SHALL ST. FRANK'S BE RUN BY WOMEN ? SE5.TH!S WEEK's
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Every . trench -was. a mini-
ature river, We were bheing # §
gradually flooded out of our 5
positions. 3
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Wil!y peeped round the hush, and gazed at a few men who were hard at work on a
patch of ground not more than thirty yards away. As he watched he grew sud.
denly excited, Co ik
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-4 Another fine story of the
“wi rebellion at St. Frank’s.
| Victory at last is within
f sight of the Remove. The
_ attempt to starve the juniors
4 into - submission having
failed, a deadlock has been -
reached. Ev day of in-
action brings Miss Trumble
nearer defeat. News of the
chaos resulting from ‘the
lady Head’s administration
A ‘has at last reached the ears
" of the governors, and they
are expected to wisit the
school within the next few
days. Events are therefore
moving towards a crisis.
Miss Trumble is begin-
‘ning to fear that she will be
compelled to resign unless
she can restore order before
the governors arrive, She
o~ 1s at her wits’ end to deal
with the situation. Only

one thing is possible, and that is io call a truce to arrive at a

temporary settlement.

But this is not the end,

for Miss. Trumble

means to make one more desperate attempt to retain her position
- at the school, as you will read in the following story.

CHAPTER I.
¢ THE GALLANT BAND!

Ss ICTORY!” said Reggie Pitt.
“In large and considerable
chunks!”’ agreed Archie Glanthorne.

““That is to say, laddie, huge
quantities of triumph will shortly proceed
to surge over the entire Remove. Good!
In other words, bally good! Absolutely!”
‘“ All's quiet, and all’'s well!" grinned Pitt.
*“The battle front is at peace. The cannon

. THE EDITOR.

have ceased to roar, and the barrage ==
lifted!" _ '

““ Absolutely!” said Archie, nodding. *‘In
about fifteen seconds, old darlings, the jolly
old armistice will be signed. Then we shall
’have' peace and revelry and all that kind of
ot ‘

The two juniors were standing in the front
line trench facing Fort Resolute. All was
guiet in the war zone, ard the March sun
shone dowu brilliantly on the scene. 1t was
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quite early morning—so early, in fact, that
only a few rebels were on the move.

All the sentries were on duty, of <ourse,
and Archie Glenthorne strolled out, blithe
and gay, in order to puass a cheery word or
itwo with the lads of the village—as ne
insisted npon calling them.

As far as we could sce, the war was nearly
QVer.

And there could be little doubt that we
should he able to dictate the terms of peace
''he enemy had done everything pessible to
drive us out of our strong position—and the
enemy had fajled.

As Commander-in-Chief of the rebel forces,
I was feeling very light-hearted. As Reggic
had told me, I deserved to pat myself on the
back for the manner in which 1 had conducted
the whole campaign. DBut this was a gym-
nastic performance which 1 made no attempt
to accomplish.

I was certainly feeling very elated at the
manner in which events had gone.

There is no nced for me to go into a
pile of details about the business. The
Remove Form at St. Frank’s was in rebellion
—had heen for quite a time. We had ceized
the old bLarn behind Little Side, had con-
verted it into a fortress, with a coumplete
trench system encireling the entire strong-
Lbld.

And although the enemy had resorted to

all sorts of tricks and subterfuges to drive
us out, we were now in a stronger position
than ever. But the last attack of all had
come very near (o bringing us to the point
“of surrender. _
“ The eitemy was no less a person than Miss
“Jane Trumble—the self-appointed Head mis-
" tress of St. Frank’s., She was also the
" Chairman of the Board of “Governors, and
a few weeks carlier she had descended upon
St. Frank's like a ton of bricks. Having
npset all the masters, including Dr. Staflord
himself, they resigned as a protest.

And Miss Trumble, to everybody's amaze-
ment, had taken control herself—and, what
wag nearly as bad, had women installed In
the place of all the masters. Petticoat rule
had held sway until St. Frank's was {ed up
ta the neck.

And as the Remove had ‘ copped out”
more than any other Form, the Kemove had
taken action. ;

In fact, it was always the Remove that did
take action in an aflair of this kind. The
facs were too young, and the Fifth and
Sixth were too lordly. So it was up to the
lemove to save the entire school.

That’s what we were doing. |

We had rtebelled against Miss Trumble s
authority, and had refused to come back
until we had a solemn promise that the
"masters would return. And we had stuck
to our guns through thick and thin. |

There had been
and adventures, culminating i a pig siege
of the Fort. Miss Trumble had descended
.10 ¢heap trickery in order to get the- hest
of us, and it had availed hier nothing.

"~ Fiuding it impossible to keep her dignity

| sold the meadows to Farmer

all sorts of excit-ements'
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and to attack us at the same time, she had
Holt. And
Farmer Holt had literally brought an army
of farm lajourers and roughs on the scene.
We had not feared them, and had rather
revelled in the excitement. .

But the siege had been toych and zo.
Owing to the rank carelessness of Fullwood
and Co.. the enemy had crept in, and had
stolen all our food. Then we had discovered
that the whole position was surrounded and
fenced in. We couldn’t get out—we were
being starved into submission, _—

When most of the fellows were on the
point of surrendering—for hunger makes
weaklings of us all--1 had gone out on a
desperate expedition. 1 didn’t know what
I was going to do—but 1 had to get food.

I got it.

I seized a motor-van load of biscuits, and
dashed at full speed through the enemy lines
—arriving in the very centre of our own
defence system. And now the Remove had
food in plenty.

Of course, Miss Trumble had planned the:
affair. She had failed, and we should not be
caught napping again. On the top of this,
we had learned that all the other school
governors had decided to come to St. Frank's
and hold an inquiry.

Rumours had been getting about--para-
vraphs had. appeared in the newspapers—and
in the neichbhourhood there was guite a big
sensation. 1t was not good for the name oI -
the school that these stories should get to
the ears of the general public.

So the governors had decided on this
inquiry.

Miss Trumble would not dare to let them
find the Remove in a state of rebellion when
they arrived. It would be a significant in-
dication of her own misrule.

‘And so we were fully satisfied that victory
would shortly be ours. Having played her
last trump card, the Headmistress’s only
course now was to capitulate with as good a
grace as possible.

Because the Remove was
position.

We had food enough to last us for at
least four days—and during this time we
could easily make fresh arrangements for
further supplies. Farmer Holt was getting
tired. too. He couldu’'t afford to have his
men watching at defences night and day.

So we should have plenty of opportunities
to make new arrangements. ;

Handforth and Co. appeared from For
Resolute—which, of course, was really an old
thatched barn. Handforth was leoking very
important and self-satisfied. He usually did.

“ Well, you chaps, what about it?” he
asked genially.

- ““What about what?" said Pitt.

“ Any signe o.f.ﬁprrender yet?”” asked theo
leader of Study D. ‘‘ Hasn’t Miss Trumble
sent an envoy to say that we can A&ll. go.
hack—and that the masters will be re-
instated?” :

**Not a sign yet,” said Bob Christing,

in a strong
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¢* Huh!"
buck up!”
““"'What will you do il she doe

Pitt.
I do?”

“*'Whaé will
“Tl tell you what T'il do! T'll give her
unti! nine o'clock, and if nothing has
happened by theu. I'll jolly well murci:
seraight to the school, and tell her she's
got to surrender. I'll put it to her straight.
1 chuckled.

‘*“That's very

zniffed Handfortl.

.8 ]

esn’t Y grinned

repeated Handiocth.

interesting, old son,”” 1 re-
marked. ** When were you appoiated to the
position of Command-in-chief”"”

‘“Eh?" |

“You seem to be mukiug zrour 1:[;111:1. and
aiving vour orders,” 1 went on, ‘1 thought
~erhaps you'd jeen dreaming——""

“Oh. don't rot!" growled Handforth,
* Strictly speaking, 1 ought to have bheen
tn command long ago—but 1 don't want to
7;aush you out, Nipper. Taking everything iuto
consideration, you haven't done so had.™

“ Thanks awfully!” I said gratefully.

“ Don't mention it!"” exclaimed Handforth,
wraving his hand. * Of course, you've made
syme hloomers—but none of us are perfect.
+m mnot jealous, either. As long as you
“naven't made a mess of the whole business,
I don't mind. I think we're pretty certaln
of victory now. Of course, if I had taken
-cr}mmand ﬁrst, it would all have heen over
long ago,.’

“ Of course it would,” agreed Pitt solemnly,

“Oh, vyou admit I could have done the
trick, then?’’ said Handy. )

“1It wotild have been over—and we should
bave been suffering tortures under petticoat
rule again,”” explained Pitt blandly. **'The
fact is, vou would have made such a hopeless
muck of the whole game that we shouldn't
have lasted a single giddy day.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The expression on Handforth'’s face wasz
comical.

““You—you -~rotters!” said Handforth
bitterly. “ I'm not going to get wild—that's
- aimply a waste of breath. But I think you
chaps ought to be ashamed of yourselves!”

e stalked off in a huff, and the rebels

fowled. Handforth's dignity was aitways
distinctly anrusing.
“@ood old Handy!"  chuckled Pitt.

“ There's not much wrong with him—but he
always thinks he’s being tre.lted badly. Well,
let's h{)pe that this whole husiness is soon
over.’

‘““ Rather!” agreed Jadk Grey.
tired of it.”

And, truth to tell, most of the other fellows
were tired, too. The warfare had lasted
just long enough—if it went on, things
would become monotonous. We were all now
eager to get back to normal conditions—-
with the Head in his proper place, and with
Nelson Lee in commmand of the Ancient House,
and Mr, Stockdale in command of the College
"House—with Mr. Crowell presiding over the
Remove in the Form-room.

And we were anxious to zZet back to [oot-
ball, tco. We had missed severa! important

“I'm gefting

 She'd hetter]

‘I've got nothing to do!
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T

and 1t was
the seazon.

matches,
end of
hiali-holiday booked rlght up from now cu-

getting on towards the
We should hawve every

wards to the eud of
plete our fixture list.

And so we waited—mapy of us guazing over
towards Little Side, and the schoo!. We were
expecting some move from Miss Trumble
There wus a growing conviction among all
the rebels that this was the last day of the
war.

Were we right, or had Miss Trumble
attother card up her sleeve?

—— e

CHAPTER IL
FATIY'S 3CECIAL BREAKFAST!

ATTY LITTLE
round fum
- golately.

“Roften!”
grunted. “I'm jolly well
dished out of my job! It's
all very well, having biscuibs
by the ton—but what the dickens can a cook
do withh biscuits? Great pancakes! Oh, for
a 200d old bloater! Oh, for some nice, juicy
L:pperm

*This chap's never satisfied!” said C(Cecil
De Valerie. ** Yesterday he was starving. and
nearly on the point of death, and this mora-
ing he's fairly surrounded by griubh, and yet
he can't do anything else except grumble !
[ think we ought to put him in the. guard-
room, and starve him again!”’

Fatty Little glared.

“Don't be funny!” he snorted. * I'm not
grumbling at the grub But just think ol
my position! I'm the camp cook—the chap
who's provided you with stews and puddings
and bread and all the rest o* it. And now
I can't cook tins

werm in order Lo com-

stall

gazed
dis¢on-

he

of biscuits, can I?"

““ Well. hardly,” agreed De Valerie. 1
suppose it's a bit rough on you, Fatty. Buu
it'll be all right—your job’s practicaily over,
in any case. By this evening we shall all be
back in the school, and things will be goinyg
on in the same old way."”

Fatty Little's eyes gleamed.

“ By garavy,” he breathed. *“ [ hope s0!
['m simply dying for some of Mrs. Hake's
special beet patties! I've forgotten what it's
like to taste™u pork pie! I've lost the flavour
of smoked haddock! And as for old Binks’
cream f:mm-—I'd cive ten bob for a couple ou
the spot!l’

And Fatty stood there, clasping his hands,
and 2azing dreamily into the distance, his
mind full of cream buns and jam tarts ana
other delicacies which generally adorned the
village tuck shop. .

And Fatty sighed. They were only In Tis
mind. He would have much preferred to
have them in a more solid form. And the
thought of going buack to normal cundjtmnu
bucked him up wonderfully,

He —moved about among tae biscuit tins,
opening one after the other, and sampling
the coatents. After that he set out the
rations [or the cadets, It was practically
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breakfast #¥me, and we had already decided
upon a fixed amount of bhiscuits for every
fellow,

Fatty, of course, was an exception. It wns
no good giving him a ration. Unless he had
all he required,.he would not be comforted.
Some of tlie iuniors declared that the bis-
cuits would all be gone by the end of the
day—because Fatty swouldn't stop eating,
once he started. ﬁut I didn't worry., We
had plenty of stock.

"Fatty was in the middle of a large -chunk
of gingerbread—for our capture included
some boxes of gingerbread and Dundee cake
—when he suddenly came to an 1hrupt halt
in his chewing.

“ Great bloaters!” he murmured.

“ What's the matter?" aszsked cne
others, '

“1've got an ideal”

‘““ About grub?”’

“ Rather!” said Fatty, his eyes gleaming
By chutpey! It's a2 stunner! I'm. going
to provide you chaps with some real break-
fast, after all! What about some roup?”’
A 'Ja:‘le out of biscuits?”

“ Don't be a fathead!" exclaimed the eamp
¢o0ok. “ There are plenty of plain biseuits
that we can soak in the soup, and that’ll be
gorgeouas. I'll make i huge boiler full—
enough for everybhody.’

“y expect it'll he that thin soup that you'
read about in ancient times!" said Arm-
strang. “ In fact, it'll be =0 thin that it’l}
be nothing but hot water!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

. .Fatty looked round, grinning.

“.All -right—just wait!” he said mysteri-
ously. ‘““You needn't think I'm- dished!
I'm a eook; I've got all sorts of brainy
ideas. And by the time I've finished this
soup, you'll say it's the hest you've ever
tasted!”

Nubody could understand exacily
Fatty meant. _

He vanished somewhere. He was ohserved
going down ope¢ of the trenches, aud then
somehody saw him c¢rawling out into the
grass. But as io what he was doing, the
juniors were quite in the dark.

“The ass won't ke able to find anyvthing
to make soup out of,”" grinned Griflith. 1
expect he's got some idea of vegetables.
But vou can'vy make soup ouat of grags and
thistles—"’

“I've got it!"”
‘““ Rabbits!"’

“ What?"

“ Rabbits!"
one yesterday,
holes at the back.
cateh one. 1 say,
know!"’

“ Rather!” agread Goodwin. *“ Even if he
only gets one, it'll make some chanpion
goup, with plenty of flavouring.”

‘““And the ass thinks we don’t know!”

grinned Owen major. *“‘ It's a wonder to me
that nobody else thought ol catching rab-

i the

what

interrupted Singleton.

repeated Singzleton. T saw
dodging about near those
I'll bet Fatty's trying to
that's a good wheeze, you

bits, But I'm very doubtful if Le'll be able § ready,

o

that the soup would be for dinuﬁr.

to ‘.r?unceed.' Rabhits need a hit of collar-
ing !’ |
Most of the juniors were down by this
time, and they lost po time in getting husy
on the biscuits. They saw no reason why
they should wait fnr Fatty’s pl‘OhlEl]‘l&thﬂlq
soup. If 1t developed into zomethimg sub-
stantial, there wonuld still he plenty of room
foir it afterwards,

The life of the camp went on as usual.

The guard was changed, and fresh fellows
came on duty. Others were released for. o
period of freedom which "they thoroughly %
appreciated. And Fa#ty Little arrived back
—fiushed, but obviously triumphant,

He carried with hifi a small canvas bag—
and it bulged.

“Got it?"” inquired Singleton, with &
chuckle.

“Got what?” .
“That rabbit?"

“Why, you—you otter!"" =said Fatty.
“Who told you I went out to cateh a
rabbit 2"

*“ There was nothing else you counld eateh,”
replied Singleton. ** All right, my son, geb
busy on it. Nobody will grumble if you pro-
duce a_ good old bojler full of rabbit-soup.
It'll slide down lovely,”’

Fatty grinned, and in a very short time
he was busy. But he decided, .after™ all,
It wpuhl
give him more chance to make it thoroughly.
And breakfast was over, in any case. Be-
sides, soup was more suitahle for dinner.

In the meantime an anxious looKk-out wis
kept for the expected enemy envoy.

But no sign came from Miss Trumble.

The moruing dragged slowly by. As far
as we could see, we were forgotten—we were
left entirely to ourselves, as though we
didn't exist. We could see the school build-
ings in the distance, but throughont the
ent-;_re niorning we did not cateh sight of a
soul. -

Even Farmer Holt and his men had gone—
at least, they had withdrawn to a point
where they were beyond our observation.
We took no risks; we did not venture out.

As I explained to the fellows, we had to
keep within our trenches: it was more im-
portant now than ever bhefore. On the very
verge of victory we could not afford to tako
any rash chances.

One or two scouting parties went out a
short distance, as far as the bharbed wire
fence which entirely surrounded our position.
But they came back, reporting that all was
quiet and silent. And many of the juniors
began to get doubtrul.

Wouid Miss Trumble surrender, after all?

In the midst of ihese doubts and queries
there came a violent diversion. Several
juniors reported that a most appetising
odour was proceeding from the barn. FEatty
had cleared merybmlv ont. He wgquldn’t }gjf.
a singie junicr enter. He was COOL, and 1
meant to be compiete master of his mw.n
department. He was getting a surprise
and the juniors waited with much
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expectation. smell from the bara was
luscious.

‘““ Rabbit soup!" exclaimed Griffith, smack-
ing his lips. “ I don't care for rabbit, as a
rule, but the very thought of it makes my
mouth water now. That only proves what
starvation can do! If we went far euough,
I dare say we could eat rats!”

“Or frogs!” said Armstrong.

Griffith shuddered.

“If T was on the verge of starvation, 1
misht manage a couple of rats; but don't
talk about frogs!™ he said, shivering.
“ Ugh! Just fancy! Those people in
France eat frogs as a matter of course—--"

“Dry up!’ roared Singleton. *' Do you

want to 'make me sick? The thought’s
eur}u;:h for me."”

The juniors dried up, and very soou altecr-
wards Fatty appeared at the door of the
barn with an empty tin. He proceeded to
Bammer the bottom of this with a stick.

“ Dinner!” he roared triumphantly.

The rush that followed seemed to indicate
that the Remove was stiil in a starving con-
dition. The fact was, biscuits were all very
well; but the thought of some good hot soup

put all the fellows iuto a fever of im-
patience. They wanted to get buasy oa the
job.

“My hat!" said Handforth, as he strode
in. “If it tastes as good u«3 it swmells, we
ahall have to give Fatty a medal! There's
a most appetising niff about it!"”

i (13 Good !tr

“ Serve it Dou't

much!”’
" The juniors were eager and happy as Fabty
thtle, with the nqsnstance of three or four
cthers, proceeded to dish up the soup. ‘The
basinsg were soou filled and handed round,
steaming hot.

Fatty had a final taste—about -half a
basin full. \

“ (forgeous!” he announced. *‘ Good enough
for a giddy king!”

. **1 should say -so!’" agreed Singieton, hav-
ing a taste. “ I say, this is great! But
I'd never helieve it was made from rabbits )

It tastes too good for tlmt’

““ Rather! agreed Griflith,
fuls, ‘ Best soup I['ve had

out, mnkie. saubber so

Letween spoou-
for weeks! |1

can't quite get the flavour, but it's too
lovely for words!”
Handforth paused in lLis meal.

“1 don’t want to say too much, because
Fatty might get swelled head,” he remarked.
“ But 1've got to admit that this soup is
absolutely thumbs up! There’s a flavour
about it that fairly grabs hold oif you! |
hope there's plenty more.”

“ Gallons!"" said Fatty, proud and de

lighted.

The juniors voted the dinner to he a huge
suceess. Naturally, the rebels enjoyed it fur
more than they would have done under or-
dinary circumstances. They hadu't tasted
any soup for many days, and after the

recant dict of dry biscuita and cold water,
well, anything hot and savoury we2s accept-
able.

‘N

“By the way, how many rabbits did
cateh?” asked Siungleton.

“ Rabbits!" grinued Fatty.
no rabbits in here.”

The diners paused and stared.

" No rabbits!” said Griffith. ** Then what's
the soup made of? You must be a bit of
marvel :

““ Rats!"" said Fatty.

