”

“How?"” I rtepeated. ¢ What about all
the cuphoards? Haven't you got plenty of
stufl in" all the studies? Anything'll do for
now—anything to be going on with! Can’'t
vou understand that the chaps are starving?
Rush ronnd and tell all the other Fifth-form
«<hapas that they’ve got to make up the food
into parcels and to bring them along.”

I glanced round and felt thrilled.

“By jingo!" I added. *“Mrs. Hake's
shop i3 open. Leok here, I've brought some
motecy along—nearly ten quid! Take it,
and buy all the grub you can for it in the
tuck shop! Then tim I‘lith can rush it up
to the fence!”

‘ Sorry,”’ “ But it can't bhe
done.”

I stared.

“What do vou mean?” 1 asked.

“ Well, haneg it al!l., be reasonable,” said
the Fifth-former. ‘" You surely don't expect
‘us to mix curselves in your silly business?
We can’t be bothered to go and buy
grub——-"

““Can’'t be bhothered!" T exclaimed aghast
‘““ Do you mean to say that you won't help?
The Remove's starving! Haven’t you got
any feelings at all, you cad?” I added,
hotly.

“Don’'t bhe cheeky!” said Simms, frown'ing,
“T1t wouldn't take me two minutes to tell
Miss Trumble——" |

“Tell her!” I said contemptuously. “I

said E:mms.

|

|
|

]

[ don't
['ve been sacked!
anything to me, except mess 1) this plan.”

“I don't want to be nasty, hut it's too

belong to St. Frank's now, anyway!
Miss Trumble couldn't do

risky ! said Slmms. ' I'm n'ly sure the
Fifth wouldn't agree. buppr‘:‘nﬂ Miss
Trumble saw us? She'd drop on the Flfth
like a load of bricks.”

“Are you afraid of her, then?"” I asked
tartly. .

** No. but—"

“Will you go round to the studies, and

ask the other fellows if they'll help?” I in-
terrupted urgently. * Go on, Simms! DPer-
haps they won't look at in the same light!
This is just the time when the Fifth ought
to lend a hand. It's the crisis of the whole
position." '

Simms went off after a few moments. [
was amazed by his attitude. I had con-
fidently expected that the Fifth would be
only too pleased to render any pcssible
assistance. And then I got another shoci.
For Simms came back, after about five
minutes., and shook his head.

‘““ Nothing doing!” he said briefly.

*What do you mean?’ I asked.

“I've been to all the fellows—I've taken
a lot of trouble over you,” said the senior.
“*But it's no good. The Fifth all agree that
they can't interfere in your concerns. Miss
Trumble has got the upper hand, and if we
mix in now we shall only make things a lct
rorse. So you'd better clear off while you're
safe!™

And before I could speak, Simms clmed
the window.

I clenched my fists and gritted my teeth.

“Oh, the cads—the miserable, unfeelingz
cads!” 1 muttered fiercely. ** They cught
to be kicked for this!”

It was seldom that I had felt as furious
as - I did then. And I was bitterly dis-
appointed, too. I had been counting on the
Fifth—1I had been certain that they would
rally round in such an emergency as this.

And I was thoroughly disgusted.

But I was not beaten!

CHAPTER XII.
THE LAST CHANCE'!

O go back empty
handed was quite im-
possible,

Suehh a thing was
not to be thought of. Having
failed in my original scheme,

SRS owing to the weakness of the
Fifth, I had to get hold of ancther noticn.
But how? What could I do?

1 walked about the Triangle, keeping to
the black shadows, puzzling my brains as to
some method of accomplishing my cobhjeet.
If the Fifth had displayed any decency, they
could easily have carried the fcod as far as
the barhed-wire fence, as I sugeested. '

But how could I go to Mrs. Hake's shop,
and buy a big supply of grub and take it to

the famished garrison single handed? The
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thing was out of the question. And yet—
what was to be done?

As far as 1 could see, I should have to
fall back on the miserable expedient of
taking just as much as 1 could personally
carry. And this seemed ridiculous. I should
only be able to carry enough to provide each
fellow with a mouthful,

It hardly seemed worth while,

I should simply give them an appetite for
more, and make them more ravenously
lungry than ever. And while 1 was in this
state of mind, I racked my brains again and
again,

Would it he any good going to the Sixth?

But, after my experience of the Fiith, 1 |

did not think it worth while tc approach the
lordly members of the Sixth. As for the
fags, this was equally impossible. -

ut i

They might he ready enough,
wouldn't do.

The faecs would get into terribly hot water
—for Miss Trumble would drop on them with
awful violence. I couldn't drag the Third
into thie troubles of the Remove.

Who else was there? The servants? 'One
or two of the grooms or gardeners might be
able to carry something. But it was most
unlikely that they would comnsent—for dis-
covery would mean dizmissal.

For the first time during tire whole cam-
paigit T was nonplussed. There was food
everywhere—on every side of me! And yet I
couldn’'t take it to the {feliows who were
hemmed in in Fort Resolute.

And the very idea of going back without
anything was too awful for words. The
juniors would probably jeer at me, and throw
me over. And, in a way, they would be
justified.

Perhaps I could go to the village.
he able to——

And then I quivered as a new thought
came to me. The River House School!
Brewster and Co.! The juniors of the River
House would be only too willing to help.
They were pals cf ours,

“ What an ass I was not to think of this
before!” I muttered. ‘“*I've only got to go
to Brewster and his pals, and they'll Iend a
hand! We can buy plenty of grub in the
ygiluge and bring it up! By Jove! I'll do
it in
; {Iaving made up my :mind, I did not_hesi-

ate.

Delay would not do, for the shops in the
village ¢losed early. What a lesson it would
be to the Fifth! Possibly some of the River
House fellows might object—for their Head
had forbidden them to have anything to do
with the St. Frank’s rebels.

But I knew very well that I could rely
upon the iriendship of Brewster and his own
chumsg, And I was thrilling with fresh hope
as I gped across the Triangle and made m
way out into the lane. ‘

I started going down towards the village.
But. after a moment, I crouched in the
hedge. I had done this because a large motor-

I might
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was coming up the lane, and it was provided
with higz hcadlights.

And ! was rather an extraordinary spec-
tacle to gaz¢ upon. 1 did not want to
attract undue attention. 1 waited until the
motor-van came past, watching it with idle
curtosity. |

As the big van lumbered by, I recognized
it.

It was one of those bigz, cumhersome closed
vans, carrying a full load of biscuits. It was
a famous firm. And I knew from past ex-
perience that this van called at St. Frank's
every week for the purpose of delivering the
regular supply of biscuits.

Tlhe van passed on, reached the main gate-
way of the school, and then prcceeded to
turn round im a series of backward and for-
ward motions, 1 stcod there, watching—in
a faoginated kind of way.

It may be thought that I was wasting
time. DBunt was I? I saw the driver jump
down, and he went straigcht through the
And there the big
van stood, without anybody in charge of it.
The engine was still throbbing., It was as
though Providence had sent this chance right
into my hands.

It. seemed too good to he true.
certainly too good to be ignored.

A hig motor-van—absolutely fiiled up with
tins of biscuits! 1 knew by the very way in
vhich it had lumbhered along that it carried
a full load. The idea of it!

Hundredweights of biscuits—food in plenty!
True, there was not much variety., But bis-
cuits are glorious things to fellows who are
as hungry as hunters. And we could manage
to live on such a diet, for days on end, toco.
It would he monotonous, but what did that
matiter?

IFCJ»:*, then and there, I decided on a fresh
pian., -

Since this chance had been thrust before
my mnoze, I should have been an idiot if I
had ignored it. There stood the van, with
the engine running, and with the driver
round at the back of the school. My mind
worked quickly as I thought out the detaiis.

And I decided that it could be domne.