“ Rats!"” howled Handforth wihllv drop-
ping his sonp- ha-uu with a crash. * Do you,
mean to say we've been eating rat soup?”

* Ha, ha, hal’

“ No, yvou dotty
“ [ said * Rats ' to GrifMith.”

“ Thank goodness!"” breathed Handfortto
1 thought——"

I'fl'Hl

“There are

chump!” snorted Tatty.

‘Blow what you thought!™ interrupted
the camp cook. “(Can’t you trust me bo
give yvou some really good, decent soup!?

AL

do vou?
said Handy. * You’d

You dou't think I'd hoil rats,

“Thal's just it!"
l_:uil auvthing!”

" Wedd, vou can rely on me to know what’s
xood ! t-tnlumeri l'.nttt. as he went on with
his dinner. This is a special 30up—a kind
of mixture. [ had some once at a Con
tinental restaurant in London. 1t was lovely,
andd 've alwayvs meant to make some sinee."

“Well, what's it made of?" asked
Grithich, as he devoureda the last spooniui.

“Irogs, of course,” said Fatty calmly
“Frogs, and a pretty good numher of
snails. I found ’em down in the ditch——-"

“Frogs!” howled Griffith, with a gulp.

“ Snails!” roared Singleton.

Crash! Crash! C(Crash!

Basin after basin fell to the floor as the
dismaved  juniors  listened to the dread
words. Fortunately, I had ot partaken,
although 1 came in just then with Archie,
wondering who was smashing up the hdppy
home

“ Yea, that's it."

went on Fatty. “{
tasted the

tuff iu a French restaurant first.
Frogs' legs, you know. They're rippineg,
fried! But I wanted to make n lot, so |
thoueht soup would be better.”

Y Is—id this true?’” asked Singleton feebly

“0Of course it is."

** Honour bright?”

* XYea.”
“ Oh! Oh!" groaned Griffith. “ I've heen
drinking  irogs! I've been eating boiled

soails! Quick! Leme get outside!”

He was not the only junior who made a
wild dash for the exterior. The fellows had
enjoyed the soup all right, under the serena
impreszion that it was made from rabint.
But the awful truth was too much, Their
stomtachs ecouldn't stund it.

| won't go into painful details. But ten
minutes later sone of the fellows were feel.
g juat well enough to crawl back. They
were led by Handiorth.- Calmly, grimly,
they went to the great boiler. There was
still plenty of soup ]tlt-—-f.tlﬂj' cool by mow.
The jiniors shuddered as they ecame ueur
hut by a manly eifort they seized the botle

Vatty rolled un in alarm.
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*Hi!'" he exclaimed. * What's the idea

Ll ) TR AL
Nywish!
With

roared Handforth,

one . accord, the juniors Ilifted the
hoiler. The entire contents were emptied on
the top of the unfortunate Fatty. e fairly
wallowed in his own soup—and the boiler
wius left over his head. He sat on the floor,
Literally obliterated.

Aund the juniors, gulping afresh, fled. They
feit- that they had done everything posthe
under the circumstances. -

Aud in future they would stick to biscuits!

e ———

CHAPTER 111
MISS TRUMBLE'S DECISION!

1SS JANE TRUMBLE
was looking  grave
and troubled. .

She was sitting at
the desk in her own 5tu¢ly at
St. Frank's. Her face was
rather drawn and worried-—it
angular enough at the best of times.
a light of defiance in her

was
There was still
eyes, but it was dying out somewhat.

There were two other people in the study,

Miss Babbidge, the Housemistress of the
Ancient House and Miss Rice, of the College
‘House..
plmc:pal
““ Dou't you see, Miss Truu)hle that it is
quite impossible to carry on?”’ urged Miss
Babbidge seriously. * T he boys have got the
uppcr lmnd That uaffair of last night was
" disastrous.”
© o I oagree—I said  Miss

agree!l'’ Trumble.

" ¢ The young rascals now have enough food

to keep them well supplied for tHree or four
days. And yet the hmq must be back
‘the school by to-morrow.

in

‘* Indeed, by this evening!” put i Miss
Rice.

“ Yes, it would be all the better if they
came  this ewenmg, agreed the Headmis-
tress. ‘It is termble—terrible! Am 1 to he
forced into surrendering to them? The
very thougnt is :1ppullmg

il hardly think it is a question of sur-
render,”” said Miss Babbidze. ** Would it
not be possihle to settle the whole matter
amicably? The way this rebellion has gone
on is dreadful."”

* The hoys are so determined that we can

do nothing,” added Miss Rice. *“ And we
must think of our posts, Miss Trumble. 1i
Rir John Brent and the cther governors coine
here to-morrow and find the boys out in
those trenches "
. ** Really, Miss Rice, there is no need for
you to talk like that!” interrupted Miss
Trumble testily. ‘‘I1 know it is impossible—
quite impossible. The boys must be brought
back! They must!”

! Bub they will not come unless you agree
to their awn terms.”

The Headmistress elenched her fiste.

‘“ Their own terms!" she said, her voice
quiverine. - Good gracious me! Their own

They were both as serious as their.

along,” put in Miss Rice.

- bidge.

e =
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terms! It is galling—degradinz for the Head-
mistress of a 'school to be compelled to de-
seend so far!” -

** Really, Miss Trumble, T think you are
taking it too much to heart,” said Miss
Babbidge gently. “ 1 am just as angry as
you are. It is appalling that these boys
should be so wicked and wilful.”

“ But what can we do?” asked Miss Rice.
“They bhave got fresh food, and there can
he no question about their determinatron.”

““No question at alll” agreed Mizs
Bahbidge.

8o the only thing is to bring the whole®

thing to an end.,” went on \Ims Rice,
we do not, it will mean that we shall lose
our posts. When there is only one way, Miss
Trumble, the position is rfairly <lear.”

The two Housemistresses did all the talking
for about ten solid minutes, As coon . as
one finished, the other picked up the thread.
And Miss Trumble sat listening until they
were bhreathless.,

“ Yes, there is only one way:."” gaid Miss
Trumhle at length. * The boys must he here
by to-night—it is imperative that the school
should be normal when these interfering men
come down to-morrow. An inquiry! Tt is
disgusting—disgraceful! 1 shall protest iu
the stron-rest terms!’

The others were silent—for a chanece.

“The boys are so ohstinate and self-willed
that they will never come back if I .only
offer .them half measures,” continued the
Headmistress. ** But if they imagine for one
moment that I shall leave, they are mis-
taken!"”

‘““They want to make us go away,
said Miss Babbidge.

““ Never!” deelared Miss Trumble
“Never will T consent! T will go
certain length, but no further.”

“That is what we have heen

ik lr

t{}ﬂ,"

curtly.
to

saving all
“If you offer the
hoys liberal concessions, I am ‘certain they
will return peacefully, Miss Trumble. They
are not bad at heart. They will he only too
willing to jump at a chance.”

‘“ Quite so--quite so,” agreed Miss Bab-
“1 think it would be -advisable to

L4

restore the normal hed~time—1ﬂue-thir-ty-—-—:mdI

to let the boys have their studies again.”’
‘““ And there is foothall,”” added Miss Rice.
‘* They were particularly indignant becauso

football was stopped. Also, there is the
question of the two boys who were
expelled——

““ Nipper, the leader of the whole rehellion,
and Glenthorne!”” interrupted Miss ’I‘rumhle
“Yes, I must reinstate them. There is no
other way out of the difficulty, Very well,
I will decide.
and have it dispatched.”

‘““ And you will agree to all the term-.. the
hoys demand?”’

“* Yes.” said Miss Trumble coldly.

It made. her. writhe in her chair to coma
to this decision, but she knew that: she was
beaten. It had to be. And, without giving
herself. time to change her mmd she at onee
drew up a long document. g

I will write a message at once,



Miss Babbidge and Miss Rice read it with
feelings of inward satisfacton. Secretly,
tliey had consdered that Miss Trumbie had
freen absurdly obstinate. She ought to have
made these concessions days ago.

But it "was not too late, even now.

1If only the rebels could be brought baek
at once—so that all would
the morrow—no harm would result.

And ten minutes afterwards Tubbs, the
page hoy, received the sealed package—with
wnstruckions to take it at once to the rebel
stronghold, He went off at a fast run,

Miss Trumble had capitulated!

— —

CHAPTER 1V.
SURRENDER !

'Y ALLO! Whe's this?"
Handiorth was in
the front line

trench, and  he
stared out over the top in the
direction of Little Side. A

Other cadets had seen it, t00.

faat run. :
At first it was thought that the fizure

was that of a Third-former. But then Tubbs
was recognised. I came along into the trench,
and Pitt moved up, and several cthers,

“ Looks like something doing!"” remarked
De Valerie,

“ Let's hope 80, growled ™ Handforth.
“ After that rotten soup, we need something
to buck us up My tummy’s still going
round in circles.”

“ Oh, don't talk about it!" said Church,
who was tather pale.

But Fatty Little's famous soup was ¢om-
pletely forgotten as Tubbs ran up to the
trench, and stood looking down at the cadets.
Tubhs was breathless. He had been running
‘hard. and he held a big envelope in his hand.

“ Letter from Miss Trumble, young gents!”
fie anuounced excitedly.

‘““ A letter, eh?”’

“ Good!"

“ Perhaps
conference!”

“ Quick—open the letter!™

““ Now' then—don't get excited!” [ ex.
claimed, taking the letter from Tubhs. “*Yes,
it's addressed to me all right. [t may be
something good. and it may uot. So hold
vourselves in a bit until we find out.”

I quickly tore open the package, and ex-
tracted a big sheet ' of foolscap paper. 1t
was covered with Miss Trumble's small hand-
writing, and as I commenced readinz [ f{elt
a certain zlow of satisfaction,

But I was not allowed to finish.

she means to call a peace

“ What does she sayv?” demanded
Handforth.

““ Read it out!”

“ Let's hear it, Nipper.”

““ Don't keep it to  yoursell, you mean

" bounder!”

‘“ Read it out loud!”

[t was impossible for me to peruse the
document under these <conditions. Other
“juniors were running Gp aow, too. The
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be wormal on 1

ficure was approaching at a |

| you

Fatty fairly wallowed in his own soup
—and t)2 boiler was left over his head.
He sat on the floor, literally obliterated. '

trenches were being choked by the rebels
ag they came pushing along.

Chambers, of the Fifth, made himself
prominent, He wuaz particularly keen upon
knowing what all the excitement was aboub.
He was the only Fifth-former in the camp,
and had an idea that he ought to be in
command.

** Steady—steady!" I shouted. ““ Now,
don't interrupt. I'll read the thing out, and
then we shall all hear it at ouce.”

“ That's the idea!”

““* Go ahead!”

“ All right—listen!" I shouted. ‘' This is
how it hegins: ‘To the Boys of the Remove
Form. 1 am grieved beyvond measure that
are remaining so obstinate and self-
willed. At the =ame time, I am greatly
shocked  and astonished at your very Aais-
graceful behaviour. You have been reveal-
ing much more determination than 1 had ever
believed possible., And, against my will, aud
against all reazon, I feel myself compelled
to approach you in a spirit of peace. 'There
has been enough of this pitiful bickering
and quarrelling——"""

““ She's coming round!”

“* Rather!"”

““ She's getting as mild as milk!”

“ Don't interrupt, vyou asses!” 1 sala
severely. ““* There has been enough of this
pitiful bickering and quarrelling, and under
all the circumstances I feel that it is my
duty to the school to sacrifice my own
personal Teelings., It is quite impossible for
the present state of a'airs to continue. You
have won vour hattle. I can do notinug hut
admit this—-—""



8 &5
)9"

* Huareah

'* She’s thrown up the sponge!”

* Vietory for the Remove!”

**Go on, Nipper—-let's hear the rest!”

“I'll tell you the rest if you'll only

listen, instead of keep making these dotty
interruptions !”” 1 excluimed warmly. * Now
then—dry up' ‘I ¢ould do nothing but admit
this. Consequently, I shall allow you all to
return to the school, but I must insist upon
quietness. 1 shall not {,mm*enanee any un-
ruly behaviour, or any rough demonstrations,

Youn must all ¢ome h.x{h quietly and in
perfect order—- "’

“ But doesn’t szhe =ay anything about
conditions?”

“ Yes—if vou'll listen,” I ruplied,

““Go ahead, then.”

“We're not going hack unless she sives
.

‘No fear!”

“We want ail our demand: met!”

" Every onel’

““You must all come back quietly and in
perfect order,” " I went ou, reading out once
more. ‘“*I have held a consultation with Miss
Babbidge and Miss Rice, and 1 have come
to the conclusion that ecertain concessions
<hall be made. The bed-time will bhe fixed
at nine-thirty, as formerly. The Remove
ctudies will be available for the boys at
once.  Football will he allowed throughout
tlie school cenerally. The bread and water
punishment will.not he used in tuture. Nipper
and Glenthorne well he reinstated without
punishment, Chambers, of the Fifth Form,
will be allowed to return without punizshment.
And the schoo! will be conducted in exactly

he came manner as it has been conducted
liitherto. There will be no ¢ause for further
grumbling. The conditions that you enjoyed
under the Headmastership of Dr. Stafford,
vou wiil enjoy under my econtrol. I cannot
possibly concede miore than this. I have
currendered fully to your demands. 1t pains
nme—I feel humbled. But 1 have the honour
and the good name of St. Frank's at heart,
and [ am willing to swallow my own perzonai
pride in the matter. You must he sensible,
and you must return in orderly fashion at
the earliest possible moment. 1 need say
no more than this. 1 rely upon von to refrain
from noisy demonetrations.

“*JANE TRUMBLE, Head:nistress.''

I ceased reading and took a deep breath.

The juniors were yelling like mad,

“ Hurrah!"

** She's surrendered!”

‘“It's vietory for us!”
“You bet it is!” declared Handforth,
grinning. ‘" Abhsolute =arrender, vou know!

We'll jolly well go back this afternoon, and
surprise all the autlm (hdpa. Tea in Study
D again!”
“Won't it be
huagging himseif.
“Oh, hurrah!”
“We're going back—we've won the battle!™
“Let's buzz off at once!” shouted
Armstrong excitedly. “ We don’t care a snap
for old Holt now. He can go and eat coke!™

F}’

corgeous?"’ said Church,

|
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‘“* Rather!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!'!" '

The fellows yelled with laughter at nothing.
They were so excited that all they could do
was to dance round in cireles, and perform
impromptu  cakewalks in and about the
trenches.

They were celebrating the victory.

And then there was a rush to leave.

But I jumped up, and held up my hand.

““ Hold on!” 1 shouted. ' Comie back, you
idiots!”?

** What!” De
soing offl——-"'

“You're not going off!™ I interrupted
egrimly. " Am 1| in command here or not?
Don’t rorget that you are still cadets! Now
then! Attention! Every Icllow right turn,
and march over here!l”

Most of the cadets obeyed without question
—although very surprised.

“"Rot!” said Handforti. “What’s the
meaning of this? Don’t he ~o dotty, Wlpper"
All this cadet business is over now

““1t's not over!” I shouted firmly.
not coing back!"”’

“What!” yelled a dozen voices,

““ T don’t agree to these peace terms!" 1
said quietly.

<hiouted “alerie., *‘*'We're

i \V‘e!re

“You—you don't agree!” gasped . Arine
stronz. :
“No, T don't!” I replied. ** They're not

good enough for me!
partially »urrﬂmlered

Miss Trmmble has only
:ll!d we're fighting .for

uuwm:hlmual surrender The rehels stay
here!’
Amd the Remove gazed at me as though

I had gone mad.

CHAPTER V.
STICKING TO THEIR ¢UNS!

HE fellows  crowded
round, all shouting
at, once. By this time
the whole cadet force

had collected in a big semi-
circle. They did not see the
necessity for Jurther duty in

the trenches.
Vietory hadl come;
won for the rebels!

the hattle had been

So why should they care about sentry
work ausy more? The only thing aow was

to hurry off to the school, and enjoy the full
fruits of their complete triumph. That was
what the Remove thouglht.

I waited for the excitement to die down.

“ L.ook here, Nipper, are vou quite dotty?”’
demanded Chambers truculently. ““ How
much more do youn want? Miss Trumble’s
given you every bleszed thing you demanded.
She’s going to reinstate Glenthorne and you
and me. We're going to have football
agaim—--
_ 1 know all that,”” T interrupted.

“7T hun what the thunder’s the idea of say-
ing we're not going back?” said-Chambers.
“Goodness knows, I'm not the-chap to accept
a crumb! If I start a t,lnng, I see it right

ry
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through! But Miss Truwble's done the
proper thing; zhe's given vou kxids your own
way in everything.” N

““Of course she has,” agreed Bob Christine.
“1 can’t make vou out, Nipper. Haven’t we
got all we demanded?”

YN0 T replied calmily.

““What about the foothall and the studies,

and bedtime and—"'
. “You needn't go over them aoll; T've got
the list by heart,” 1 interrupted. ** Most of
vou fellows ‘are too. excited to appreciate
the difference between partinl victory and
complete vietory. Miss Trumble Las offered
i3 partial victory., It's not good enough for
me."”

The fellows stared. _

““ But she's agreed to everythinz!™ shonted
Handforth.

““ Exactly—eceverything, cxcept the most im-
nortant point of all,”” 1 replied, * In your
present state you fellows can't see it; and
I daresay Miss Trumble was relying on that,
Well, she can't puil that gaae off with me!”

“What game, yvou ass?"

““ Explain yourself!"

“ Certainly, if you'll let me get a word in
‘edgeways!” [ exclaimed. *“ Why did e
rebel?"’

‘““ Beeause of all the rotten restrictions,”
said Reggie Pitt. ** Because we hated the
Ilett'}" vindictivene:s of these women teaecliers

‘““ Exactly!”

““ What do yvou niean?”

“We rebelled agzainst petticoat rule.,” |
exclaimed grimiy. ** We heid this barring-
out because we came to the conelusion that
petticoat rele was an absolute failure in a
Lig public school for boys., And yet you
fellows are talking about rushing back. with
petticoat rule still holding full sway."

“By George!” said Handiorth blankly.

“You—you mean that thc women are still
there?” asked Pitt.

“I do!” I retorted. ““You fellows had
overlooked that point at first. Because Miss
Trumble promises to restore the regula-
tions to their normal eondition, that’s no
victory for us! That's po reason why we
should fall over ourselves to get back to
St. Frank’s. We want victory, not a com-
promise!"”’

‘“* A which?"”

“ A compromise!” T shouted.
Miss Trumble offers us!
We're not having any!" )

“ By jingo!” said Pitt, taking 'a deep
breath. * He's right, you chaps! 1It's a
good thing we've got somebody who keeps n
level head. We might have Iet ourselves into
tite cart, but for Nipper.”

“ But—but the old girl offers cverything
that we demanded.” protested Armstrong
warmly. “ What's the good of quihbling?”

“ Let's go back!”

“ There’s no sense in being obstinate!
We've had enough of this sort of thing!”

‘“ Rather!”

1 vote we go back at once!”

* That's all
And it won't do!

Taicing my fist.
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I faced the grumblers squarely.

“You won't go back; 1 won't let you!" !
replied. **If any of you fellows want to
become traitors, I'm ashamed of you!”

* Traitors’ shouted Armstrong hotly

“ Yes, traitors!” I replied. * That's what
you'll be if you ftamely return to the school
and again submit to Miss Trumble's dieta-
tion. Look here, yvou chaps, bhe reasonable!
Why did we leave St. IFrank’s? Why did we
hiold this Dbarring-out? DBecause we were
against petticoat rule—because we had made
up our miads that the masters had to come
back.™

‘*“* Hear, hear!™” said Ditt.

“We want the maszters
Watson.

“ Every oue of

9

back ! declared
them. ipelndinz Mr, Lee
and Mr. Stockdale and the Head!” I went
on. *“ 'these concessious of Miss Trumble's
are hollow—-nothinz more nor less than a
mere pretence.™

“But he wouldn't dare {o make snueh
promizes unless <lie meant to keep them!™
said Bob Christine. * Draw it mild, Nipper

“ She'll keep thein, 1 dare sayv—for a fime,"””
I agreed. “I'm not worrying about that
at all. But 1 maintain they're a pretence.
Do you e¢all it a concession for the school to
be run on its normal lines? What benefit
do we gain? Miss Trumnble calmly tells u:
that we can go on usual, That's nol
victery! Tt merely amounts to the fact
that she realises her own helplessness.'”