There was no sense whatever in wasting
time. The only thing was to act boldly, and
on the spur of the moment. By going down
to the River House I might succeed in obh-
taining fcod for the morrow. But here, In
this van. there were enough biscuits to last
four or five days! It would be Infinitely
hetter to take the risk. '

And so, without any further hesitation, 1
ran swiftly up the road. And I had only
come to my decision in the very nick of time.
As I arrived beside the lorry, I heard the

It was

driver coming across the Triangle. He was
whistling to himself, and had not the
slightest notion of impending disaster.

Quht:k a3 a flash I leapt up into the driving .
geat.

I had driven a lorry before now—and as
for e¢ars. I've had tons of experience. I didn’g
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even need to look at the controls. I in-
stinotively knew where they were.

And. just as the carman came ouf, I
shoved my foot on the accelerator. I lifted
out the cluteh, shoved in the gear, and
then slipped the cluteh back quickly. The
biz van literally leapt forward.

*“ What -the thunder <houted
driver wildly,

“ Sorry, old man, can't wait!” I velled.

He was running heside the van, waving his
arms and looking excited.

“ Stop!” he bhellowed.
icol! Do you hear me?
your neck-—"'

But he fell behind, for T had just (_!hn{i;:c-[l
gear, aid the van was now racing on Its way.

But oniy for a short distance.

About two hundred yards down the lane
there was a gate—and this led straighf into
the playving fields of the school. Even as 1
drove, 1 was wondering what would bhe the
best thing to do. If I pulled up and got
down to open the gate the driver would
arrive, and then my plan would be 1mpos-
sible. There was only one thing for it.

The gate would have to go!

And. with this idea in mind, I zet my tecth
arimly. It was neck or nothing now. My
desperate scheme was for the defeat or
victory of the Remove. If I failed, the Re-
move would fail—the great barring-out would
end in dismal collapse,

But il I won, what a dilference! 1 should
take relief to the starving garrison and Miss
Trumble's trump card would have failed. So
it can he easily understood that I did not
hiesitate.

The headlights were good ones, and 1 was
thankful for that. They revealed the wide
gateway, just ahead of me. I jammed the
brakes on, and then whirled the steering-
wheel round. The van careered round in a
wild curve, and made straight for the gates
like some charging Juggernaut!

the

“You mad young
Stop! You'll break

CHAPTER XIIL
THE RELIEP OF FORT RESOLUTE,

RASH!

The gate splintered
to matchwood as the
big van charged

through it. I am pretty well
sure that the comer was
turned on only two wheels,

Rl

It was rather a miracle that we didn’t cap-
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| size altopether. There was a series of wild
jolts, I was nearly flung out, and then I
found myself going across the grassland.

From behind came one or two faint
yells. The unfortunate driver was still chas-
ing behind, and I could easily understaund
his state of mind now. Not knowing any of
the ecircumstances, he prebably thought thal
[ was mad.

““ It's all right, old son!” T said softly.
“ There’s no need for you to worry! If
there’s any damage done, the school’ll have
to pay forit!"

I was absolutely gloating with victory
now.

"For I had a certain conviction that this
Intest plan was to succeed. I could not fee
how it weould fail—unless I capsized the vau
hefore rteaching the Fort. As I knew every
inch of the ground, this was not likely.

I accelerated, and in 2 moment or two the
van was going at full speed. It was a nosy
enzine, and kicked up a terrific spluttering
roar. And I added to the din by jerking
down the handle of the klaxon horn in a
kind of continuous motion.

The noise awoke tho echoes of the whele
neighbourhood.

The rebels in their stronghold could not
fail to fiear. At first the sound was a myz-
tery to them. Reggie Pitt was standing in
one of the trenches, talking to Tommy Wat-
son. They could see a brilliance in the dis-
tance, over the meadows and the playing-
fields.

“[ ean't make it out!" said Pitt, frown-
ing.. ‘““Look'! I'm hanged if there isn't a

” )

motor-van on Little Side!

“ Impozsible !’

“T tell you it's a fact!” said Pitt. ** Lonk
at it—you can't mistake those lights! It's
coming straicht across the grass in this direc-
tion. And just listen to the horn!™

“ The blessed thing must be out of con-
trol!" gasped Watson.

But Reggie suddenly: gave a whoop.