Taiaey
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“ By George!™ rsaid  Handforth again.
“That's true cnough!”

“True--of «course it's {rue!” 1 said,
warming to my task. “ We started out on

this job to get the muster: hack—and we'll
have ‘em! If they return, cvervthing else
follows as a matter of ecurse.”

““How do you mean?"

“ Explain yourself.” :

“1 shouldn't thiuk it vwould need anv eox-
plaining,” T deelared. * As soon as the Head
steps into his olld position--as soon as the
masters come back to their old posts—foot-
ball is automatieally rostored. The Remove
can use their studies: bedtime will be uine-
thirty. Every one of these so-called conces-
sions of Miss Trumble's will become a mere
nothing. 'They are simply part of the every-
day life of the school, If you want the
thing put in a nutshell., she makes a lot of
bluster about giving in, and tells us to
come back. The very thing we've been
fichting for she ignores.”

“ Doesn’'t even mention it!” agreed Pitt.

““She ignores the masters!” 1  repeated,
‘““ Bhe wants to get us back,
and still remain in power! We Lave been
fighting for an important thing, and if we
return row we shall have failed. TInstead of
having this glorious victory, as you chans
seem to think, we chall go back defeated
And we're not going; we're sticking to our
guns to the bitter end!”

“I'm with you!” roared Handforth. I

| hadn't thought of it like th{n ‘before, bub
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now it's as clear as daylight! We <honid be
a set of dotty cbhbumps to go back!”
“1I'm glad that some of yvou are coiing
round!” 1 declared. * T'ryv to think of what
would happen if we went back. With the
mistresses still in power, the restrietions
would probably c¢rcep back, one by one, in
an usidious Kind of wayv, Aud it would be
done so cunningly that mno second revoit
would bhe possible. Our tecth wonld be
drawn, and we shonldu't have a hite left!
If you can’'t see this argument, your heads
must be made of turnip! We're fighting to
get the masters back, and we'll stick to our
principle! Either Mise Trumbie surrenders
completely, or we remain herel”
Hurrali!™
*“* Nipper's right-—-abscintely
“Good man!”
*We'll stick to our guns!”

-
. " | fan
rielit

“The masters hack, or we rema’'n in the
trenches!”

““ Hurirah!”

Just like boys, they veercd round with

astonishing rapidity. But 1 had pointed out
the truth to them, and they bhad not been
able to sece this earlier. In their excitement
they had heardly realised the truth,

It was a cunning seiteime on MisgTrumble’s
part.

She had taken it for granted that we
would jump at those fake counecessions, which,
when analysed, becime no concessions at all,
The one important poin{ ef all—our demand
for the return of the masters—was not even
mentioned in the Headmiztress's communica-
tion,

“ Well, what are going to do?" inquired,

Do Valerie.

“ It wouldn't be a bad idea to re~teore order
at first,” 1 replied tartly. *“ Who was on
duty when this message came?”

A number of juniors answered.

““ All right; you'd better get back to your
pests!™ T zaid. ** We mustn't take it tor
granted that we're :afe.  There may be
another attack developing, for aill we know!
1{’s not probable. but we want to ke on the
kafe side. Buzz off, my sons!”

'The juniors returiied to their posts rather
reluctantly.

“ But vou're not gong to ignore that ofier,
surcly?” asked Pitt.

“Not at all,” 1 replied. **1'11 seud a
reply at once.” 1 '

"“Good!"”

““ That's the style!”

““The reply was very hrief, hut to the
point. It took me dbout Jfour minutes to
write, alid I enclosed it in an envelepe whieh
I had in my pocket-beok., Tubbs was still
waiting, and 1 banded it to him.

He promised to ¢peed back without a
cecond’s delay., Aud, in the meantime, Migs
'Mriamble was pacing up and down her stady,
oceasiopally going to the window, with an
apxious light in her eyes.

" Miss Babbidge and Miss Rice had gone, for
the Hendmistress wanted to be alone, And
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1 &t last she canght her breath in sharplyv. A

fipure was speeding across the
it was Tuihs,

A minute later he had delivered his mes-
sage, and had retired, eager to find out
wiat Miss Trumble would do. He had been
told to hold himself in readiness, in casc he
wis required again,

Miss Trumble took the letter in her hands,
and quickly opened the flap. She glanced

Triangle,

aover the pencilled words which were con-
tained on the &mall piece of paper:-
“ Dear Madam,—On behalf of the cutire

rchel foree, 1 must respectfully decline to
accept the peace terms that you have to
nffer, We can only resume our normal place
in the school on the condition that all the
masters are reinstated, including Dr. Mal-
colm Stafford,
“ Yours respectiully,
““ NIPPER, Commander-in-Chief."”

Misa Trumble screwed the rote uvp, and
threw it down.

2 The insolent young puppy!” she stormed,
““Oh! ‘That is too much—too much! *™\Why
siiould I have to bear this indigaity?”’

She fairly hoiled with rage. -

* Ineluding Dr. Maleolm Stafford!” she
exclaimed, holding her hand to her throat.
“Including Dr. Maleoln Stafford! 'The in-
sult! The hase, deliberate insult! These
wretehed boys mean that they demand my
removal!”

Miss Trumble paced up and down, ahnost
i the point of hysteria. But, after about
fifteen minutes, she calmmed down. She sat
at her desk, drew a piece of paper towards
her, and wrote rapidly.

Very shoftly arfterwards Tubbs was again
speeding on his way to Fort Resolute.

CHAPTER VI
THRE ARMISTICE!
eyven

UBBS  arrived,
more breathless t!mn
on the first occasion.

“My word!” he
as he tumbled into
the trench. ** This ‘ere ain't
‘arf a game, young gents! A-
an’ down all the blessed arter-

gasped,

ruunin’
noon!

eft, b

“ Allyright; you'll come to no harm,” 1
zaid briskly ** Why are you liere this time?
Another message?”

* Yes, sir.”

He handed it over. This time it was only
a very short note. Miss Trumble desired
me to go to the school at once—alone. She
cave a guarantes that I should not be
molested in any way, and I could return
at any momen$ I chose. She also guaranteed
that Fort Resolute would not le attacked
during my absence, ' .

I thought over the matter for a minute

or two,

up
strikes me I won't have no breath
the time I've done.”

——



. Well, it's safe enough,’” T said at length,

" hlave to go.

ally
-arranged.

- escort?'’ asked Handforth.

want this matter settled,” 1 renl;ed.

. would follow.

- never an end to favouritism here!

- least,
- strode off, grumbling to himself. And Church

- suffer.

- need hardly

_ replied.

¢ She couldn’t possibly break faith. 1 shall

* But v.imt the idea of it?"" asked Pitt.

*“ Obviously she's got such a lot to say that
she can't put it in a letter,” [ replied.
““ After all, the chiefs of two armies gener-
confer before peace terms can be
This is c¢nly in accordance with
aill precedent. 1':l go.”

“Pon’'t you think yoind better have an
“O0r, if you like,
['ll go instead. I don't mind a hit.”

“1 don't suppose yvou would mind; but we
LR If
Handy, n{)thmg but ruetions

"Every man to his job, -and
diplomacy isn't one of yours.’

Handforth snorted.

“ Of course, I never expected for a minute
that you'd agree!” he said bitterly. ** There's
Every-
body knows I'm the best chap for the jobh.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!" :

Handforth was laughed into silence—at
he has laughed at so much that he

you went,

and McClure met with strange misfortunes
immediately afterwards. Whenever Hand-
forth was wild, be always made his chums

I lost no time in getting off.

I went back with~ 'l‘ubbq, and found the
Triangle quite deserted. It was still mid-
afternoon, and all the fags and seniors “erel
in school. So there was practically nobody
about.

I was glad of this—I did 1ot want to be
pestered by all sorts of questions. I went
straight to Miss Trumble's study, and found
Irec seated at her desk—evidently all ready
for me. Nobody else was present.

“I am glad you have come, boy!" said
Miss Trumble icily. ‘' Close the door, and
come over lhere, I wish to talk to you seri-
ously and quietly.”

I obeyed her wishes, and went to her side.

** Nipper, you have been expelled from this
school in disgrace,” said Miss Trumble, look-
ing at me severely. ‘1 have offered to over-
look your many faults, and I have decided
that you shall be reinstated. Good gracious.
child! Do you realisge- what you are doing?
Have you any conception of the scandalous
nature of vour actions?™

“ 1 have done nothing, Miss Truinble, with-
out careful preparation and studied thought,”
I replied. *I shall be very pleased if you
will cease to regard me as a naughty child.”

“I am astounded!” said Miss Trumble
curtly. * Your precocity is quite ztartling.
As for that letter you had the audacity to
send me, I find it diffieult to select words
that can adequately describe my feelings. I
add that the letter is an abom-
inable picce of ‘effrontery.”

“It was not intended as such madam,” I

** Do not dare to quibble with me!” said
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Miss Trumble sharply. *“I sav that the

A

ietter was an effrontery! But we will over-
look that for the moment. W hy 1is 11: that
you have refused these concessiong—""'

** Pardon me, M:m Trumble, but I do unt
quite underwtaml | mterrupted ** Whicts
ceneessions {h) vou mean?"

“* Which?'" she repeated. ““ Are you at.
tempting to bandy words with me, child?
You know weli cuough that I have made
the most generous offers.”

“1 am sorry, madam, but [ fail to appre-
ciate them,” 1 replied. “ So far as 1 cau
see, you have only told us that the con-
ditious of life in the school will be normal.
There are no concessions there.”

“TUpon my word!" c¢jaculated the Head-
mistress. * There is no 9leasing you:; thero
is nc knowing what you want!”

““We want the return of the masters, that
is all, Miss Trumble,” I replied quietiy.
‘““ Please do not imagine that we are de-
liberately insulting yourself, or any of the.
other mistresses. But I would like to re-
spectfully suggest that it is hardly in kecj -
ing for ladies to have control of a boy's
school. We insist upon our demands being
met. We want the masters!”

Miss Trumble compressed her lips.

I cannot decide this point in a moment!"’
she said curtly. *“ That is why 1 hava
brought you here. I would prefer a truce."

“ A truce?’ 1 repeatedly curiously.

“ Precisely,”” said Miss Trumble. “1 have
thought the matter %out carefully, and there
is no reason why it should not be nrranged
You. will all return in orderly fashion at
six o'clock—we will say six o’clock, for the
sake of argument. And there will be a truce
of twenty-four hours’ duration.”

“ T’ntil to-morrow evening?”’

*Yes.”

‘““ And what will happea to-morrow even-
ing, Miss Trumble?”’

* That largely depends upon the way in
which you boys behave yourselves,” she re-
plied. “ If T am very pleased with your con-
duct, I shall admit myself completely
beaten, and make arrangements to leave the
school. I shall, in Euct. see about the im-
mediate return of the masters.”

““Cannot you decide that now, and give
me your pronw:e"’

““ That is quite impossible,"”
Headmistress. _

““And what if you will rot agree to our
terins by to-morrow evening?” I inquired.

“In that event, you will be allowed to geo
back to your ridiculous trenches—back to
your childish fort!” replied Miss Trumble.
““1 will give you my word that you will not
be molested in any way. There will be a
truce for just twenty-four hours. If there
is pcace at the end of that truce, so much
the hetter. if it must mean a resumption of
hostilities—well and good. For dtwenty:
four hours we will hiave a complete cessation
of warfare.”

“With the possibility of vour agreeing to
our wishes at the end?”

returned the
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* It will depend upon

“ Exactly,” she said,
vour behaviour in the eantime.”

1 considered for three or four minutes,
going to the wiadow, and gazing onut into
the Triangle. Miss Trumble grew impatient.

“ Well,” she aszked sharply. ' Have you
no apswer?"’

“ 1 will agree on one condition, madam,” I
said, turning.

“ Conditions again?”’ <he sneered, her voiee
filled with sarcasm, '

“ A condition is absolutely necessary,” |1
replied.  ** You must sign a written state
ment—here and now—giving jyour word of
honour that no boys will be subjected to
punishment, and that if peace is mot settied
by six o'clock to-immorrow evenitg, we shall
all be allowed to return unmolested to onr
trencrhee,”
: ‘“Well?2 i

“YTn addition, Miss Trumble, you must add
to the statement {hat Fort Resolute auid
our trench system will not he touched,” 1
declared. ** You must arrange that with Mr.
Holt. Our eutire defence-works must not be
entered by a living ‘soul. Unless younr can
agree to these conditions, there will he no
armistice.” - -

Miss Trumble thought for a moment.

v Sometimes T can almost find it possible
to admire you!" she said, with a burst of

frankness. ** You are a really remarkabie
boy, Nipper. There is not oue point that
you neglect.,  You safeguard yoursell and
.vour comrades at every turn.” _

“ That is the duty of a commander,
madam,’” 1 said quietly. '
.. One day, Nippcr, vou will become a
areat wan,” said Miss  Truimnble sourly.

~swAt present you are nothing better than
.~ a precocions boy. But T must give you the
credit that you deserve. At every turn you
have met me—and you have beaten me. We
will see who ftinally wins.”

She turned to her desk, and wrote out {hwe
document 1 dictated, for 1 iusisted upon
having it worded in my own terms. She
<tened it. »nd 1 folded it up, and placed it
in my pockat.

I had no fear. T wauas certain that T was
safe in accepting her signed word. 1t wuis
more than she dared do to hreak faith, for
this document—if publisied, in the event of
_ her treachery—would disgrace her before tlic
cyes of the whole world.

Aird 1 was thrilling with vicetory within me.

This could mean only one thing. There
would be an armistice—a truce for twenty-
four hours. And after the school had becn
running normally for one day, ghe would see
~the fmportance of keeping the hoys back at
St. Frank’s.
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such a chap!

In my npiﬁirm this was the en.d of the
fight. And the rebel Remove had won all
along the line,

CHAPTER VIL
KRETUEN OF THE VICTORS!

HHERE he comes!” exe-

THE

claimed Reggie Pitt
expectantly,
‘““ He's ot hurry-

ing bimself, either,” growled

Handforth. **Just like him!

He knows we're fairly bust-

ing  with anxiety, and he c¢omes strolling

slene as though next year would do! 1M
jolly weli give him a piece of my mind.”

“ Den't!” said Pitt, " You can't spare

any "

Handforth glared,

‘ i.‘l}-']m?’IUll insulting bounder!" lie roared,

*Oh, den't start now, Ted!” put in Hand-
forth inor impatiently. ‘< All you can do
is to row! If you're not punching some-
body's nosze, vou’re squabbling! XNever knew
Dry up!’

Hamdforth turned to his minor, breathing
hard. Willy was the only fag in the rebel
camp. He meoved aside warily, and Hand-
forth edeoed towards him. g m

** Now then, my lad!” said Handy. ** You've
been asking for it for a long time! It's not
my habit to o for a chap smaller than
myself, but this time 1'll make an exception
to the rule! 1'm going to give you a good
hiding !’

Willy looked at him pityvingly.

“ Queer how you get these delusions, old
som,”’ he said, shaking his head * Take my
advice, and calm down. Nipper's cominyg,
and he’s bringing 1ews that we've wom
This i=n't the time for quarrelling!™ )

[landforth was about to ecarry out his
threat when 1 jmmped down into the trench.
And there was such a burst of exeitement
that Edward Oswald «ompletely forgot about
his minor, and came pushing through the
throng.

““ What's the news?'’ he demanded quickly.

““ There’s going to he an armistice,” 1 re-
plied.

““ A which??

“A truce!” , :

““ 1 know that an armistice is a fruce, you
ass!"” said Handforth. ‘ But you. don’t call
that " victory, I suppose? What's the good
of an armistice?”’

“ Well, every good, T <hould think,” said
Pitt. ** Whenever there’'s a big war, an
armistice always means peace; armies don’t
start fighting again after a truce. We can
look upon this as the end of the conflict.”

“ Yes, I think we can,” 1 agreed, after I
had explained. ‘*The truce starts- at. six
o'clock, so there's no hurry. II we- leave
before six, Miss Truomble may bave our
trenches emashed up. After six she can't
touch ‘em!” - ;

“ Why can't e

al!]e L]



"THE NELSON

'i_ T

* Because she would be breaking her word
of honour,” T replied. ** Oh, there’s ao need
to worry about that: we're safe enough.
wiss Trumble wouldn't dare to resort to any
Eind of treachery.”

“1 wonldn't trust her a yard!” growied
Haudforth,

“ Neither wouid 117
she'll only break her word!™

“ Well, personally, I would te¢ hall i
clined to agree with you,” I said. ** Miss
Trumble has hehiaved so strangely that she
ftas forfeited the right to expect any Kind of
trust.”

“Then what's the idea of trusting her?"

““1 have got a written document. signed in
my preseuce,” I replied. “If she doesn't
keep faith, we shall have a stronzer case
than ever. If she refuses our demands, aund
then mueks up these trenches, so that we |
¢an't come back to them, we shall have her
oty toast." .

*“ How do you make that out?"

““ My dear chaps, I zhall simmply take this
document to the other governors,” I repiied.
** What are they going to 3ay about a woman
who makes a faithful arrangement., and then
breaks it?  Why, it'll be a lever in_our
Liapds that'll gain us complete victoiv. The
governors  would piteh her out in two
nunutes—and all the other women, too.”

“Yes. we're safe enough, as long as we
keep that document,” agreed Pitt. * But I'm
a bit puzzled about this armistice. Why |
does she want us back at the school so
urzently for the next twenty-four hours?”

“The wovernors,”” 1 said briefly.

“ What about them?"”’

“ Didn't we hear that they're coming down
to make an inquiry?” 1 asked. * T deduce
from all this that the governors will show
up to-morrow, and Miss Trumble wants every-
thing to be in order by them. And by tea-
time the whole matter will be settled.”

“ And we shall be the victors?'' asked De
V.lerie.

“ You bet we shall,” T agreed. ““1If there’s
any attempt at trickery, we'll come straight
back to these trenches, and carry ou. And
we'll take zood care to bring a good supply
of eruad bhack with us.”

“* Would it he fair to bring grub, dear old#®
Boy?'" asked Tregellis West,

“Faic?” T repeated. 1 have made 1o
stipnlation that we won’t do that. Of course,
it would be fair. But I don't think it's
necessary to diseuss the matter at all.’”

“OF course not,”" agreed Pitt. ** We chan't
need the trenchies any more.”

“ Good!”

““ No more biscuit diet!”

“No more frog soup!”

“Help! Don't talk about that!'"
Pitt.

There was plenty of activity in camp s00n
after that [ cot all the fellows hard at
work making evervthing ship-shape. We saw
the heds were properly made, and the food
supnly ail packed neatly sway.

We cleared the trenches, packed ammuni- (

[
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A minute later Tubbs had delivered his

message. Miss Trumble took the lctter
in her hands and quickly opened the flap.

tion away in the dug-outs, and hy six o'ciock
everything was in apple-pie order. If we had
to come back on the morrow we should find
the defences ready to be occupied at =«
moment’s notice. And we should be able fo
deal with any attack that might develop.

And then the cadets lined up.

“We don't want to go back in a kind of
rabble.” [ told the fellows., * That woulda'f
look well. We'll march in properly—in real
military style. Then we'll go straight up
stairs, change into Etons, and carry nn as
though nothing unusual had happened.”

“ (t00d!"

“ That's the idea!”

And the victorious rebels marched away
Chambers of the Fifth took care to come
along  shortly afterwards. He thought 1t
rather below his dignity to be scen with the
juniors.

And when we got into the Triangle we
found erowds and crowds of fellows waiting
to welcome us. Fenton of the Sixth stopped
me as [ wag mounting the steps of the
Ancient House.

““ A truce, eh?”" he said. * That's not what
vou wanted, i1s it, young ‘un? 1 can’t sce
that it's @oing to do you much good.”

“If Miss Trumble doesn't agree to all our
demands, we shall go back to the trenches,”
I declared. “ You needn’t think that we've
come back for good, Fenton.”
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“The whole thing's becoming a hit of a
farce,” said Fenton frowning. ** Miss Trumble
ought to have more sense. She's woing the
wrong way to wark, in my opinion.”