““ Hurrah!” he roared. “ I'll bet it's Nip-
pet‘!l!

“ Nipper!" velled somebody.

““ Gf course! He's coming with the grub!™

“ Oh, my hat!”

“ [t—it’s too good to be truc!”

“Who else could it be, then?"" shouted
Pitt.  Why is it coming along straight to-
wards us? And listen to that horn: It &
warning for us to clear out of the way.”

¢ Well, I'm blessed!"

The excitement was tremendous.

In the meantime, I was pretty full up with
work myeelf. The van was swaying ani
rolling, and now the great moment of the
whole mad career had arrived. |

Somelhow or other, I had managed to get



cut of the playing-fields. I had sent the
lorry hurtling through a low wooden fence.
She had gone throuafh beautifully, nearly
turning over on the other side, owing to the
rough ground. And row, trmght in front of
me, lay the big barbed-wire fence—the im-
pregnable barrier which Farmer Holt had
erected.

In order to get to Fort Rezolute, T had to
burst clean through the wire entanglements.
The lorry would do it, I knew. But how
should 1 come off? If any of those wires
drew taut as I smashed through, and caucht
against me, I should be cut to ribbons.

It was rather a risk, but I had to chance
it. There was a wind-sereen on the van, but
it was in a lowered position. 1 decided that
it would be foolish to slow down, for such
a thing would only prolong thie agony.

And, indeed, it was just poesible that 1
should stick bhalf-way through. It would hbe
far better to make on2 dash at it, and chance
everything,

So I =et my teeth,
to its widest extent.

And now 1 became aware of men running
up. Farmer Holt and his crowd had seen
what was taking place, and they were
alarmed, and probably f{furiouz. For they
must  have known that this was  some
desperate attempt to relieve the rebels. |

I hardly had time to look to right or to |
left. 'The barbed-wire fence was just in
front, and I rushed to meet it at full speed.
I heard the men shouting madly. And 1
knew that unless they stood elear the wire

and opened the throttle

would spring back and do them =ome
damage.
And then—swish—zurrrr! L
It was over in a fash. The van simply
hurled itself at the dfence. There wus a

most extraordinary =zound as the wires were
crumpled and twisted and {orn to shreds.
Instinetively, I had crouched low behind the
steering column. But it was all over almost
hefore I knew it.

One piece of wire caught me on the arm
as 1 whizzed by, but I didn't find out until
an hour afterwards that my skin had been
penetrated in a small gash., But this was
the only injury I sustained,

The barbed-wire fence was down—torn to
atoms in that section. And the lorry
careered on like something alive. But now
I slowed down. The ground was very hum-
mocky, and fast driving would prcbably
cause a sudden collapse. I made a bee-line
for the defence-works,. |

And, almost before I knew it,
trenches were reacied.

I tried to pull up, kut found that 1
couid not do so. And, rather to my as-
tonishment, the lorry leapt clean over it in
a couple of dizzy bounds. And then I was
right in the middle of the inner trench
system.

the outer

I jammed the brakes on in the nick of

Crash !

The gate splintered to
meatchwood as the big van charged

through it. | am pretty well sure
that the corner was turned on only
two wheels.

time. Even =0, one of the front wheels went
down a great lole, the lorry sagged, gave
a violent jerk, and came to a standsti!l—
stuck hard and fast.

“It’'s—it's not Nipper, all!” yelled
ITubbard excitedly.

“Isn’t it?” I shouted,
“You mustn’t take any notice of my
clothes, my sons—U’'m back! And T haven's
come back empty-handed! Pile in!”?

‘“ But—but—-"

*“ Biscuits!”” I roared. * Hundredweights
of ’em. Eat as many as you like now—but
we shall have to ration them aiterwards!
Didn’t I say that }'d be here with grub
before nine?"”’

** Hurrah !”?

** Good old Nipper!”’

‘“ Oh, good man!”’

The 7fellows danced round, almost mad
with excitement and joy. They tore at the
back of the van, wrenching open the doors.
And I remembered that 1 was in command,
aud I stared round.

““ Some of you chaps had better get in the
trenchez!” 1 shouted. * We mustn’t leave
ourselves unguarded! I'll sece that grub is
Frought to you within five minutes. IHolt
and his men are about, and we can’t take
any chances!”

Quite a number of the juniors had good
sense enough to obey my orders.

And before long the trenches were manned,
and a strict wateh was being kept. But

after

a: 1 jumped down.



ncither Mr. Jdiolt nor his men appeared.) empty. And inzide the barn we had stacks
They were probably getting zick of us by | of biscuit-boxes, all full up. We al:o found
this time. Once again their plans had been | to our delight that the load had included

ruined, two cascs of huge Dundee cakes and fout
J‘[‘lt# I E: slmkm*’* my hand warmly. cases of ginger-breads. QOur prize was even
*Old son, you're an abseoluty mivvy!" le | better than we had hoped for. :
declared hmrtlh And ail the rebels, fully satisfied after a
IH”"IH’-‘J hearty meal, were in the highest possible
“Well, T did my best,” I replied. ** Bis-| ¢pirits agpin.  They were at their posts

(Ulta von't be so very nice after the food | feeling wonderfully braced. As for Farmer
we've been having, but they're better thar | Holt and his minions, we saw or hear:l

nothing . uny day 01 the wee':!"” nothing of them. We didn't eare a snap
U By jingo! Rather!™ for the siege now.
Three cheers for Nipper!” It was as good as over., for we had a
‘ Hurrah! Hurrah!” plentiful stock of grub in hand.

ter that the fellows had their mouths teo And then, just before the St. T'rank’s bed-
fell to do any shouting. Tins of biscuits | time, Chubby Heath appeared out of the
were yanked out of the van by the dozen. darkness. He was burs ting with excitement,
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Tatty Little took a whole four-pound tin of y and explained that he simply had to come
ianm mixtures to himself—and T believe he | and tell us. |
got throngh thie whole lot. News had arrived at St. Frank's that all
The otlier fellows were as busy as they | the school Governors were coming down to
could be. And in the middle of it all the | hold a full public inquiry.
‘driver of the van came up. [ politely in- The news was just the last thing that
formed the unfortunate fellow that he was | was required to put a perfect finizsh to the
welcome to his van, but we should unlead | day.
it fiist. With rezard to pavment, he could We had beaten Miss Trumble when she had
apply to Miss Trumbie. And Le had to be | seemed certain of victory. And now came

satisficd with that. the news of this publie inquiry. We were
An hour later the camp was almost normal | absolutely confident that we should emerge
again, vietorious when the facts were cifted.

We had nelDPd the carman to get hiz van ‘The troubles of the rebel Remove were
out of the hole, and it had driveir off— | nearly over!
TIHYLE END.
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My dear Readers, .

From the events just described in tie narra-
tive above you will he anticipating to read
very soon of the end of the * Barring-Out ”
by the Remove against the lady Head and
her colleagues. And you will not he far
wrong, my chums, The failure of Miss
Trumble’s plot to starve the Juniors into
snbmission is the beginning of the end. News
of the great rebellion at St. Frank’s has
been spread far and wide. It has become the
topic of the hour throughout the whole
country. The newspapers are full of it and
Public Opinion seems greatly in favour of
the stand made by Nipper and his supporters,

THE ARMISTICE AT ST. FRANK'S

The governors of the school  lave
deluged with correspondence by
parents and others, and even they feel that
something must be done to bring an end to
the farcical state of affairs at St. Frank’s.
So with this object in view, the governors
are coming down in a boedy to the scnool
next week. There is considerable excitement
among the bellizerent parties as to the out-
come of this visit, Miss Trumble is beginuing
to fear that the stolid resistance of the
Remove may influence the governors against
her. She fecls that shie must get the rebels
back at the school at any cost. She there-

-

becn

indignant |

But
I must not tell you everything now, for you
will have an opportunity of reading all about

fore calis for a cessation of hostilities.

it in- next week’s exciting story—‘ THE
ARMISTICE AT ST. FRANK'S.”

STORY VOTING COMPETITION RESULT.