“ Of course she is,” I agreed. *' It wonld
he far better for her to clear out and let
the masters ¢ome back.” _ _

“Well, try not to be top noisy,” said
Fenton, us he passed on.,

Considering the nature of our return there
was very little demonstration. The juniors
were quiet on the whole and although there
was a great deal of discussion, there was
practically no noisy celebhration. .

Fatty spent most of his time in the tuck
shop during the first hour—partaking of Mrs.
Ifake's special beef patties and pork pies.
And Fatty wasn't the only fellow there,
cither.

When we got indoors, we were delighted
to find that all the junior studies were open,
and fires alight in cach. This was a surprise
to most of the fellows. They hardly ex-
pected that Miss Trumble would go to such
a length as this.

.. And in the dormitory there were iresh
. mattresses and bedding, aud everything was
“m perfect order.. _

. But it would be absurd to say that the
schoal was not excited. It was. Even the
seniors were in a kind of fover—which they
did their utmost to suppress. Was this really
the end of hostilities, or wonld there be a
resumption at the end of the armistice?

It was generally known that the governors
were coming down on the morrow, and in
the words of one fellow, there wag gomg
1o be an unholy bust-ap. Something cught to
<come out of it.

And the school hoped against hope thatv
this big inquiry was to lead to the immediate

THE NELSON

departure of Miss Jane Trumble and «il her

“lady assistants.

Willy Handlorth, of the third, was by no
means satisfied., ' :

In tact, he was =0 uneasy that later in
the evening he slipped off in the gloom,
and had a look at the trenches., He wasn't
taking any notice of a written document.
He had an idea that Miss T'rumble had some
kind of game on hand. And Willy meant
tu Keep Lis eyes open,

Ile found Fort Kesolute and its surround-

imgs in a state of complete quictness. There
wasn’'t a soul there. Nothing had heen
touched. But when he returned, the fag
looked thoughtiul,
I don't like it!” he murmured. “To-
morrow L'll keep my eyes skinned!”
CHAPTER VIII.
THE GOVERNORS ARE SATISFIED !
ORNING Jessons com-
menced as usual for

M

the whole school.
When the . Remove

surroundings of the dormitory,
our days and nights of war-
fare in the trenches seemed rather like a

woke up in the old familiar

|
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dream. For here we were, back as of yares
We went down to breakfast, and we were
now in Etons. The cadets were almost a
thing of the past. Most of the fellows
hoped against hope that there would b¢ no
resumption of hostilities.

For, secretly, they were getting a hit tired
of the game—and would welcome a return
to the usual conditions. They had got behind

with teading and letter writing and w
hundred and one other things. ;.
But the Remove was still firm. If they

didn’t get their way, they would he willing
enough to go back to the state of warfare.
The majority were with me. The others
didn’t count—for they had to agree. It was
impossible for them to remain at the school
on their own. ;

Miss Teczer, the mistress of the Remove,
was particularly pleasant in the Form-room,
She was o sweet that the fellows even en-
joyed lessone. And it was a great relief to

be free from worries and responsibility.

And in the middle of the morning, wlen
the school was all quiet, a huge. limousine
rolled up, and glided in through the gateway.
It came to a stop just in front of the Head’s
house. ;

And four staid and elderly gentlemen got
out. They were Lord Walherry, Mr. Alex-
ander Stevens, Sir James Henson, and (lenerad
Milton—the four leading members of the
Governing Board. . _

“H'm. By what I can see, there is no
' remarked Sir James, as he

trouble here!
adjusted his spectacles. ** Everything quiet—

everything in perfect order. Splendid!’"
“*We can’t judge by appearances, Sit
James,” said Mr. Stevens.

** No, no—possibly not,” agreed Sir James
‘““But. at the same time, the newspapers
led us to believe that the whole school was

in a state of warfare. Preposterous! And
the rumours, too—ridiculous rumours!” ]
** Well, we =hall know the truth now,

gentlemen, at all events,”” said Sir James.
*“ Mixs Trumble will doubtless give us all the
facts, including the details.”

““ Quite so—quite £0,”” grunted Lord
Walberry. ** Rather a pity Sir John isn't
here. Fine man, Sir John., Nuisance his
heing out of the ¢ountry on business. That's
the cause of all this infernal trouble.”

His lordship was referring to Sir Johu
Brent, who, strictly speaking, was the lead-
ing member of the Governing Board. If Sir
John had been in England, it is doubtful if
Miss Trumble would ever have becwr in her
present position. For Sir John was a busi-
ness man to his finger tips—a wealthy London
contractor—and not- the kind of person to

allow any nonsense. The other governors
to quote Willy Handforth, were a. set of

‘““ whiskery old fogeys, straigit from the
ark!”’ -

. This was rather a severe description, bupt
there <¢ould be no doubt thuat the {four
governors who bhad descended upon St.
Frank’s were hardly the type of men to deal
drastically or cifectively with any, difliculty.

| (Continued on page 15.)
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crowd of fashionably-dressed

HE
‘ shoppers were slowly disappeanng
from Oxford Street, their places being

taken by tired officc workers crush-
g into the tube stations and 'huses as a
powerful two-seater car threaded its way
silently through the dense mass of evening
traffic, and proceeded in the direction of
Holborn. )

A close observer would have tecognised the
keen, clearcut face of the man at the wheel
s that of Mervyn Hume. the celebrated
crime expert of the ‘' Daily Wire,” known
‘to both Pressmen and public as ‘' The Man
Who Gets the Scoops.”

By fiis side sat a sharp-looking red-headed
yvouth of some fifteen summers, whose real
name was William Whitebhead, but who more
eonerally answered to the npickname of
Nunky.

The red-headed youth. who was obviously

unaccustomed to riding about in motors,
glanced up at the great newspaper sleuth

and grnned.
“ I wouldn't mind a little trip down to the
~eastde in this ’ere old 'bus, Mr. 'Ume,”" he
said, T wish a story would turn up =0
vou could take me with ya, sir.”
“l may do that vet, Nunky.,”

returned
Hume with a thoughtful frown.

“ There's

By

i *QEE{ S. ROSSITER

i rst

il . SHEPHERD.

A Thrilling
‘Detective Story
of the Amazing
. Adventures of
MERVYN HUME -
the famous newspaper
sleuth of ‘““ The Daily
Wire .’

sometbthing rather curious happening down at
a small costal town called Craigseliffe I may
look into. However, I must call at the office
first. I'm expecting a message from our old
{riind. [uspector Marsham_ on this very sub.
ect.”

Hume swung the little two-seater down o
side turning leading from Holborn into Fleet
Street. But half way he slowed up, and the
car stoppped with a jerk outside the im-
posing oftices of the “ Wire.”

Hume and the lad alighted and made their
way upstairs to the crime expert’s private
room. As fhey entered, the small, well-knit
ficure of Dctective-inspector Marsham him-
self rose from the depths of an armcharr
and greeted them.

““1 telephoned you half an hour ago, Mr.
Hume,” he explained, ** but since you were
out I decided to come rigcht along. There's
something dashed funny going on down at
Craigscliffie, and the chief asked me to lonk
into it richt away——"

“Do you mean in connection with the dis-
used lighthouse which stands on the top of
the cliffs?"" interrupted Hume.

““Yes, that's it—but I suppose vou know
all about it?"

The newspaper man shook his head.

O Well, I'd better tell you wbat I know
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then.,” resumed Marsham, pulling his chair
forward., °“1It's a curious yarn, and we got
it from the local chief of police, who has
asked for the help of the Yard.”

The Scotland Yard detective accepted one
of Hume's cigarettes and glanced inquiringly
in the direction of the red-headed oflice boy,
who had seated himself quietly in a corner
of the room, where bhe hoped his prescnce
would pass unnotlced

‘“ Never mind  about Nunky,” said Hume,
translating the meaning of tie police officer’s
glance. ' He has ht:lped me ouce or twice
before, and he may come in useful this time—
only I expect I shall get into a row one of
thesc days,” he concluded, * lor taking him
away {rom the office too much.’

Thus assured, Detective-inspector Mars!
plunged into his story. _

‘““As perhaps you may Kknow,” le said,
** Craigsclifie is a pretty quiet sort of pre,
and the old lighthouse which stapds on the
top of a «lilf just outside the town or vil-
lage, or whatever yvou prefer to call it, has
not been used for the past thirty years.

1t is reckoned to be about a hundred and
fifty years old, and when it went out of
commission, thirty years ago, the Govern-
ment tried to sell it, but did not succeed.

“ The place was kept locked up, of course,
and mo one thought much about it until
some fcllow, who writes love stories for a
livine, made an offer for the place. He said
it was just the csort of.thing he was looking
for: somewhere where he could settle quietly
down and write.

‘“ Well, «oon after it became known he had
made thla offer, a number of curious yarns
started to ecirculate about the place being
haunted. One of the natives of Craigselitle

bl

swore that he had seen a light }Jlmkmﬂ out

to sea—yet, as I say, the place has been
locked and bolted these thirty years.

“*One or two other people then reported
that "they had seen the light, tco, until at
last the local police thought something fishy
- must be going on there, and that the place
- was worth watching.

" They stationed a couple of c¢onstables
outside the lighthouse for several nights to
see whether they could confirm the yarn
about the light up in the lantern-room blink-
ing out to sea. And what do you think
happened?

*““They heard a wild shriek from the lan-
tern-room at the top of the tower. Then a
light appearcd. Omnce, twice, three times it
- blinked and then vanished. The two <¢on-

stables, who had been given the keys of the |

place, let themselves in through the little
. door- in the foot of the tower—"

‘“ And they found nothing?”
Hume.

““ Well, that’s the curious part of the whole
affair. They searched every hole and corner
of -the place, but not a sign of a human soul
did they see. 1t was as quiet as the very
. grave, apd the lantern at the top of the
tower was stone cold and rusty. . It was
- obvious that it hadn’t been used Iur donkey S
years. J -

hroke in

“ Curious, :Lmhml curious, the whole
blessed lot ol it,”? went on Margsham.
“Where did that hg.i 't come f{rom, and

where did the person or persons manipulating
it 2o to? There's no way ount but by the
deor, the windows all hoiug too narrow to
perm.it; the passing of a human body.”

"And that's cue of the reasons the
natives consider the place to be haunted,
suppose?” murimurcd Hume.

He selected a cigarette from his  gold-
monnted tortmscshcll case and carefully
lighted it.  As the rings of blue smaoke

ciurled lJazily to tn: ceiline he started for-
ward m his ehair and half rese,

Marsham and Nunky watched
ously. :

" Did either of you hear anythitg?"” asked
Hume, in a low voice, “I thought I heard

a sort of scraping noise.

Marsham shook his head.

““Perhaps it’s-that yarn getting on mur
nerves,”’ he sugaested. " T heard nnthm" i

Hume remained in a listening attitude for
some moments. Then, apparently satisfied
that the noise he had heard was caused by
something  quite ‘Ummnn])lttce he settled
himself back in his chair and regarded the
police ofticer with a puzzied frown.

*“ All this funny business in the old light-
house has only ¢ommenced since this author
chap stanted negotiatiens for the. purchase
of it,”” "he resumed, as though mothing had
happened

“That's right, Mr. Hume.” |

“1t seems simple on the face of it,”” went
on -the newspaper man. *“I should say
someone was either having an abhsurd prac-
tical joke at the expense of the local inhabi-
tants and the police—which seems unlikely—
or that something eriminal is going on fin the
lichthouse, and this tale db()l]t it being
haunted has been put round to choke fhe
author from making his purchase.

‘““In either- case it seems worth looking
into. I’m inelined to the latter theory per-
sonally. And if that ic right, who are the
people beliind the scemes, and what are they
trying to hide. Mdnham for all we know,
we are on the track of a pretty clever gang
of erooks, and I think there will be a story
in it vet—-——”

Once again Hume pmqed and listened. And
this time, distinctly to them all, came a
faint sound as of stealthy movements some-
where outside the room.

Hume¢ rose suddenly to his feet and flung
open tne door. But no one was in smht save
a compositor who was busily engaged in un-
ecartlving some old type frames. from behind
some lumber stored along the passage.

The man looked up from his task and
blinked inquiringly at the c¢rime expert.
But Hume made no comment, and after
staring at him for a moment he retired into
his room again. - - .

“ Curious,” he muttered “I could- have
sworn I could hear someone moving :aboub
near the wall outside. But .there's no one
there but a comp., and he's doing something
over the other side of the passage.”” ..

him curi-
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Hume picked up his hat and stick. o

“ {'m toclined to agree with your chiet
tuat there’s more in the affair of this old
lishthouse than meets the eye,” he said,
*“59 if you're ready you can <¢ome along
with e, ['ve oot my two-seater outside,
and  there's a dicky scat at the back for
Nunky. With luck, we can rteach Craigsclitte
to-night., We micht even be able to sece this
mysterions light flickering before we turn
.’

And s~o savinz, Mervyu Hume led the way
from his room to the street outside., Nunky

jumped into the dicky seat at the rear of the
car, and Marsham joined Hume in the ton-
neanl,
little

the two-seater moved off into

With a loud honk of the Klason horn |

have a look at the hiwunted lighthouze before
retaring to bed.

Muech against Lis wish, Nunky was com-
petled to stay at the hotel instead ol accom-
panying the two men; but his disappointment
was softeped by the promize that he should
«o with them the following night.

The ciocks were softly c¢himing the lour
of eleven az the newspaper man and the de-

tective left the town to commence their
two-mile tramp in the dark. But it was a
dry mnight, and the jonrpey was finished

almost before they realised it.
“ This must be the lighthouse,” exclaimed
Marsham_ pointing to a tall, gloomy pile

Sbreet, and was zoon clear of the metropniis,

Once on the main road outside the town
Hume let her all out, .and a two hours’
journey bronght the trio into the quaint little
High Street of Craigsclifie, just before the
mns closed. They stopped at one of them,
and-made a hasty meal of bread and cheese,
followed by a tankard of brown ale. while
the read-headed office bov contented himself
with some ham sandwiches and two bottles
of ginger beer.

After this they moved on to one of the
three small hotels the place boasted, where
they arranged for rooms and garaged the car.
Hume and Marsham decided to take a walk
out to the cliff about two miles away, and

g

which loomed up belore them. * It looks

Fleet | pretty weird in the dark, 1 must admit.
i ——my re

The mnext moment

Hume felt himself falling
down, down, down'! He
had toppled over the
edge of the cliff into the
sea below.

Jolly wild ~ort of days they must have heen
when that was put up a hundred and ffty
years ago."

Hume motioned the Yard man to silence,
and together they made their way to a clump
of bushes on the right.

1 don’t suppose anything will happen to-
night,”” whispered Hume.

*“ Something has every mnizht since that
author chap made his offer to the (iovern:
ment, anyhow,” muttered Marsham. * That
is the curious part of it. T don't see why
we shouldn’'t see something to-night.”

- For several moments the two men &tood
mn the shadow of the bushes, neither sperai-

| o2 a word,
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Midnight boomed slowly trom the distant
clocks of Craigsclifie. Jn silence they con-
tinued to gaze at the old-fashioned Jantern-

room at the top of the lighthouse. And
then, even as they did so. a single flash of
white light blinked out from the lantern-

room across the sea,

A quarter of a minute passed,
another flash—darkness once again:
seconds later came the third.
gripped Hume’s arm.

““* They're signalling {o somcone,”
pered,

Hume felt the grip on his arm tighten unthl
he almost shouted with pain.

“ Look, look!"” gasped Marsham, waving a
rather shaky furehnqer in the direction of
the samall gallery running round the outside
of the lantern-room. " My only sainted
aunt! What on earth is ity”

Hume stared.

And for a moment he felt himsell in the
giip of some nameless fear. But quickly pull-
ing his startled wits together he dropped
quickly to the ground, pulling the Yard man
with him. . ;

In awed silence thcy stared at the small
iron bnlcony where, moving slowly, with
hands extended bhefore¢ it, they saw a weird
figure, clad in knee-breeches ana a  three-
cornered hat, garments of long gone-by days
move along,

From the ficrure itsell there secmed to
emanate a ghastly greenish light., quivering
and unearthly against the dark background
of the night.

“It's a—a ghost!”
between his teeth.

But the next moment the figure
vanished as suddenly as it had appeared.

‘““ By Jove, there's a story for you, Mr.
Hume.” cried Marsham, his feeling of appre-
hension past. * The varn certainly has some
foundation then, we've seen that much with
our own eves.”

T]Hnme lighted a cigarctte before replying.
en

“ I think we will cot hack now,’” he sald.

The two men returned to Cm::;m.‘ilte in
silence. Half an hour later they were hoth
in bed and asleep. Hume was astir carly
the following morning, and by the time Mar-
sham and Nunky appeared in the dining-
room he was ﬂmalmng his meal with marma-
lade and toast.

While his two companions were attending
to the neceds of the inner man, Hume made
a few inquiries amonrg some ol the towns-
people as to when the flash of light {rem the
lantern-roomg of the disused lightirwuse had
first heen seen.

. “He discovered, somewhat to his surprise,
that' the three curious flazhes had been re-
ported as lomg as twelve months ago, But
at that time little notice was taken of it,
and the whole businers was put down to
-somecne’s imagination. '

But recently the flashes had heen =een more
frequently, and by quite a number of peopie
at that. But by careful questioning, Hume
ascertained that s0 far, 1o one but Inspector

and then
fifteen
Maraham

he wliis-

stuttered Marsham

had

Marsham and himeelf had
alowing, old-world figare
and the three-cornered hat.

And although Hume had discovered this,
he took good care that none of the towns-
people should share his knowledge. Eventu-
ally he called back at the hotel, and, together
with the Scotland Yard man, visited the
local police headquarters, But even here,
neither Hume nor Marsham made any men-
tion of what they had seen., After discuss-
g the case generally, they borrowed the
lighthouse. key=, promising to return them
later.

Back in the

seen the weird,
i knee-hreeches

hotel, Hume acquaintcd the
red-headed oftice hoy with the previous
night's happenings. He then explained that
he was going to spend the coming mght in
the lantern-room of the lighthouse, in an en-
deavour to discover by what means the weird
ficure came and went, and was about to turn
away when he was dl‘l‘E‘-tELl by a c¢all from
Nunky. ?

“Oh, by the way, Mr. ‘Ume,"” said the
lad, " I went into the telephone cabinet to
‘'phone the office for the space you told me
to ask them to reserve, and [ discovered
somethiug rather interesting scrawled on the
wall in pencil.”

““* What was it?"”

*“The telephone number of aur paper. Not
much ‘in- that, ~ir, but just beneath ;t, and
written in the same h.md was the name of
one ol our cumpn.-:itﬂr.-;-—t,hat fellow C(rofts,”

"“(Crofts?” echoed Hume, suddenly in-
Zerested. ‘' Are yon sure?”
“* Quite, Mr. 'Ume. ] thou;:ht it mizht

only he a coincidence, finding it down here
in  this little out-of-the-way place, but 1
thought it worth menttoning.”

Hume nodded tm}nght.nlh The mention
of the compositor’'s name had set him think-
ing, for Crofts, curionsly enough, was the
man he had discovered in the passage out-
side his room at the ** Daily Wire,” follow-
ing the stealthy movements he had heard
while Inspector Marsham had heen telling his
story.

What did it all mean? Had the compositor
been eavesdropping on him, and, ir so, why?

Hume was rather puzzled; he decided to
vo into the allair later; so, nodding briefly
to Nunky, he went upstairs to his own room.
But no sooner had he entered than his
<harp eyes detected that somecne had been
in  the apartment since he had  left it.
Hume quickly glanced round, and arrived at
the conelusion  that someone had also
searehed the place during his absence.

Careful inquiries elicited from the hotel
proprietor the inforination that none of the
staff had, as yet, been in the room. Hume
saildd no more uhmlt the affair, but decided
that the mysterions visitor must in some wa
he connected with the telephone call whic
had bheen sent or received between the hotel
and the offices of the ** Daily Wire.”