In this competition one competiter sent
i1 a correct liat of the stories in the order
as voted for by the aggregate votes of all
the competitors. The prize of a ** Twelve
Guinea > Model Steam Locomotive Engine
by Bassett Lowke, complete with Railway
Track, has thcrefore been awarded to the
winner:

t Mr. It. Duun, 160, Kingston Lane, Tedding-
on.

The fecllowing is the correct list as voted
for by competitors 1. THE SCHOOL WITH-
OUT MASTERS. 2. THE BRAND OF THE
BRUTE. 3. THE BOXING UNKNOWN. 4.
THE GHOST OF SOMERTON ABBEY. 5.
ARCHIE'S PANTOMIME FAIRY. 6. JACK
GREY'S TEMPTATION. 7. THE BOY
WHO COULDN’'T LIE.

KINDLY NOTE

Another thrilling story of Mervin Hume
will appear next week under the title of
** REPORTED DEAD!”

THE EDITOR.
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70 the average boy at St. Frank’s, Holt’s
Farm is a biot on the landscape, associated
with persecutions and feuds and bitter con-
tempt. It looks very peaceful in the picture
above and no one would think that in the
chbarming old house resided a man as vicious
in temperament as the white bull that
haunts his meadows, a man who dis nevegr
seen abhroad without his stock whip and
from whose harsh voice one seldom hears
anytlyiing but abuse. Unfortunately, the
meadows of Holt's Farm are adjacent o
those of the school and lie between the
Iatter and Bellton Village, from which it iz
only half a mile distant. There is a short
cut between the village and the =school
across Farmer Holt's meadows. Needless

to say, in spite of its being out of bounds,
many of the boys use this short cut in their
frequent visits to and from the village.
should Farmer Holt catch them there is
sure to be trouble, and as this happens
very often, it can be easily undelstood that
the relations between the irascible farmer
and the boys at St. Frank's are continually
strained. Thus in the present exciting days
at the school, Miss Trumble had not far
to 2o to find a willing lieutenang in Farmer
Holt to drive the rebels out of their strong-
hold. Now that the Headmistress has offered
to-sell the fields oacupied by the Juniors to
Farmer Holt, the battle now being waged
is not only for the honi>ur hut the preserva-

tion of St. Frank's.
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every movement of the body
without chafing or hurting.
We make it to your measure,
and send it Yo ybou on a strict
guarantee of satisfaction or money refunded, and

“we have put our price s0 low that anybody, rich

or poor can Luv it., Remember, we make it to
your order—send it to you—you wear it—and if it
does not satisfy you, you send it back to us, and
we will refund yourmoney. That is {the way we do
business—always absolutely-on the square—and we
have sold to thousands of people this way for the
past ten years, Remember we use no salves, no har.
ness, no lies, no fakes. We just give_ you a straight
business deal at a reasonable price. Write at once
for our JIllustrated Booklet. -
BROOXKS APPLIANCE CO.,LTD., (1876A),
80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2.

ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

of meeting people, mixing in company, going to
social gatherings, dances, etc.? Do you lack Self-
Confidence, suffer from Nervous  Fears, Depres-
sion, Blushing, Timidity, or Sleeplessness? Be-.
come Self-Confident, full of Courage,-.bright and
‘happy by sending immediately 3 penny  stamps
for particulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening
Treatment, GUARANTEED CURE OR MONEKEY
REFUNDED. GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH., Ltd.,
43, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London,

HoHOHONONONONONOEoE
YOURS FOR {/a
. Deposit

AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY

Special Offer of High-grade Registered
Professional Italian Model.

MELODEONS

Superfine Solo Melo-
deoD ; handsome
Polished Cabinet,
with 12-fold Metal-

a?aaﬂ&b )
A AREN]

bound Bellows; 10[H
Keys and ¢ Bass [
Chords. This instru- §
ment is the acme of - |g:
perfection in  con. Rees
gtruction and a § -

magnificent example
of carcefully studied
musical detail, un-
equalled for excellence of tone

and power. 1/- De-
posit only is required, and we will dispatch this
Superb Melodeon to your address, If entircly to your
satisfaction, balance is payable 3/- on receipt, and
&/- monthly until 35/- is paid—or complete balance
within 7 davs 30/-, making Cash Price 31/-only.