Marsham spent most of the day following
up clues on his own, Nunky accompanying
him for the sake of something better to do.
And at about elevem o'clcck that night



Mervyn Hume once again set off in the
direction of the disused lighthouse on the
top of the cliff. This time he was provided
with the keys of the place, and with them
he let himself in and commenced a thorough
investigation. "

* He discovered, as he had already been told,
that the lamp in the lantern-room bad not
been used for many vears. Therefore, how
to explain the three flashes he had sc¢en the
previous night he did not know,

He carefully searched every roocm in the
tower, hoping to find some c¢lue which would
indicate the ingress and exit of the mysteri-
ous ficure in the Kknee-breeches and three-
~ornered hat. All Lis efforts proved ftutile,
however, and eventually he decided to re-
turn to the hotel.

As he descended the stone stairs to the
rcom at the bottom ol the tower his mind
reverted to the infermation Nunky had given
him about the telephone message that had
apparently been sent to Crofts, the com-
pesitor of *“The Wire.” For no logical
reason, he associated the message with his
own visit to Craigselitffe. And how rtight this
intuition was, he was =hortly to discover.

He emerged from the old lighthouse and
carefully locked the door behind him. He
was about to . turn in the direction of the
town when a figure loomed up helfore him
out of the dark. There was something
vaguely fTamiliar, and scmething distinetly
sinister in its movements:; but in the dark
Hume could not see who it was.

- Mervyn Hume, 1 helieve?™" saiid a voice.

“* Porkinson!” «¢cheed Hume. * What are
you doing down here?’’ -

The crime reporter of the opposition
paper, the * Daily Echo,” regarded Hume
with 4 sneer,

‘**1 suppose you thought you had szeen the
last of me when you tricked me over that
last story vou were on?" he said.

Hume did not reply. The sudden appear-
ance of the epposition man had rather
cstartled him. Porkiuson and Hume were not
vood friends.

It was only a week or so before that
Porkinson had atwempted to bribe Hume into
selling him a story, in order to save his
reputation with  his  ¢hief, who had
threatened to sack him for allowing himsell
to be beaten by the ** Wire ™ =0 often.

Needless to say, Hume had indignantly re-
fused, and hot words 1ad bteen exchanged.
Smarting under the rebuff, Porkinson had
contrived to beat his rival by stéaling his
pockethook and publisliing the story he had
found in it, only to find, later, that the
story in question was pure fietion, written
Tor the express purpose of deceiving him.

The affair had caused the * Daily Echo”
to look very foolish, especially when the story
was ofticially denied by the police, and the
denial appeared in the other papers.

In consequence, Porkinson was under notice
to go. But he had determined to get even
with Hume before he finally quit Fleet
Strcet. In order to do this he had bribed
one, Crofts, a compositor on the * Wire,"”
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‘to the town and re

to inform him of any story Hume might go
out on.

And Crofts, as we already know, had nearly
been caught in his eavesdropping. Neverthe-
less, he had managed to put Porkinson on to
the story at Craigscliffe, which previously no
Fleet Street mien knew of with the exception
of Mervyn Hume.

** Yes, 1 tricked you over the last story,”
gaid IIume. * And il you have come to
steal this from me by vour confounded
trickery, you will find yourself heaten again.”

** Well, I had intended to offer you the
chance of working with me and sharing the
story between us,” snarled the ‘* Echo ' man.
“ But, on secound thoughts, I'm hanged if [
will.”

“ Very well,” replied Hume. ‘‘ And now
1 will trouble you to let me nass.”

Porkinson glared, If there was one man
he hated more than another it was Hume.
All his trickery had gone for nothing belore
the clever steady work of his rival, and
the thoughts of past defeats, together with
Hume’s apparent contempt of him, stung him
to the quick.

A wild, bitter desire for revenge surged up
within him, and suddenly losing all controd
of his beastlike temper, he hit out with all
his strength at the face before him.

Crash!

ITume stopped the blow fuil on the point.
But darzed though he was he closed with his
cowardly adversary, and together the two
went rolling over and over on the ground
towards the edge of the cliff.

But Hume managed to extricate himself,
and landed a blow which caught Porkinson
squarely on the jaw. The rival reporter
howled with pain. Then, gritting his teeth,
he went for Hume head down, and kicked
him with all his might in the lower part of
the stomach.

Hume stagcgered back beneath the cowardiy
blow, his face paling in the moonlight. But
before he could regain his balance Porkin-
son struck him full in the face again, A
myriad of yellow lights danced before his
eyes, and the next moment he felt himself
falling, down, down, and down.

He had toppled over the. edge of the cliit
into the sea bhelow!

His cowardly assailant, an icy fear grip-
ping his heartstrings, watched him disappear,
too terror-stricken to render any assistance.

‘““ Hume!"” he called in a wild {renzy.
“Hume, Hume!” DBut the only reply he rte-
ceived was the gentle lapping of the waves
agzainst the sides of the chiff.

Trembline like the craven he was, gick at
heart by the tragedy his cowardly attack
had. caused, Porkinson stared fearfully over
the edge of the cliff into the tlack waters
helow. But Hume had completely varished.

His mind working frantically {o invent an
excuse to clear himself, Porkinson returned
rted the matter to the
local police. He did not. however, mention
hiz attack on the missing man, but stated
he had met him outside the lighthouse fight-

- L]

———— e

\ ing with a couple of roughs



He had gcne to his assistdnce, and had re-
ceived the injuries which they <ould see; but,
unfortunately, before he c¢ould do much,
Hume had slipped up and toppled over tie
cliff, his assailants afterwards escaping into
the night.

The®police listened to the story without
comment, hut apparently they saw no reason
to doubt it, and advised Porkinson to return
to London until he was sent for.

This the * Echo’ man did willingly
enough., And by the time he arrived at
Waterloo Station most of his fear had leit
him, and he was able to congratulate him:elf
on the plausible yarn he had teld to the
police. -

Indeed., so secure did lhe feel that he re-
solved to write the story up for his paper.
The death of a man of Mervyn Hume's fame
was sure to cause a sensation. That in itseif
was a point to be considered. Then, too, 11
anything. it would add strength to the tale
he had told the police it it appeared in print,
and other papers copied it.

Porkinson’s line of action was thus decided
on, and ten minutes after his arrival at his
office he had the story neatly tyvped ready for
the printers, himself figuring as the Lero
who had vainly, but gallantly, endeavoured
to save his colleague with whom lie had been
working. .

Porkinson had not tie nerve to face his
chief that night, however, o he leit the
story with the printers and returned home,
leaving his chief to see it when it should
appear in preof. The noxt day, after a good
night’s rest, he hoped his nerve would be
stronger,

To say that this story caused a sensation
throughout London when it appeared would
be to put it very mildly indeed. London was
astounded. And Porkinson, when he reached

£

the ofices of the ' Echo,” from whence a.

special edition had been published on Hume's
account, was besieged with eager questions
mixed with congratulations for his supposed
pluck, from all quarters.

Special placards were issued on its aeccount,
which, in heavy black typc, apnounced:

“ DEATH OF MERVYN HUME!"

And on the front page «f the paper itself
appeared the following story:

T DEATH OF FAMOUS JOURNALIST.

“Mervyn Hume Falls From CIliff Into the
: Sea.

Cowardly Attack in the Dark.

From our Special Corre:zpondent, Craigscliffe,
| Thursday. !

“‘The Daily Echo’ regirete to announce
the death of Mr. Mervyn Hume, the well-
known London journalist, who fell from the
¢liffs into the sea at Craigscliffe .on Wed-
nesday night, and was drowné¥, .

“* Mr. Hume had been working on a case
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vlie later part left the town to make some
mmvestigations in a disused lighthouse.

‘*He was about to return to his hotel,
when he was suddenly zet upon in the dark -
by a party of roughs. Our representative,
who had only gecently arrived at Crajgsclilie,
was on his way to meet him. On observicg
what was happening, he immediately dashed
to his assistance uand closed with his col-
league’s assailants. -

**In the sharp fight which ensued,  Mr.
Hume was knocked over the edge of the
cliff, and fell into fhe sea, which was run-
ning at high tide some fifty yards below.

‘** He was not seen again, and since the
nearest point to ithe shore is some two miles
away, little doubt remains that he was
drowned. - :

‘“* Meanwhile, our representative sueceeded
in getting the Dbetter of the roughs, who
made off in the dark, and have not been
seen since.

1 “* The motive for the attack is believed to
have heen robbery.”

The story concluded with
some. true and some fictitions, «f Mervyn
Hume's carveer, gathered from the office
reference library, and from members, of the
staff of the *‘*Echo” who had leen ac-
quainted with him.

On another page was a special article
written and signed by Porkinson, dealing
with the more intimate cide of the Ilate
crime investigator’s character.

It was certainly a sensational story, and
the ** Echo’ had made the most of it.
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some details,

On the third day after the publication of
the story announcing Hume’s death, Porkin-
son was sitting quietly in his office staring
out of the window at the * Wire " offices
across the road. No news had come from the
police as yet, and the rascally reporter now
believed himself to be wvell out of the wood.

“T1t seems strange,” he muttered, half-
fearfully, ‘“that I shall never see Hume
standing in his room over the way again,
Apyvhow, it was—" .

He broke. off short” and started from his
chair, his eyes fixed fascinated and feariully
on the room of the oppcsition paper, dead in
line with his own. The next moment a wild
shriek broke irom him,

““ Take it away, take it

sereamed like one possessed.
away!”
" The wild ery of terror brought a number
of his colleagues dashing into his room.
Fearfully they starad at him, as ashen-
faced he pointed a trembling forefinger to
the room across the road, still wildly im-
ploring them to take it away.

And there, in the offices of the ** Wire,"
they saw a figure, standing perfectly still,
looking out across the road at them. '

It was Mervyn Hume! _ _

“*Take him away!” screamed Porkinson
again. * It’s his ghost, I.tell you. Hume's

away!” he
““Oh, take it

with ope of our representatives. and towards ! £host come back to baunt me. 1 didn't mean,

& -



to do it. I kicked him, and he mpp]e-i mel']

the cliff, and now he’s come hack!”
tubhermg, and heedless of what he was
riaying, the frenzied and terror-stricken man
was led gently away,
their best to soothe him. . _

There was no doubt about it: tiie man in
the window opposite was Mervyn Hume.
T'he man whom Porkinson bhad reportpd dead !
The puzzled employees of the Echo’
quickly informed their chief, Mr. Marlinson,
of the strange affair. 'Telephone wires were
scon working, and a moment or o later it
was established heyond a doubt that the
man at the window was in very truth Mervyn
Hume, the man they had never expected to
see wdm, alive and well,

Ten minutes after that the wnhappy Pork-
-inson had revealed to his shocked colleagues
the true story of his cowardly attack on
his rival, and had confessed that what he
bad given his paper to publish was nothing
bat a tissue of lies invented to make things
lcok better for himsell,

In a state of considerable agitation, Mr.
Marlinson, the editor of the ' Echo,” lost
no time in visiting the ' Wire " office. And

there from the lips of Mervyn Hume l.im-
self Porkinson’s story was. confirmed.

** Fortunately for myself, it was high tide
when I toppled over,” explained Hume, ** and
1 manaﬂed by hick ‘to reach shore again,”

‘ But why didn't you let us know, or at
Jeast let your office know, as soon as you
were safe?” asked the agitated Mr. Marlin-
£O1,

** For the ermple reason,’” replied Bumnme,

THE
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“ that Porkinson would have denied the story
when 1 turned up again, and since there were
no witnesses, his word would have been as
cood as mine. 1, therefore, resolved to give
him a little scare. And how I have succeeded
you now Kknow, since he has of his own
accord confessed the whole part he played.”

And with that Mr. Marlinson had to be
satisfied. But when he returned to his own
oﬂi{e he was greeted with the information
that Porkinson had bolted. His disappear-
ance was regretted by no one, and never
more was he seen in Fleet Street.

It was with great satisfaction that shortly
afterwards Hume published the solution of
the mystery that had taken him to Craigs-
cliffe. When he had toppled over the clift
into the sea he had managed to crawl into
a cavern, cut in the side of tihwe cliff, which
eventually led him by an underground rgunte
mto the old lighthouse.

Here, in a room bheneath the ground ficor,
cunningly ccncealed by a trap-door, he dis-
covered a considerable quantity of smuggled
goods, a powerful electric lamp used for sig-
nalling to the smugglers’ boats out at sea, as
well as a suit of clothes heavily smeared with
phosphorous,

““ And there is not the slightest doubt,”
remarked Hume to Marsham, some time
Jater, **that had I not been pushed into
the sea the subterranean passage by which
the lizhthouse was entered from the side of
the cliffs would never have been discoverea.
So, in a sense, 1 owe my last scoop entirely
to Porkinson, of the ‘ Echo,” who reported
me dead.” A

END.
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' a big public school.
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~Next Week’s Story of MERVYN HUME

‘THE SCHOOLBOY REPORTER !

Describes how the great newspaper sleuth investigates a case of bullying at

NUXNKY, the office boy, is %nt to the school as a new
boy and takes a leading part in the case,
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PAT, MAC

and

HARRY ! —Three Cheery Chums who you will meet
this week m Victor Nelson’s great story
Read 1t n i

- PLUCK.

““ Abyseinian Gold!”




The ®pening of the Story.
“Olive Brent, the beautiful young ward

of Mr. Matheson,
singular circumstances
cuardian’s London residence,
turning from a visit to the theatre.
Her French maid, who was the only
person in the hoube when Olive lelt &o
nmysteriously, is found drugged. At the
time, Miss Brent was wearing a valu-
able necklace, which had heeu lent her
by Mr. Matheson. There is evidence
that the missing girl had departed in
a hurry and had taken the necklace
with her.

has disappeared under
from her
after re-

(Now read on.)

THE LETTER FROM THE MISSING GIRL.

IPPER hastened to the door, and threw
it open. A fecw seconds later the
street door below was opened, and
Mr. Douglas Matheson ascended the

atairs, mounting thein three at a time, He
was breathless when he entered the con-

~sulting-room. He dropped into a chair, and
mopped his brow with iz handkerchier.

Nelsoa Lee glanced at him shrewdly.

- “ 8o you have had ncws of your ward?”

he quietly remarked.

“ How—how «did you know?” Douglas
Matheson panted.

“I merely cueszzed,” said ILee. “It is
obvious that nothing olbe conld have bhrouaht
you here.”

‘““ Well, you are right. T have had news

from Olive, not of her."”
““ From Miss Brent? Indeed?"”

“Yes, a letter from.her! Only a couple
of lines! It came this morping! It was
posted last night—somewhere in the We:t

Central district, . which covers a wide area.
I will show you—"

Reaching into his pocket, Mr. Matheson
produced separately the envelope and thie
letter, and handed them to Lee.

“Tlrere you are!” he said. “ You will
readily understand what it means!”

Nelson Lee looked at the postmark, and
observed that the envelope was addr@sqe(l to
Coburg Square.

HE BLACK

MASK

Grand New Serial
='_  Detective Story of
m* Nelson Lee and
| Nipper.

contained, and read aloud

ol paper ig had
as follows:

what was written on f,

“ PDearc AMr. Matheson,—Don't worry
me, and den't try to find me, for it would
be useless. 1 am safe and happy. 1 will
take gonod eare of the jewels. 1 am going
abroad almost at onee, and will write tu
you again in a week or so, und explaiu
everythine.

about

“ Affectionately,
“ OLIVE.”

The detective shrugged his =honld~.r==
““What do you make of this?" he usked.
“It is as clear as tla}'light!" Douglas

“ It is just as -
Lee, and |

Matheson excitedly declared.
I supposed! You were wrong,

was right! Olive eloped with that fellow
Halford! They were married in Londou-—
probably in assumed -names. U'p to last

were living somewhere m the

night they
and by now they are crossing the

West End,

Channel, or have linded at some Treuch
port !
“Nothing of the sort! Your ward is in

London, 1 dare say, but Mr. Halford is at
Bournemouth.”

“ At Bournemouth? And alone?”

“ Yes, alone. It was voung Halford who
was seeu by the constuble on Mounday night
outside your residence in Coburg Square, but
e did not entice Mizs DLirent away. He
kunew she was at the theatre that night., and
lie waited for her to return. He begged her
to marry him, and she refused. And he was
g0 upset by her refusal! that lie left town
early the next morning.”

“ Where—where did sou
information, Lee?’’

“From Nipper. 1 =ent him down to
Journemouth, and he has just come back.”

Continuing, Nelson Lee repeated all that
Lad been told to him by the lad. Douglas
Matheson stared blankly, and shook lis head
in hewilderment.

“It i3 an absolute mystery to me,” he
said. ““ The girl in London, and Lester Hal-
ford in Bournemouth! What on earth can
it mean? I can't imagine, unlesa—unless

get this amazing

Then he vnfolded the sheet | Olive has eloped with 30mebody else.”
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Nelson Lee replied.
““Your theory is wrong. I havé a different
one, and I will mention it presently. [
want to put some questions to you first.
Are you positive that this letter was written
by Miss Brent?”

“Yes, I am,” Mr. Matheson answered.
“I could swear that it is her handwriting.”

“Was it usual for her to address you as
she has done?”

““ No, it wasn't. For several years she has
heen in the habit of calling me Uncle
Douglas, though I am no relation to her.”

‘* Exactly! Yet she addressed you as
Mr. Matheson.+ It is evident, then, that she
did not write the letter cf her own free will.
It was dictated to her, word for word.
She wrote it under compulsion.”

* Under compulsion? I—1 believe she did,
Lee. Yes, it would ceem zo. But how do
yvon account for it?”

** The explanation is simple. Miss Brent
iIs in the power of some scotundrel, perhaps
two. BShe is a prisoner somewhere in London,
but not necessarily in the West End."”

** A prisoner?” cried Douglas Matheson.
‘“In the power of a couple of scoundrels?
Good heavens, can it be possible?”

Nelson Lee nodded. .,

** There can’t be any doubt about it,’* he
replied. “ That is my theory, and the cir-
cumstances indicate it to be correct.”

‘“ But—but how could Olive have——"’

‘““Never mind about that now, Matheson.
At this stage of the case I had rather not
speak of what I krow. I have certain sus-
picions, and that is all. Leave the matter
in my hands. Be patient, and trust to me
to solve the mystery. I expect to find and
rescue Miss Brent, and the chances are that
I shall recover the jewels as well.”

““Is Olive's life in danger? Will any harm
be done to her, Lee?”

““ She will not be harmed. 1 am sure of
that now, though at first I was gravely
apprehensive. You need not worry.”

“Is that all you have to say? Won't you
tell me more? Don’t conceal anything from
nme.”’

““T have nothing more to say at preseut,
Matheson. In the course of two or three
days 1 may have news for you—aud good

~ T

lHews.

“Very well! If you won't tell me, you
won’t, TI'll have to wait. 1 suppose. 1t is
terrible to think that the poor girl is a
prisoner somewhere, but it is a comfort for
me to know that she is not in any danger.
How did it happen? 1 cau’t understand it,
Lee. 1t is a most baffling mystery.”

Mr. Matheson rose as he spoke, and paced
to and fro. His features were twitching,
and there was a look of distress in his eves.

** It is terrible!” he muttered. ** Terrible!
My poor Olive!”

*“ Calm yourself,”” bade Nelson Lee. ‘1
told you not to worry. By the way, did
you send to Chorley Wood for your ser-
vants?” .

‘““ No, she hasn't,”

“ Yes, without delay. They are at Coburg
Square. I sent for them yesterday morning,
amd they arrived in the afternoon.”

“And the French maid—what of her?
HHave you obecyed my instruections?’’ .

“1 have, Lee. The police are keeping
wateh on Diane Merode, and will see to it
she does not leave the house. 1s it necessary
to watch her, though? I don't doubt the
statements she made to you and me were
true, for-she scems greatly distressed about
it“!l' -

‘““Yes, Matheson, 1 dare say she is. She
has reason to bhe.”

Douglas Matheson tried again to
information from the detective.

Nipper closed the door behind him,
glanced at his master.

‘““It strikes me you know a lot, guv’'nor,”
he said.

““ T have certain suspicions, as I admitted
to Mr. Matheson,” Nelson Lee replied.

““ What are they?” isked the lad. ** What
weréc you doing yesterday while 1 was 1n
Bournemouth'”’ ;

Nelson Lee’s eyes diwinkled. He secated
himself comfortably in the. depths of the
big chair, filled his pipe, and held a match
to it until the tobacco was aglow.

““I was not idle during vour absence, my
bay,” he said. *“ T ecalled on Madame Bon-
nard, the aunt of the French maid. She has
a small laundry in Greek Street, Soho, and
from what I could judge she is a jhoroughly
respectable woman. I rather expected to
get some interesting information from her,
and I was not disappointed.

“It appears that for a year or o there
has been lodging with her a young Irench-
man, Alphounse Lefroy by name, who was
employed as a waiter at the Restaurant
Tabarin, in Jermyn Street. Diane Merode
called on her aunt now and again, and some
months ago she made the acquaintance of
the young waiter. The two fell in love
with each other, and they recently became
engaged.

“ Furthermore, during the past month,
Alphonse Lefraoy has frequently been visited
by a friend of his, a man of about his own
age. Madame Bonnard never saw him, as
she and her lodger used the side-door of the
dwelling. But on one occasion, when the two
men were ‘in Alphonse Lefroy's bedchamber
over the laundry, the woman distinctly
heard Lefroy call his friend by the name of
Jarvis Carey.”

Nipper gave a quick start,

get some

and

“Jarvis Carey!” he cxelaimed, *“ The
crook?"

Nelson Lee nodded.

“T should think so,”" he replied. “ It

isn't likely there arc two persons of that
name,”’

“No, T should say not. It must be the
same fellow, guv’nor. Go on—what elve?”

‘“T also learned from Madame Bonnard
that her lodger was no longer with her. On
Monday morning he paid what he owed, and
left with his bag, explaining that he had
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got. another room, <loser to his place of
eriployment. She had not seen or heard of
him since.

“* My next step was to call at the

Restaurant Tabarin in Jermyn Street, where
[ saw the manager. "He told e the waiter
was gone, and he could tell me no more tran
that.

“* Alphonse Lefroy iceft on Sunday evering,

having given notice a week previons. So
there vou arve! That is the e«tent of my
information.  What deduetions wonld ~Yyou

draw from it?"

“ Jarvis Carey and the
gteal Olive DBrent's jewels,
they succeeded in doing so.
plans beforehand. That is why Alphonse
Lefroy  gave notice to the restaurant
more than a week ago, and why he left his
lodgings in  Greek  Strect on Monday
morning. !

“Quite right, my boy.
deeper into the case?”

“Yes, the twd men are hiding somewhere

waiter meant to
cf ccurse, and
Theyyuade their

LE ]

(lan you see any

in  London, and Miss Brent is a prisoner
with them. But surély they couldn’t have
got her away by force from the house in
Coburg Square on Monday night? How did
it. happen, guv’nor?”

‘““ Ah, that is the question!”

““And what of the Krenehh maid?  She

must have heen an accomnplice in the rob-
bery. She left the kitchen door umnlocked,
s0 the thieves could quietly enter the house.
She was to have drugged Miss Brent, and
slte drank the wrongz bottle of stout by
mistake."

““ It would appear so. Nipper.
do for the present. We won't discuss the
matter any  {arther. Though I doubt if
an attempt has yet heen made to dispose of
the jewels, or any of them, I will make
inquiries of pawnbrokers and fences. And
vou will try to find Jarvis Carey. You have
often scen him, and even if he should be
disguised—as I dare say he is—you would
be able to recognise him by the tiny mole
under his left eye. |

““ Hiz= favourite haunts, you will remember,
were in Chinatown, and in the vicinity.
That is where vou will search. You will
probably get on the track of the fellow in
the course of a few days, and if you find
him, if you learn where he is living, you
will also have found Alphonse Lefroy and
the missiug girl.

** As for Miss Brent, I am sure no harm
will come to her, as I said before. But she
raust be in great distress, and I am anxious
to rescue her as soon as possible.”

** Why are the men keeping her a prisoner,
guv'nor? What is their object? [ can’'t
auess."”

**No, it isn't easy to guess. I have a
s;hrewd idea, though, that they propose
O %

Nelson Lee paused.

“Ring the bell, my boy,” Le added.
“We will have our “luncheon now, We

will have another talk later, and I will give

That will

{

1

l

you full ionstructions.

You had better starh
on your task to-night.”

[N THE OPIUM DEN.

ETWLEN ten and eleven o'clock ou
Saturday night, five days after the
mysterious disappearance of Olive
Brent from her home in Coburg

Squa.e, a youth, who wore shabby clothes

and had a swarthy complexion, turned off

the West India Dock Road into Pennyfields,
the principal thoroughfare of Chinatown.

He stepped to the south side of the street,
and presently he bore into a narrow alley,
and came at the bottom of it to a door,
above which was a green lamp. An inscrip-
tion in a strange janguage was painted on
the lamp, and the door led to the Café of
the Lotus Flower, the Chinese proprietor of
whicli was Wang Foo. '

The youth pauscd for a moment, opened
the door, and descended a flight of steps.
He paused again and threw open another
door. And as calmly as if he was familiar
with the place—as indeed he was—he en-
tered a long low-ceilinged room slouched to
the farther.ead of it, and seated himsell at
a small table which was unoccupied.

There were _many other emall tables, and
the people who sat at them, drinking and
smoking, and talking in strange tongues,
were mostly foreign sailors. Wang Foo, =a
fat and dirty old man, moved to and fro
amongst his <customers. Paper lanterns
hung from the ceiling and the walls, and the
air was blue with the reek of vile tobacco

At the rear of thc café was a beavy cur
tain. It led to a short passage, and at the
end of the passage another curtain gave
access to an opinm den. The shabby youth
was Nipper. While Nelson Lee was making
inquiries concerning the s<tolen jewels—and
futile inquiries at that—the lad had been
scouring this quarter 05 the East End,
searching for the crook who was betieved to
be the accomplice of Alphonse Lefroy.

His quest had failed. He had met with no
luck up 4o the present. On two previous
occasions he had been to the Lotus Flower,
and to-night he had come here again, in the
faint hope of being successful., Nobody was
paying any atteution to him. He leaned
back in a negligent attitude and took a fur
tive survey of his surroundings. His gaze
wandered from table to table, resting for
a few seconds on cach person, and finally
liis heart gave a quick throb.

“ There he is!” he murmured.
word, I'm in luck!"”

Three or four yards to the left of him,
sitting alone, was a man of about thirty.
with sinister features and keen black eyes.
His complexion was of a high colour, and he
had a scrubby moustache. The cap that was
pulled low over his brow; and the dark blue
handkerchief that was tied loog6ly around
his neck in place of a collar, gave him the
appearance of a typical hooligan. Jarvis

6 Ms‘



Carey, it may be caid, was clean-shaven and’)

had a sallow complexion. But as he had
a tiny mole beneathh his left eye, and as this
man had a similar one, Nipper was quite
gatisfied that he was Jarvis Carey.
“That's who it is, I'm certain!” he e
flceted, ““ He has the same kind of eyes as
Carey, and he is of the same build. The
fellow is diszuised, but the mole gives him
awav. I’'ll follow him when he leaves, and
iind onut where he ig lodging. And to-morrow
he and Lefroy will be caught, and Olive
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" The police!’’ bawled a youth,

Brent will be rescued, and the jewels will

be found. My word, won't the guv'nor be
pleased ™

There was no doubt in tNe lad’s mind. He
was elated by his success, and confident that
it would not be long .before he had got the
-information which Nelson Lee wanted. He lit
.- another: cigarette and idly watched  the
- -pceupants of the café, paying no heed to the
. ¢rook. A quarter of an hour clapsed.  Jarvis
- Garey was smoking a drinking-bottle pipe.

Everybo‘dy jumped up. Tables went crashing to
the floor, glasses were shattered to fragmenis and chairs were overturned.

]

A Japanese and a lascar began to quarrel,
both drawing knives. Wang Foo promptly
hastened to them, and flung them apart
before a blow could be gtruck. They settled
their dispute, and a moment later the door
at the front of the room was thrown open
and a Chinese youth appeared.

‘“ 'The police!”’ he bawled, at the top «f his
voice, ‘* The police are coming! Many of
them! They'll soon be here!” '

A police raid! The youth had no more
than given the warning when there was
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frightened elamour. Everybody jumped up.
Tables went crashing to the floor, classes
were shattered {o fragments, and chairs
were overturned. -

There was papic and confusion, a blind
dash to escape. 0Old Wang Foo, caught in
the wall of secthing humanity, was knocked
down and {rampled upon. From every lip,
in different languages, burst the shrill ery:

** The police! The police are coming!” .

Jarvis Careyv had Deen the first to rise
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He had at once slipped under the curtain at
the rear of the café, with seven or eight of

the sailors at his heels, and Nipper next
to them. By fhe time they got to the end

of the short passage and entered the opium
den beyond it the mob were pressing them
from hchind, trying to push by thein.

Little tables, containing brass pipes and
tills of opium, were upset in the rush. The
air was heavy with the sickly smell of the
drugz. The light, burning dimly, showed the
recumbent figures of the smokers on the
wooden platforms to the right and left.

They were mostly Orientals—brown and
vellow men from China, and Japan, and
Malava. Some of them lay still in drugged
slumber. Others, partly roused from their
stupor, lifted themselves on their elbows, and
stared with vacant faces. Nipper was
jostled and squeezed, pushed this way and

that. It was with difficulty he kept on his
feet. -His arms were clamped to. his sides,
and he could not move them. Y'renzied

vells and curses rang in his ears.

He could sce the crook, several yards iu
front, and hLe mwmade strenuous efforts to get
closer to him. He fought like the rest,
bearimg hard with Lis knees and shoulders.
Stowly, inch by inch, he was forced through
the inner room by the maddened crowd.

[ mustn’'t lose Jarvis Carey!” he said to
himself. *“ 1 mustn't!”

At leneth, bruised and dishevelled, and
half-dazed, he was propelled from the opium
den into a passage ou the left, where a paper
lantern was burning. e was running now,
in blind haste, and others were running with
him: He heard shouts from the rear, the
crack of a rev:lver, the blast of a police-
whistle. He looked for Jarvis Carey, and
saw him in the Jead. He lost lim, got
another glisipse of him, lost him again.
Manyv of the panic-stricken people from the
café were aliead of him, and others, running
faster than he was, overtook him from be-
hind. He got in the way of a Japanesc
catlor, who struck at him.

* Curse you, Entils boy!"" he snarled.

The blow sent Nipper reeling. He tripped
and fell. serambled to his feet, and con-
tinued his flight. Now he was out in the
fresh air, in a narrow alley. He f{ore obn,
his heart pounding against his riDs. He
was in murky gloom, and, what was more,
he had lost sight of the crook. He was
scarcely aware of it. His sole thought for
the moment was to escape from the police
He was sure they were in pursuit, and he
was afraid of being caught and arrested.
[f that were to happen, it would spoil what
chance Ye had of learning where Jarvis Carey
lived.

He glanced about him. There was no sign
of the crook, as he had expected.

“ Confound the luck!” he muttered.
lost the fcllow, and 1 don’t suppose I'll have
another chance of getting on his track. 1t
isn't likely that he will return to Wange
‘Foo's place, after the police taid to-night
"That's what upsct my plans.”

ii I.'.'e -

As he spoke. the door of a public-house,
close to his right, swung open, and out came
the dusky fizure of a tall, lean man who wore

a cap. He stopped on the pavement to fiil
and light a pipe, and the glow of the lamp
shone- on his face, revealing his highly-

coloured complexion and =crubby moustache,
and a tiny mole beneath his eyc. Nipper
shrank back into the shop door.

It was Jarvis Carey. There could be un
mistake about it. He approached, passed by
the lad without a glance at him, and bore
to the left into the causeway. Nipper
waited for a short interval and stole after
the man. He could dimly see him ahead
of him, walking at a slow pace. For some
distance the two went "on, separated by «
space of twenty yards or so. Jarvis Carey
did not once look back, and if he had he
probably would not have noticed the Iad,
who kept to the shadow of the dwellings.
The ecrook prezentiy crossed - the gloomy
street, and turned the corner of another
street. Nipper hastened to the spot, and,
pecping arowmd the corner, he saw that the
man had already disappeared. He warily
advanced for some yards, going by the closed
doors of three or four small dwellings, and
pauscd by the open doorway of a large tene-
ment house. Within was thick darkness,

{ except for a faint glimmer of light which

seemed to be at the far end of the hall, be-
vond the staircase. All was quiet. There
was not a sound.

Was this where Jarvis Carey and Alphonse
Lefroy were lodging, with the stolen jewels
in their possession, and Olive Brent «a
prisoner in their power? Most likely the
crook had gone in here. but there was no
certainty of it. 1t was possible, on the other
hand, that he had entered one of the «mall
dwellings. At all events, it was necessary
that Nipper should settle the question, and
he could do so only by listening at the door
from which the lizht shore.

‘‘ Here goes for it!” he murmured, ‘‘ There
won't be any risk.” i

He mounted the steps and slipped into thae
building. Slowly and cautiously, with
stealthy tread, he giided along the dark
hall towards the glimmer of light.
sudden he stopped, startled by a creaking
noise. And the next instant two muscular
hands fastened on his throat, and a voice
hissed savagely in his ear:—

‘“You young whelp! I thought .there was
somebody shadowing me!”’

The lad had walked into a ftrap. He
realisccd at once that he was in the grasp
of Jarvis Carev. His desperate struggles
were of no avail. He could not call for
help. could not break .the. suffocating grip.
He was choking. His senses reeled. As if iu
a dream he saw the near-by door thrown,
open, and saw the vague, black figure of
anovhier man. Then a flat weapon rapped
him on the head, and he remembered nothing
more, '

(T'o be continued.)

Of a °
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They were ushered into Miss
study, and she met them with smiles, and
with full assurance., Everything the vnnltor‘:
saw Indicated that St. Frank’s was . in a
perfect state, of harmony, without a single
nete of discord.

““ Really, gentlemen, I am pleased to see
you hut my time is valuable—1 am a busy
woman these days,” said Miss Trumble
pleasantly. ““1 really cannot understand
wny you have come.”

“ Ahem! Well--er-—-it
Trumble, that there has
amount of—ahem !—trouhle ™

appuars, Miss
been a. slight
exclaimed Sir

James Henson nervously. ¢ Trouble, and
unpleasantness, ¢h?” _ _
‘““So we have hcard, Sir James,” =said

Lord Walberry.

I am afraid ycu have been misinformed,
gentlemen,” exclaimed Miss Trumble.
*“ Surely you have not taken any notice of
the ridiculously exaggerated reports which
have becn appearing in the newspapers? The
trouble was nothing—a mere ]m“mtr phase.
1 dealt with it dmatwalh-—uml at once.”

‘““ There is no rebellion now?"
.+ Miss Trumble laughed. !

*“ Rebellion!”” she exclaimed.. “ My dear
Mry:Stevens! How absurd! 1 think it would
he @3 .well, before going into any details, if
you will he good enough to make a shert
Vour of the school.”
" H'm--ha---possibly sald  Sir

0, James,

-

Trumble's

— —— —p— e

r:tI'Ols!ﬂg lus heard. "P(}eslb]} 0, madank,
A look round, eh? Just to satisfy -us that
everything is in order. A, good au-'gutmu
—what do you say, ,,eni!emen " i

The gentlemen thought it was.

As a matter of faet, there was something
about Miss Trumble that rathier put them
off their stroke—as Archie would have ex-
pressed it. She was so capable, so calmly
confident. The governors rather felt that
they were at a disadvantage. Miss Trumble
had a most exasperating way ol enforeing
her own wislies,

Indeed, it was mainly thiz quality in her
character that had resulted in her being
elected Chairman of the Governors, If Sir
John Brent had heen on the Board at the
time it is doubtful it she would have vained
the honorary post.

She could deal with these
fogeys " practically as she liked. And they
were greatly impressed by her air of ah-
sglute ¢command., The contidence in her very
manner was self-appareut, :

‘“ Pleasce follow me, gentlemen,” she said,
going to the door., ‘' Please let me remind
you again that my time is very fully
occupied—being in countrol of a school like
St. Frank’s is no light undertaking. Apd 1
am pleased to tell you that I have now
gained ecomplete mastery over those few
boys who were inclined to be insubordinate.”

‘“ Splendid—splendid |’ murmured ' Sir
James, :

four *“'old
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“Capital!” agreed Lord Walberry.

They all Tollowed the Headmistress out
inio the passage. And then commenced
tour .of the school. Anything more peaceiul
could not be imagined. The very idea of
a rebellion seemed utterly ridiculons.,

Throughout the whole tour there was
a -sn'"‘e sign of trouble.

Feom the Sixth Form-rcom down to the
smallest class of fags, lessons were going on
quietly, eurnestly, and with an air of perrect
harmony and peace. Even in the Remove-—
which was always more or less noisy—thiere
was an atmosphere of charming quietude.
Miss Teezer had seen to that.

Thus, the governors returned Miss
Trumble’s atmh feeling slightly uncom-
fortable. 'They hiad an idea that tihhev had
come down absolutely for nothing. They
had cast doubts upon Miss Trumble's cap-
abilities—and they had bheen proved wrong.

And now the Headmistress adopted a fre~h
tone.

* Well, gentlemen, you
sald quietly. *‘1s there any
these etories of fighting and
unruliness?"’ '

“ No justification . at ..111
said Lord “alberr*

““ None whatever,” added Genecral Milton.

“In fact, we feel that we owe you an
apology 1" said Sir James gruffly.

““ Quite so—quite so!” muttered
Stevens,

Miss Trumble looked at them scverely—
and they felt more uncomfortable than ever.

not

to

have seen,” she
justification for
rehellion and

Miss Trumble,”

When Miss Trumble looked severe she was
by no means pleasant
“Under the <circustances, centlemen. 1

ont
ah l
mquir}'

think that an, apology would mot be
of place,”” she.said, with quiet dignity.

may inform you that I resent this
iu tile strongest possible way.”

“ Well, Misgs Trumble, you see——"

“It i3 pozitively scandalous!” interrupted
Miss Trumble indignantly. ““ Am I not the
Chairman? Could you not trust me to
conduct the school in a fitting manner? Why

should I he doubted? Why should you
assume—-""
‘“* Really, madam-—really!" bLroke in Sir

Juames, in distress.
our apology in the night spirit. We haa
no idea—no idea whatever! I can see that
cur journey was quite meedless.”

‘““Quite!” agreed the others.

““In fact, gentlemen, I think we can pass
a vote of cunﬂ-de:we in Miss Trumble, eh?”
went on Sir James, polishing lris spectacles.
“ Porsonally, 1 am fully satisfied that Miss
Trumble has the school uunder perfect
control.”

ANSWERS’ LIBRARY

Thos Twopenny Tuesday story-paper
for both sexes.

GET A COPY TO-DAY!

Mr.

“1I trust you will eccept |

F

| an
have no desire to spy upon you—none what-.

- *The greatest dificulty eof all

l .
\“ﬂc.

“ Oh, quite!” said the others, again.

The vote of confidence was passed--—-and,
to put it bluntly, the four old gentiemen
were very neatly fooled. For Miss Trumble,
in her extremity, had descended to nothing
more nor less than cunning,

She had mentioned nothing about the
armistice! She did not tell them that the
trouble was only in abeyance-—she did not

explain that the Remove was really at the
school hecause a truce *had been called.

No. She had decided to settle this question
independentlyv—after the Governors Liad gone.
And Miss Trumble believed that she woula
he able to bring the Remove to its knees
in the immediate futuve.

And she was clever, too.

“Well, gentlemen, 1 am delighted that
you are satisfied,”” she exclaimed. * But
it would be far more satisfactory to me if
you made arrangements until
the end of the week, I want you to be
fully satisfied. By all mcans remain at the
school.”

Of course, this

! was the very last thinyg
that Miss Trumble desired. But she knew
with whom she was dealing, and she also
knew” that there was practically no risk.

Sir James Henson shook his head firmly.

“Not at all—not at all!”’ he declared.
“ For us to stay would be in the nature of
insult, Miss Trumnble. Good gracious! We

ever! - We are {fully satisfied in every po%-
sible way. We will go at once, without

hindering you further.”

‘“* 8plendid!” said Lord Walberry, rising.

The Governors were only too glad to get
away, and a moment later they were escorted
out, after bowing to their hostess, and Miss
Tromble was left alone in her study.

She sat there, at her desk, her face glow-
ing with triumph. _
is over-
“And now I shall

come,”’ she murmnred.
It will be easy! The

deal with the other!
nattle is won!”

CHAPTER IX.
WILLY ON THE WATCH!