J.A. DAVIS & Co. (Dept.838), 26, Denmark
Hill, Camberwell, London, S.E.5.

BOHOEIEOBGHOHOBOMOT

' 50 WAR & ARMISTICE FREE to “

-applicanta for Blue Label Appro’s. Enc.
post. Mention Gift 501.—B. L. CORYN,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Keut,

- switches, etc.,

\

@ YOURS FOR 1/-

Handsome full-sized Gent's
Lever Watch sent upon receipt
of 1/-. After approval send 1,6
more: the balance may thip be
paid by 5 monthly instalments
of 2/- each, Guaranteed 5 years.
Chain offered Free wilth every
watck, Wrist Waiches, ele., on
same terms.- Cash -returned in
full if dissatisfied. Send 1/- now
to Simpson’'s Ltd., (Dept.
) 94, Queen’'s Road,
Brighton, Sussex.

‘A Self-Filling Vulcanite Fountain Pen
FREE TO ALL PURCHASERS.

YOUR CINEMA wiil give clearer and larger
pictures when our
new safety wmodel

L acetylene generator
i and burney .is used.

i Self-regulating Gen-
1 erator made in hcavy
brass. Post

e No. 2, 30 c.p. 3/6, 4d.

: ) No. 3. 50 c.p. 4/6, 4d.
QQA,IT{IU cip,BGJS, 6d.
: v o Ng. 5, Triple Burners,
Adjustable to fit any Cinema. %gc““p. 13'6,'1;-:.5;{- 4
ELECTRICAL OUTYIT. Comprising §-volt
motlor, miniature lighting sect, cable, batterics,
5/6, posh 6d.

Illustrated Catalogue Post Free.

BENNETT BROS., 5, Theobald’'s Roaqd,
Holborn, London, W.C.1.

e

Be sure and mention ¢ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ” when communi-

”

cating with advertisers,
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y Yours for Bd-
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N THE GREA

: EATEST BARGAIN
(| TERMS ever. put before the
) British » Public.. by . one "~ of

N. LONDON'S ‘ OLDEST-ESTA B- X
tzu, LISHED Mail Order' Houses. t"
\

A\ An absolutely FREE

& Free of a Solid Silver English [

W Hall-marked Double Curb Albert, ¥
with Seal attached, given FREE ;)’
with every Watch. ... -« i \'r}
SRS Speclﬂcatmn' ,Gent's Full-mza
: . Keyless. Lever Watch, improved \'
- = action; ftted patent recoil cliek, ...')
nro\'{ntmv = breakage of main
spring by overwinding, .- .. : g:-

10 YEARS’ WARRANTY. ‘&:‘
o

['it-gf“’ Scnt on.receipt of 6d.
deposit; after approval e‘

- send "1/6, more. .. he - k
balance .mayw th.1 be -»,

-~ paid“by 9 monthly pay: (S
monta of 2/« each. Cash
refunded in full if dis-
satisficd, Send 6d. now
g =~ - ' “aw i
J. A. DAVIS & CO.
y - (Dept. B87),
26,

i\ ' Denmark Hill,

: \\ London, S.E. 6
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MAGIC TRICKS etc -—Parcels 2/86, 5!& - Yen.
triloquist's . Instrurgﬂnt Invisible, Imitate Birds.
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.—T. W, HARI}ISON, 239,
Pentonville. Road London, N.1.-

£2,000- Worth of Cheap Job Photographic
Mater_:al ‘Cameras, etc. Send at once for
Catalogue "and - Samples Free.— HACKETTS
WORKS, July Road, Liverpool, E.
yourself

Stop Stammering ! {" o

t:ruhn FREE.—-FRANK B. HUGHES, 17,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1l. ¢ .

'GUT - THIS OUT.