BGINALD EITT was one
of the first fellows out
in the Triangle whea

morning lessons were
over.

He emerged, and

: big limousine  which  had
bmu"lll the governors to the school. 1t was
still é«tdnrhnrr there, waiting for its cargo
of distinguished passengers. -

“ This looks as though the gang meuus to
liop oft pretty soon,” Pitt told himself, * Of
all the old buffers, they take the cake! If
they ever had any brains, they died loag
ag0 "

There had been a considerable amount of
whispered discussion in the Form-room - aftec
the governors had goune. And it was gecoer-

saw the

ally agreed that the old gentlemen were
. 4 harmless enough, ne doubt, but they were

J
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certainly not fitted to be in a position of
respousibility suech ag this,

Pitt strolled over, and had a look at the
ear. He was just examining the rear of it
when the four governors came bustling out.

Aot .

They went straight to the car, lighting
¢igars as they paused at the door.
““Yes, yes! An cexcellent suggestion, Sir

James!” Lord Walberry was sayving., “ The
Bannington races, eli? 1 have no objection.
Might as well make a day of it now we're
here, ch?”’

* Certainly !”’ said General Milton, nodding,
“The races at Bannington are particularly
good, too. Friend of mine there—two horses
entercd. Excellent hotel in the town—The
Grapes. First-rate dinners, I've heard.”

“That's all right, then,” esaid Sir James
Henson., ** We'll go to the races, dine at
thie Grapes, and cateh the night express.”

The otners stated their approval, and all
piled into the car. Pitt grinned to himsell
as the limousine moved out of the Triangle.

“Gay old dogs!’ be murmured. “ Going
to the races: and dinner at the Grapes
fterwards! Tiallo, Nipper. Did you hear?”

I had strolied up at that moment.

“* Hear what?” 1 asked.

Pitt told me what he had overheard. Of
course, there had heen nothing private in it.
But I listened to the news with particular
interest. It struck me that the information
might be highly valuable. ;

**Of course, we don't know what's hap-
pened here,” I said thoughtfully. *“ 1 ex-
pected the governors {o stop longer e

“ They look merry cnough, anyhow,”” in-
terrupiced Pitt. ““ It’s my belief they've had

that conference, and Miss Trumble bhas
arranged for the masters to return. That's

why the old chaps leok s0o pleased. We
chall be hearing something from Miss Trumble
hefore long, 1 suppose.”

“1 hope so,”" I replied. “But T don't
qnite iike the governors going so quickly.
[t scoms to me that Miss Trumble has been
throwing dust into their eyes. Not that that
matters much. We're safe. And it's good to
know that the governors will he at The
Grapes this evening.”

“ Why?"

‘* Because there's never any telling!” T re-
plied vaguely., “ If the zovernors were going
straight haek to London it would be a dif-
ferent thing. But they are practically on
the spot, and that’s a comforting thought."

“You evidently expect some trouble,
then?”’ asked Fitt curiously. T

“I’'m blessed if I know what to expect,” 1
replied. ‘“ But we ean’t be too careful,
Reggie. 1 don't suspect Miss Trumble of
treachery, but I'd like you to pop over to
~1he trenches soon, and have a look round.
“Just sce thaet everything is exactly as we
Jeft 6.7

“I'Il go

““ Right you are,”” agreed Pitt.
now.”’ .

. “T didn't shift, because I wanted to he on
the spot, in readiness for Miss Trumble, At
any moment a summons might ecome. 1 was

- i
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fairly certain that she would send for me
hefore the time for dinner.

“ But half an hour passed,
nothing. |

There was no word from Miss Trumble, and
St. Frank’s might have been quite normal,
to judge by appearances. A group of fellows
here and there, talking together, vere the |
only indications that something unusual was
afoot.

The Remove had thoroughly cnjoyed itself
that morning.

To be free from the duties of remaining
on guard, to eat crdinary food again, all
these thinegs were a boon. And there was
searcely a fellow who wasn’t convineed that
we should now stay for good. Miss Trumble
would never dare to let us go back.

Pitt returned shortly hefore (dinner.

“ Anything happened?” Le asked.

‘* Nothing,”” I replied. * She hasn't made
any move yet,"

‘“Oh, well, give her time,” said Reggic.
‘“ Everything's quiet. As far as 1 can see,
nothing has heen touched. The trenches -are

and I heard

exactly as we left them. Not a soul in
sight.”
This, at all events, was a relief. And I

was not the only one who believed in taking
precantions. Willy Handforth, although only
a Third-former, was exceedingly cute.

And he made it his business to visit the
trenches directly after dinner. Tle. too. had
nothing to report. At the same time, Willy
was far from satisfied. Ie didn't trust Miss
Trumble an inch.

“ After all, there wouldn't hLe anything
happening now!"" he told himseclf shrewdly.
*“1f there's going to be any treachery, it’ll
take placde during the aiternoon. while all
the c¢haps are at lessous. [ shall have to
come back. I'm not going to let those Re:
move fatheads be caught napping.

It was practically time for lessons now,
and when the hell rang T went to the Remove
Form-room with a sensc of slight disappoint-
ment and. uneasiness. Surely Miss Trumble
would have made soine move hefore now if
she intended to hring the masters back?

However, I did not worry. With that
signed paper in my possession it was im-
possible for the Headmistress to interfere
j;;rith the trenches. She =imply counldn’t risk
it. |

If we had to 2o back, well, we would go.

But the suspense was rather zalling. After-
noon lessons were trying in the extreme.
And none of the fellows were able to settle
down properly. Yet, during the period of
the truce, we could not take any sort of
action, We should keep faith.

In the Third-form room, Willy jumped up
an hour after lessons had. sfarted, ;

‘“ Please, Miss Nixon, can 7 hurry outside
for a drink of water?"” he asked innocently.
ol | I{;himk the dinner inust have been very
galt!”

The Form-mistress looked up, frowning.

‘“ Surely you can wait until lessons are

over, Handforth minor!’’ che uasked.



“0Of course T can, miss,” replied Willy
coolty. * But you're not going to be so jolly
mean, I suppose? A chap can’t do his work
properly if he's gasping for a drink gll the
time."

‘““ How long will you be?” asked Miss Nixon.

““ About two shakes!"” said Willy.

“ That is an absurd expression!” said the
I*mnpmnt:ess severely.

* Well, you know v'hut I mean, misg,”” said

Haudforth minor. 4Tt doesn't take lung to
get a drink of water, does it? 1'll buzz out,
- and then buzz back. Shall' I bring a glass
for you?"”

+¢ No, certainly not!" exclaimed  Miss
Nixon. ** You may go!”
“ Thanks muchly!” said Willy. * How

| '\bout a bottle of pop"”

He didn't wait to -hear Miss \:mn s reply,
for she didn't seem uny too pleased The
other Third-formers looked at him :nviously.
They. all wished that thev possessed his calm
©assurance.

- ceoain't  fair!” growled Chubby Heath.
““He can do au;t.hmg he jolly well likes!
He's got cheek enough for twenty!

- Willy: was marching down the deserted cor-
"dors, with a very set, expression on his face.
He paused to have a drink; he felt that he
was compelled to do that, and lie was a bit
thirsty. too.

So, his conscience satisfied, he hurried out
side. Mrs. Hake, glancing out of her tuck-
s;uup, caught :rrht of a streak in the
Triangle. She couldn’t understand what it
was: it looked something like an extra big
rabbit. But it was only Willy.

He thought it.far better to get out of the
Triangle with all speed. He couldn’t rtisk
being pulled up.

“ That's good!” he muttered, as he reached
Little Side. “Now to have a good old
squint !’

He had come cut because he wias still far
from satisfied regarding Fort Resolute. He
had a very uuncasy comu,t:on that all was
not right.

But when he approached the trench-sys-
tem there was nothing to indicate that Miss
Prumble was attempting any trickery. The
old barn lay there in the weak March sun-
licht. Not a soul could Le seen anywhere
in the vicinity. The trenches were quiet and
empty. '

Willy gave a grunt of disappointment..

“ Weli, there's a swindle!"” he muttered.
. ] was expecting all sorts of things. Seems
that the old girl’s keeping her word, after
allt H'm! I shall bhave to have another
look around yet.”

He was still doubtful,
way round towards the rear,
direction of the River Stowe. Then, just as
he was going round a bush, he drew back,
all his nerves on the stretch. A flush had

and he waoarked his
and in the

come into hig 1ace, and his eyes were
sparkling.

*“Ureat guns!” he Dbreathed tensely.
. What hin!—as Archic would #2v. What ho!
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=4} Jl"-'.r:' chunks!
thinzs!

He pvcpul round thie bush, and gazed JL 4

few men who were hard at work on a pabch
of ground wnot more than thirty yards away.
After all, there was nothing very sinister iu
this. _
- There was no reason why men shouidn't
work if they wanted to, and they were no-
wherc near Fort Resolute and the trench
system. They were, in fact, well outside the
bounds of it. ;

This is where I see a few

-But, as Willy watched, lhe grew more ex-
uted than ever, .
‘The dirty dogs!"™ he said fiercely. *‘ Oh,

the filthy huunders’ And Miss Trumble isa't

any better! T'll bet she's wangled this! I'm
jolly well going to tell ‘i’lpper' I'll burst
into the giddy Remove room, and teil him
everything! Blow the truce! We're nob

going to be dished!”

He turned round and zave one bouud for-
ward, inteading to start off for the school
at a run. He ran right=into the artus of
Farmer Holt, who was just coming up rouud
the bush.

“ Now then, my lad, hold on a bit!"”
{'l.umod ['armer Holt harshly.

emme go!l” velled Willy.
' He struggled desperately; he f-trug;,led andd
twisted like an eel. Farmer Holt gasped
and grunted, and found it quite impossible
to hold his prisoner. Willy got away.

But it was too late. >

Two other men had come up, and even a4
Willy tried to speed off, he was held once
azain. And this time there was no chance
of getting away. Agile though he was, he
couldn't fight against such odds.

Farmer Holt—who was hand and glove
with Miss Trumble—looked at the Third-
former grimly and angrily.

‘“ A spy, hey!" he exclaimed roughly.
“ Come pro“lmf' about to sée what you could
spot, 1T s'pose. All right, young man. We’ll
soon deal with” you. We can’t let him go
back to the school now,” he added, turning
to the others.

£X-

““No, I reckon he’s seen too much. sir,”
said one of the men.

“ You—you treacherous rotters!” aapen,l
Willy. ““ Help! Help! Hi! -Remm'el"-

“ ("lose bhis infernal mouth!"" znarled Holt.

Willy's sereams were of tremendous power.

He wasn't a bit afraid; he hadn’t cried out
on that account. But he wanted to give
some kind of warning to the rest of the
rebels. And this was his only chance.

A hand was clapped over his mouth befora
he could say anything else, and then he was
lifted off his feet, trunglmg furiously, and
carried down across the meadow to the River
Stowe. Arriving at the back of the stream,
he was held there by two men, while a third
brought a boat. Willy was dumped into. it,
still held. :

“ Take him over to the island, '-;tnd:km-p
him: there,” saikl Holt. ‘ Don't need to bhe

he's only o pipper, and. can’t. do no
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harm. You can take care of him, Bigge. 1f
you Jet him get away, you won't get a penny
out of me for this job. But look after him
wll right, and I'll give you an extra quid.”’

“* Right you are, sir,”’ said Biggs promiptiyey

And Willv, to his fury and chagrin, was
carried in the boat down stream until Wil-
lard’'s Isiand was reached. Nobady saw this
disaster to the hero of the Third, for all
was quiet, on the river at this time of the
afternoon.

Willard’s Island was quite a small affair,
but it was peculiar hecause there was an
old stone building in the centre of it, almost J
hidden among the high trees, It was lccally
known as Willard’'s Folly, and had bheen }
erccted years and ycars earlier by an oid
eccentric, u

And Willy was taken into this castle-like
building, anrd forced down into one of the
emall eellars at the bottom of a s«tone
staircase. His feelings were to deep for
words.

From the verysstart he had been convinced
that something was afoot.

He had proved that he was right—hut
before he could give any warning he had
heen taken a prisoner by the c¢nemy. And
this, several hours bhefore the truce had
¢nded ! .

It was treachery of the worst pessible
type. And the outlook was black,

— e W

CHAPTER X
THE EXD OF THE TRUCE!

% IVE o'clock!” 1 said
grimly.
.1 was standing on

the Ancient House
steps with Pitt, Tommy
Watson, Handforth and one
or two others, Lesscens had
been finished for over bhalf-an-hour. And
the truce would be at an end by six. 1
had already eent word round the entire
Form that nobody was to move out of the
school grounds. Every fellow was to hold
himself in readiness for instant action.

And so great was the interest—so big the
issues at stake—that even cads like Full-
wood and Co. and Teddy Long and Merrell
obeved me. They had no desire to bhe left
cout if the Remove went back to the trenches.

““ Unless Miss Trumble sends for me with-
in five minutes, I'm going to her!” 1 declared
firmly, ‘“and we'll get back to Fort Resgolute
before the hour trikes.” '

“ Wouldn’t it do il we left here at six?"”
asked Handforth.

“0f course not!” I replied. * Holt and
mis men might be waiting—at some pcint
between here and the Fort. And as sooOn
as six strikes, the armistice is finished, and
the enemy c¢an act. We've got to be right
in the trenches, with our defences ready,
when the hour goes.”

" Tubbs came up through the ¢rowd.

-““ Please, Master Nipper. Miss Trumble says

as how she wants you In her study!’: be

Willy turned round and gave one
bound forward, intending to start off for
the school at a run., Instead, he ran
right into the arms of Farmer Holt, who
was just coming up round the hush,

announced. ““ Will "you kindly go straight
away, sir?” -

The summons had come!

I couldn't help 1eeling just a little ex-
cited inwardly. Had Miss-Trumble left the
interview until the Jlast moment for some
purpose? Was she going to give us Our
way, or would hostilities be resumed?

1t was not long before I knew the truth.

I followed Tubbs across the Trangle, and
into the Head’s House. The other fellows
had stood watching us curiously. They would
do nothing until 1 returned.

I entered the Headmistress’ study, and
found her seated at her dezk. She seemed
quite calm and collected, but I noticed a
rather dangerous gleam in her eyes. She
looked at Tubhs, and nodded.

“ You may go!"” she said curtly.

Tubbs went, and I waited.

** Well, Nipper, the truce is nearly at an
end,” exclaimed Miss Trumble, her voice
thin and rasping. *‘It will greatly interest
you to know that I have changed my mind.”

“* Changed your mind, madam,” I repeated.

“Yes. You must remain in the school,”
said Miss Trumble. * You and your com-
panions must accept any conditione that 1
choose to impose, There will be no foot-
ball, and every other regulation that I have
made will stand good. My only econcession-
wilrl be to reinstate Glenthorne amd your-
celf.”

T stiffeneds :

“ You mean that we must remain on your
conditions?”’ 1 asked.

‘“ Exactly.” _ -

“ Isn't this rather sudden. Miss Trumble?™



1 mquued quietly.
us——"" .

*“This i3 not yesterday!”
Headmistress sourly. *‘ Since then I have
reviewed the whole situation, and I have
come to the conclusion that 1 have been quite

broke in the

foolish. Yesterday I was weak—to-day 1
am strong.”
““You. have definitely refused our
demands?"’

* Definitely!"
“ The masters will not be brought back?”

“PDo not be absurd, boy!” said Miss
Trumble, with an unpleasant laugh, *' There
will be no masters in this school. You are

at liberty to go back to your trenches if
yvou wish. But I advise you to stay.”

I looked at her rather contemptuously.

“Do you think this is playing the game,
Miss Trumble?' I asked quietly. ‘Do you
think you have dealt fairly with us?”

‘“ Perfectly fairly,”” she replied, with icy
calmness.

““ You consider it fair to allow the gov-
ernors to come here, and to deceive them?”
I asked, my voice quivering .with indlgnatlon.
‘““Do you consider it fair to—

“ Silence!” commanded Miss Trumble.
““That is not your business. I have stated
my terms—and if you do not accept it will
he the worse for vou and your young friends,
Since I have been at St Frank's T have
learnt mueh. 1 am heginning to know how
to deal with insubordinate schoolboys.”

I bent across the table,

“* You need not imagine, madam, that the

Remove will remain in the =school!”” 1 said.
‘““ Wie shall go at once—we shall rteturn
straight to our trenches. And we shall

fight this thmg out until the masters are
brought back. We like to Iave this school
Tun cleanly.”

The Headmistrezs rose to her feet.

. ®You lmpertmvm puppy!” she zaid «lmllv
“ How dare yon?”

““ Possibly, Miss Trumble, you have over-
looked the dccument which is now in my
possession,” I went on, ignoring her tirade.
*“ That document will not do you very much
cood if I deliver it into the hands of the
school governors. In fact, T think that—"’

“You may do as you wish, you absurd
child!” exclaimed Miss Trumble sourly. 1
am not afraid of the document—I have kept
my word in every possible way—strictly to
the letter. Not a soul has entered your
ridiculous defence system. Nothing has been
touched. You may go back if you will.”

“ We shall go,” I declared.

“Very well,”” said the Headmistress.
“ But let me give you some advice, my boy.
Consider carefully before you renew this has-
tility. You are back in the school now—you
have a chance to remain., Is it worth re-
viving all the old trouble? Will you gain
much?”’

“* We shall gain whnt we have he(en fight-
ing for,”” I broke in grimly. ‘I can well

imagine, madam, that some ladies would be )

‘“ Yesterday you offered"

entirely successful in your position. But
ever since ycu took control of St. Frank’s
you have mismanaged the school, and you are
eoncluding your activities by unserupulous
treachery which would be beneath the con-
tempt of—-"

“Stop!” shouted Miss Trumble, “ 1 will
listen to no further insults! Go! You havo
had ycur chanee—--1 will hear no more!”

I went ont of the study fairly boiling with
rage. I knew well enough that she had de-
liberately tricked us. She had got us into
the school so that the governors would be-
lieve that everything was all right.

And now that she had fooled them, she
calmly thought that we should knuckle under.,

It was merely another proof of her utter
incapacity to judge the temper of the Re-
move. EKEvery time she thought that we
should give way—and she never learned. She
was chstinate to the backbone, and did not
seem fto possess tlie common sense that any
man would bring {0 his aid.

I decided. on the spur of the moment, that
whatever happened 1 would place that docu-
ment—signed by Miss Trumble—in the hands
of the governors hefore they left Banning-

ton.
That would bring them bhack! And then
they would be able to see exactly the L:n-:i

of peace that was reigning at St. Frank’s!
They would come and have a look at us in
our trenches. And, unless T was mistaken,
there would ba a very great, change. within
a few hours.

This feoolishh move on Miss Trumble's part
did not worry me—it only made me angry
and amazed. |

I could not possibly understand how she
could be insane enougly to hope that victory
could now come her way., I supposed it wos
because =he was a woman, and didn't try to
reason things out.

I got outside in the Triancle, and was at
once surrounded. The fellows scemed to
understand that something was wrong.

" Well?”? demanded Pitt quickly.

“Miss Trumble has chosen
replied.

“ What!”

‘“ War again!”

“Yes!” I said. ‘“ The armistice will be
at an end in forty-five minutes—and we've

warl™ 1}

cot to get into our trenches. There's not
much time to spare. We chall have to rusn.”

“But—but what did she say?” asked
Tommy Watson. .

*‘ She said that her original concessions. are
cancelled!”” I replied. “If we come back,
we must accept her own conditions—no foot-

ball, no studies., no supper! Bed at eight
gl'cmck, Ieetrictions here and restrictions
lere——"

‘““ Never!”

“ We won't stand it!"?

“Not likely!”

The excitement grew rapidly.

- “Don't get carried away!” 1
sharply. *‘ We've got to rush!

shouted
Sound the



whistle! Then we will elear out Mrs. Hake’s
tuck-shop and hurry back to the trenches.”

‘“ Let’s hope they're still all right!”

Handforth and. Pitt and one or two others
at once commenced blowing a number of
whistles—signals that we had previously
agreed upon. And by twenty minutes past
five all the rebels were marching indoors to
go to the dormitory. And the juniors were
excited—but grim and calm as well.

Chambers came hurrying in.

‘T say, is this true?”’ he asked.