I‘he Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d

Send 7  of these Coupons with only. 2/9, direct to
“the I‘leet . Pen ,Co.,' 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4." You  will I‘E"-(‘E'IH'.‘ by return a splendid
British-Made 1ld4ct: Gold Nibbed - ]:lcc-l ‘Fountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, . Medium, : “Broad - nib).-
1f only one coupon is seaf, the prlce is 3/9, 2d.
being allowed for each .extra coupon up to six.
(Pocket Clip 4d.)" Satisfaction guarantced or cash
returned. Special New . Offer; Your Own
Name in gilt letters on either pen for 1/- extra.
Lever S‘elf-ﬁlllng Satety Model, 2/- extra.

0070

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

;’VIKWIK takes all the
i terror -from Rheumatism,
. Neuralgia, Sprains, or
anything with an ache or
pain in it. Soothing and
cooling it penetrates im-
mediately, healing achin
and inflamed muscles and
w Eiving instant and lasting
relief. Get a bottle now;:
Price 1,'3 and 3;’- from Boots, Taylor’s, (‘hemisTs
and Stores, or direct from The Vikwik Go 3

(Desk 33) 27 Store Streat W.C.1.

TKWIK -

LINIMENT

. THE FAMILY LINIMENT FOR |

Rheumatlsm Chilblains _ __ I-umbago
Neuritis Sprains Gout -a 5 -
Sore Throat Nerve Pa:ns Bruwesﬁ'x
Neuralgia Cramp . Backacha
s

d ey wmsl.sss

H SIMPUFIED .-

Y sta SET. el
The mysterhs oi’ wir&*lesa
-~ .» made clear. ;
WIRELBSS I‘OR
ALI- 6d.,and lts lellM
SIHPLIEIED WIRE-
- LESS,=1/-. v
At all hookgellers or 1/9
post free from :— Rt Y

"RADIO PRESS, 3, Davereux*.’Bld’gs W.C.2.

SELF-conscmu‘SNEss*’u*

' - LUSH'NG SHYNESS, - TIMIDITY.,

U Simple 7-day Permanent Home (ure
- for either Bex. “rile at_once, « and.
get . full particulars > quite - FREE-
prwately —-U.J.D., 12 All Samtl
N A Bdl. ST ANNESLON'BBA

- AP iy

. If
DON'T BE SHORT, 1,78 21 tniee 0 v

height by the Glrvan Scientific Treatment.’ Student;
report from 2 to 5 inches increase. Results quite’
permanent. Send P.C. to-day. for particulars, and’
our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept. AMP.,
17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4.- -

'MONEY M.&CHINE.,Startlmg. ingenious amaz-

ing, puzzle, greatest Hoax 'yet.- See your . .friends’
eves protrude and their ears wag w hlle you, uncon-
cerned, are apparently < printing - genuine - £1
Treasury Notes like hot cakes. « Only a limited
supply _of these fm sale, 2/- P.0.—The Nibsol Co.,

(Dept. A.P.),”132," King . Edward’s Road, B'ham.

Don’t Be Bullied! 77 shmes one

dérful Japanese Art
of -Self-Defence without Weapons, For,small boys
and men (also women). Send NOW.Four Penny:
Stamps - for - Splendid - Illustrated . Sampla
Lessons, or 3/6 for -Large Portion of Coursa,

'Dept. N.L., School of Jujitsu, 31, Golden

Square. . Regent. St.. London, W.1. - 3

All you require " Boots, Suits, (‘mlumns
Raincoats, Overcoats, Accordcons, “ntchos Rings,
Clocks, ct(‘..frnm M-monthly. Catalogue free Home
or Abroad:—Masters, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE.

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated. Press (1922), Ltd. Tha

Farringdon, Street, London,

6/6 for six months. Abrmd 11/- pcr annum ;

Africa: The Central News Agoncy, Limited.
Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and

No. 405.

Fleetway .House,

"E. L 4.

5/6 for six
Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand:
for Canada: The Imperial News Company, Limited. :

Inland,” 13/-

Subscription Rates:
Sole Agents

per . annum
months,

for “Souwth.
Messra.,

DY March, 10, 1923.