““ Quite true,” 1 replied. ‘' There's no
peace! Miss Trumble prefers war, and she’ll
have it. But it won't be for long, Cham-
bers. 'This is the last lap. By to-morrow
our victory will be complete.”

“ I’ve heard that before!” grunted (Cham-
bers. ‘‘ Look here the best thing we can
do is to stay! I'm not weakening, but if
these women carry on just the same as the
Elei]lh ituwon‘t matter. We shall have foot-

H R

“ Miss Trumble iz not willing to make any

concessions now,” I broke in. “ We've got
to come back on her own terms.”

“What!"’ roared Chambers. *“0Oh,
right! That’s settled it! I'm with you!”

My greatest anxiety was to get back to
the Fort. 1 was afraid that Miss Trumble
had been even more treacherous than we
knew of at the moment. 1 should not be
sorry if we found all the trenches smashed
in. For that would give us the best pos-
gible lever.

It was not long before we hurried off. We
paid Mrs, Hake all the mohey we c¢ould rake
together, and carried off large supplies of
food. Then, all loaded up, we marched away
towards the Fort. All the juniors were in-
tensely relieved when they found that
nothing had been touched.

Miss Trumble had kept her word.

Within half an hour the camp life was
gning on as usual. The trenches were
manned, and the position was now altogether
better, because we had bronght big supplies
of food,

But, somehow,
They cculd not

all

the cadets were uneasy.
help thinking that Miss

Trumble had something up her sleeve. But
what? How could she lhope to beat us
now?

In spite of that =signed document in my
pocket, I could not help feeling worried
deep down in my heart. Miss Trumble's con-
fidence had been so great, that 1 had a sort
of fear that something like disaster was near
at hand.

And then ecame a piece of news which made
me wonder. Willy Handforth was not to be
fourd. Edward Oswald had searched high
and low—all over the camp. And he -had
ascertained that Willy had not been seen
since dinner-time. What had happened to
the hero of the Third? '

CHAPTER XI.
TIiE PRISCNER ON THE ISLAND!

ILLY, 3s a matter of
fact, was fed up.
It was getting on

in the evening now,
and he knew that the armis-
tice was already at an end.
Yet he was still held a
There was no escape for him.

prisoner.
He had been told by cne of his eaptors
that he needn’t worry. No harm would come
to him if he kept quiet. And he would he
set free by seven-thirty, at the latest.
The one man, Biggs, was now in charge of

him. And Wiily had no opportunity of get-
ting away from his prison. He had made
one or two attempts. But had only hurt
himself. And now he had come to the con-
clusion that it was useless. What could he
do single-handed against a hulking brute of
a man who harred the door?

Willy was not even allowed to be alone.
He was kept in a little cellar, far below the
level of Willard’s Island, with Biggs sitting
in the doorway on an upturned box.
lantern stood just nutside. it was impossible
for Willy to escape, for ke had to pass the
man,

And he had found that Biggs could not be
pussed. >

1f only he had had some sgort of weapon—
even a handful of dust-——he might have stood
some Kind of chance. But this little cellar
was bhare. And all Willy could do was to
stand in there, fuming.

He wasn't bound or tied in any way. After
all, he was just a kid, and if a big man
couldn’t look after i mere Third-former, it

was a pity! Biggs was inclined to be
pleasant, to0o.

“There ain't no. nead for you to get
excited, my young shaver!” he said

pleasantly, as he stood up to stretch him-
seli. It won't he long now afore you can
g[}.l:-

“You'll get chiokey for this!™
Willy fiereely.

The man Iaughed.

“That will be nice, won't it?"” he asked.
“Don't you make any mistake, my lad. It
ain't a criminal offence to 'ave a lark with a
voung schovlboy. An’ who d’you think’s
coin’ to take wvour word, anyhow? D’you
‘appen to bhe the Lord Mayor o' London, or a
blinkin' Cabinet-iminister?”

Willy felt bitter.

1 should hope I've got more hrains than
either ol them!” he said, with heavy sar-
casm. ‘“ And youn needn't look so jolly
pleased with yourself! 1 give you fair warn-
ing, Ll'm going to ¢scape in about five
minutes !’ .

“ Thaaks! 1T shall know when to be on the
look-cut !’ grinned Briggs.

He sat down again, filled his pipe, and
then produced an antomatic petrol-lighter--
finding that his matches had given out. Ho
pulled the cap off the thing, and gave the

declared

. Alittle notehed wheel a sharp push over. There



and a

was
flame.

It was only a trifie;
‘overfilled with spirit. :
hit of a start, for the petrol spurted on to

a spark, tremendous burst of
the lighter had been
But it cave Biggs a

hiz hand, and blazed there.

“ Crikey!"” he shouted, jumping up.

Willy was an opportunist, He didn’t wait
to stare; he didn't say a word. He only
knew that the man's attention was distracted
for a flash. And during that flash Willy
seized the chance that the fates had offered.

Swish!

In one moment Willy had dived down l:kn

an eel, and he slithered between the man's}

legs, and out into the passage. At the same
semnd the
- with a clatver.

** What the thunder——

LB

““ Good-bive-ee!" exclaimed Willv, with a
cackle,

Biggs gave a roaring curse, and went
hlundermgr up the steps after his late
prizoner. A rowing-boat might just as well
have tried to chase a destroyer. Willy was

at the top of the stairs before Biggs had
gnoved a yard.

The Third-former skipped out of the build-
ing dodged past a man who was staonding
near by, and arrived in the open. It was
broad daylight, being only a little after six.

But W:Ih was slightly surprised at first.
‘He had been down in the dark cellar so long
that he had been imagining that it would
be night-time out in the open. One glance
cshowed him that a small boat was tied to a
willow sapling, just against the bank.

“Couldn't be better!"” said Willy. * This
i3 a bit of luck!”

He whizzed down to the river bank, gave

one leap, and landed in the boat with
crash that was enough to send him clean
through the bottom boards. Ile was aware
of shouts in his rear.
. The force of his jump was s0 tremendous
that it sevot the boat shooting out. The
painter snapped like a piece of string, and
Willy collapsed on to his back.

The mamr he had passed had been right on
his lheels. Even as Willy jumped, he pre-
pared himself, and jumped, too. But when
he arrived at the end of his leap the boat
was no longer there. The result was rather
unfortunate for the man. He splashed into
about four feet of water with a noise that
sonnded like a miniature Niagaca,

Willy sat up in the boat, grinning.

“Do that again!” lLe said calmly. *1
didn't see it!"’

Then he seized the oars, and just as Biggs
came dashing down to the bank, Willy
started pulling up river with all his qtrennth
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fellow dropped the petrol-lighter
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He made a zig-zaz course, and splashed fear-

fully. For when it came to rowing, Willy
was very much like his elder brother. He

didn’t care how he did it as long as he kept
coing, And at length he arrived at tha
nearest point to Fort Resolute.

Jumping out of the boat, he could just see
the roof of the barn over the trees. He leapt
ashore, and raced away across the meadows.

A conple of minutes later he dropped into
the front. line trench, and found Armstrong
and Griffiths and one or two other: protect
ing this particular section. He gazed at
them excitedly.

‘““ Anything happened?” he panted.

“Yes: we're back again,” said Arinstrong
"Cu‘{i't vou see? Miss Trumble has refused

““ Blow Miss Trumble!"" snapped Wiliv.
“ What about the trenchesz?” :
- ““ What about 'em?”

““ Are they still all right——"

“You young idiot!" snorted Armstrong
“Can’'t yvou see they're all right. Ii you're

looking for a thick ear, you'd better say son.
['m not going to stand any of rour tommy
rot., my lad!”

“ Oh, go and eat coke!" said Willy

He dashed by before the Removites could
touch him. And a moment cr two later he
ran full tilt into Edward Oswald. The
leader of Study D grasped him firmly.

““ Oh, here you are, my lad!” said Hand-
forth. ‘“ Where have you been?”
“] want to see Nipper——"

“That’s not an auswer to my question!”
said Handy. * Where have you been to?
Don't you know that you're liable -to be shot
at dawn tor neglecting your duty?"

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Willy. * Here we
stand, with doom staring us in the face, and

all vou ean do is to talk piftle! That's nok
surprising, because you can’'t talk in any
other way!”

“Why., you young sweep—"

“Oh, lemme go!'' snapped Willy.

He tore himeelf away, and ran on,

“Hi!" bawled Handforth. * Come back,
vou blessed little fathead! I'm not going to
be checked like this——"'

His voice died away, for Handflorth

slithered as he gave chase, and he collapses
into the bottom of the trench. Willy dashed
ou, and arrived outside Fort Resolute. [
was standing there, talking to Reggie Pitt
and Tommy Watson and Singleton.

““Oh, at last!” gasped Willy, as he dashedl
up to me. “ Quwk' You've got to cotne

“ Shift anuethilw‘? “ What on
earth do you mean?”

“We've heen betrayved!” velled Williy,
““ Holt and his gang have been at work!"

“ What!”

“ All the afternoon!"” gasped Willy.
came lere and cpotted ‘em, and they. took
me prisoner! I've been kept on Willard's
Island, and [ couldn‘t escape until about ten
minutes ago.’

I knew that Willy was not trying to tonl

I broke m

(11



panted Willy.

" trenches,

«.the stream!” he panted.

| wlt.]l

- of the

s watker ‘rushing in
. terrific speed!
i,

other trenches

me. T looked at Lim grimly. And T was
beginning to understand. Miss Trumble had
given her word that nobody would interfere
our trenches. But, apparently, Holt's
men had been working beyond the bounds of
our defence system.

“But what has
quickly,

‘““ These men ware dizging away like mad!”
“T believe they've made o
kind of stoppage in that small stream that
runs nearly parallel with the second meadow.
I couldn’t quite see——"

Bo—oom !

At that moment Willy was interrupted by
a startling, deafening ‘explosion. It came
from comparatively near by, uand that was
why it sounded so loud. Glancing round, I

saw large pieces of ecarth hurtling into the
air. a0l far behind the haru. And-then came
a sureing, rushing sound.

A hig cloud of smoke rolled over on the

evening breeze!

Leen done? 1 asked

N

CHAPIER XII.
WRATH OF THE REMOVE!

€ RE %[’ L‘utt'”

| htwctd!

. ' f‘ only hat!”
i “ 1

at—what was
that?"

All the juniors came tearing
along from all parts of the
I'or they were guite startled by
that resounding boom which had broken so
ulm\pcctedly upon the evening air.

"Gadzooks!”” said Archie, appearing out
barn. 1 mean to say, large and
frightful bangs, and what not! It seems to
me, luddies, thuat soincbody has an idea that
the good old VFifth has come round again!"

“T'hat wasn't a ftirework, Archie,” shouted
Church., * There's been some foul play.”

‘1T mean to say, what?”’ gasped Archie,

“Foul play?  But {that’s frightful!  Abso-
l:lrl)‘ It other words, filthy work at the
eruss roads. Putrid uoings, and so forth!"

Nobody tonk any notice of Archie, but
pushed past him, in order to see what was

THE

- happening.

The excitement was general.

In the meantime, 1 was questioning Willy,
who was getting out his story as quickly as
he could possibly manage.

** 1 saw those men working on that part of
*They were dig-
ging up a huge trench, und some others were

making a kind of dam. 1 couldn’t qmtu get

the hang of it—and they collared nie. - But

it means something —'"

S HEY eame a roar in Handforth's voiee,
 Help! Quick—qguick! This way, you chaps!

Yaroooh!'"

‘““What's -the matter
velled Armstrong.
** Help!”  howled

with that fathead?”
Handforth, “ There's
here—coming :dilong ot =a
I can’t stop it!”

Anad at-{he same moment shouts came rrow
further along. The fellows
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came rushing down towards the Fort as hard
as they could pelt. Hurrying down the
slope, 1 gazed upon a sight that filled e
with rage.

The whole trench system was being flooded !

Brown, muddy water cawe surging along at
“a great speed—a rapid flood which rose nigher
and higher avith every minute that passed.
Many of the juniors only just scrambled out
in time to escape a soaking.

“ But—but what can it
Reggie Pitt.

‘“Mean?" I repeated. as we :tood watch-
ing. ‘““Isn’t it clear? These men that Willy
spoke about = were preparing this. Our
. trenches are flooded, and our entire defence
syvstem isn't worthh a penny!”

““ Oh, my goodness!"”

“ But—but can't we do something?"" yelied
Handforth, rushing up, smothered with mud.
“1 tried to ztop it, but——""

“Jt's no good, Handy,” 1
“ We might as well try to pus
tack. _All we can do is to stan
watch it.” -

And there we stood, with the food rising
higher and higher.

After that fist rush the movement was
not so rapid. But the water crept up and
up, inch by inch and foot by foot. Aud all
the fellows could do was toy stand there aund
see their defences rendered useless. .

mean?”’ gasped

interrupted.
the tide
here and

“It's—it's a shame; a rotten, wicked
shame!" shouted Bob Christine ‘iercely.
““ This must have been planned whiie we

were - in school to-day. It was done during
the truce!”

“Of eourse it was!”

‘“ We've been betrayed!™

“ And now Miss Trumble's got us whacked
—beaten to the wide!” velled Armstrong.
‘“ We can't do a thing to defend ourselves.
We™shall have to admit deleat, and crawl
back with our tails between our legs!”’
©“Yes, that's about it,”” sneered Fullwood.
““ We ought to have tails, too! We're no-
thing but a set of monkeys for not accept-
in® Miss Trunble's first offer. It was
generous enough, and we chould have been
all right.”

‘* Hear, hear!”

“It was Nipper's fault for urging uvs to
refuse the terms!”

“Of course it was!”

** And now the whole thing's messed up—
and we're as good as beaten!” groaned Armn-
strong. ““ Oh, what fools we were not to
take the chance While we had it. I expect
Holt and his men will attack us soon!”

% Oh. that's bound to happen!” said Hub-
bard, looking scared. *“And without any
trenches, we can’'t do anything. Those
mien 'll sweep up, and we shall be driven
clean off the place. That means we've got
to go hack to the school—beaten and dis-
graced!"” :

“ A fine ending to the whole affair!” said
Merrell tardly.

‘“ Look here, you grumblers, ii you can't
say anything better than tlhis, vou'd better

H THE NELSON LEE
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not speak at all!” I exclaimed quietly. * If
it comes to an attack, we can't defend onr-
selves, T know that well enough. But h
could we tell that Miss Trumble would re.
sort to such low-down methods?"’

“You ought’ to have been prepared -—. "

‘““1 was prepared!” [ retorted. 1 in-
s:8ted upon her giving me a signed document
that she would not have the trenches inter
fered with. She Kkept her word: but,
morally, she's guilty of the basest kind of
treachery.”

‘“ Rather!” said Tommy Watson.

‘“It's no good beating about the bush. I
went on. *“ The thing's «one, and we can't
alter it now. While that truce was on, Miss
Trumble had Helt and his men manufacture
that dam and the trench. It couldn't be
done at any other time, because we have -
always been on the watch.”’

“ Still, we're helpless, aren't we?’ asked
Christine.  * I mean, we’re practically at
Miss Trumble's mercy. As soon 23 we're
attacked, we shall be beaten. 1t's a shame
—a rotten shame! We ought to go to the
scl'!c:?_l in a body, and pitch all the women
out!

‘““ Hedar, hear!”

“Let's go!”

‘““ Anyhow, we can pitch evervhody out of
the College House, and take possession of
that!’’ roared Handforth. “It’'s only a
mouldy kind of place—-"'
~“Is it?” yelled a dozen College House
juniors.

“Well, you know what I mean'" said
Handforth. “ It’s not so big as the Ancient
I:lou,s,c. and we might be able to seize

‘“*Now, then, you chaps, don't get so ex-
cited!"" 1 said, pushing forward. * You've
got every reason to be angry, but there’s no
need to get into such a state as this. The
pusition’s a bit serious, but not half s0 bad
as it might be.”

“What do you mean?”

““I mean that we're nearly at the end of
the campaign.”

“We are at the end!™ c<aid Hubbard
‘“We're whacked!” -
‘““Not at all!” I declared. * Victory was

certain  than it is at this
This is just about the finish!"

The juniors c¢rowded round me, quite un
able to understand what I meant. And as
[ looked round, T caught sight of Farmer
Holt; standing several hundred yards away,
gazing at the scene vith clear satisfaction.
He and his men had done their work well,
and they had every reason to congratulate
thenselves.

The water was still pouring in.

And all the trenches were now fooded to
the very brim. Where everything had been
trim and orderly before, there. was now
nothing to be zeen but a swirling expanse
of muddy water. Every trench was a minia-
ture river, and the majority were overfl sv-
ing their banks. All kinds of odds and ends
were floating about in tﬁﬁs sudden flood.

never more



S

H an attack
idleness .to defend ourselves. We only had
the barn—and a number of deterinined men
could smash their way in after u very short
time. -

And, sooner or 'ater, we should he driven
out. For, with our trenches gone, and with
most of the heart taken ont of the cadets
themselves, a fight would be nothing more
than a sheer farce.

“ You're a queer sort of
said Armstrong, * How
if we're driven nut of

a chap, Nipper!”
can victory be near,
this place? You know

well  enough that we ean't  defend
ourselves.” '
M And we've got nowhere else  to 20,
either,” put in Hubbard. * If we're beaten
now, it'll be the end of everything. We
shall have to submit to Miss rumble's rot
all along. We chall have to knuckle
under,”

Archie Glenthorne nodded. 1

" Without wishing to be frightiully pessi-
istic, old lads, 1 must observe that the
posish appears to be poisonous in the ex.
treme!"” he remarked. *“I mean to say, the
dear old lads of the village can hardly fight
R'h'iilﬁ they're wallowing in sundry gallons of
uid !’

“ Of course we can't fight!"”

* Then, under the cires, it appears to me
ihat the jolly old scheme is somewhat Ky-
boshed!” said Archie. “*That, of course,
18 ghastly! Absolutely! T might even say
that it's worse ' than putrid! All this wet-
hess oozing about in various directions.
Now, water is not so bad. But this vile
material-—-don't you know!—liquid mud—-—"

“I'm sorry, Archie, but we haven't got
time to listen to you mnow!" I put in
grimly.

~ Absolutely not!” said Archie.

“* There's  =omething more important on
haind———" '

* Carry on, laddie—carry on!"

“ You idiots seem to have got the idea
that we're at the end of our tether,” 1 ex-
claimed, addressing the whole drowid. 1
Know ‘well enough that you are angry—.and
you've every reason to he.,”

“ We've heen tricked!”

- Miss Trumble' spoofed ns!”

“ Yes, that's exactly right!” I agreed.
** She gave an undertaking that she wouldn't
have these trenches touched.  Well, she

kept her word. But she took other aetion
which was really worse. And, by so doing,
she has practically signed her own dismissal.
To be exact, we've never heen more certain
of complete trinmph than we are at this
minute.”’

“Well, I'm bleszed if T can see it!"

“1'll bet you mean the governors!" ex-
elaimed Pitt.  *“ They're still in Banningtaon,

and if we can-only bring them to the school.

How, we shall be able to show them the
trug, state .of affairs,” .
UThat’s one thing, certainly,” 1 agreed.
2P But there are others.”

** Otherg??”

* Yea,"

came now, it would be sheery

l

Willy whizzed down to the river bank,
gave one leap, and landed in the boat
with a crash that was enough to send
him ciean through the bottom boards.
He was aware of shouts in his rear. :

““
“TI wish you wouldn't he so jolly mysteri-

ous!”” snorted Bab Christine. * Personally,

I can't see what geod it’ll do to tell the

governors anything. They're only a set of

silly old jossers! As soon as Miss Trumble

gets them alone, she'll twist them around

her little finger!’”’ -
“0Of course she will!"

“ But—but it :eems so hopeless,” groaned
Armstrong. ;
“It may seem fo; but it isn't!” I re-

torted.  “So far, 1've led you pretty well,
haven't 1?  Are yon willing to follow -my
lead now? Will you back me up= right along
the line?” o
‘Yes, rather!?
“ We're with you, Nipper!”

“Good  enough!” 1 deelared ';:-;riml)'..
“Then you needn’t worry yourselves. If I've
got your whole-hearted support,  Miss

Trumble and her mistresses will leave St.
Frank's to-night!"

*To-night?” yelled the juniors.

“Yes!” I roared. * And the thinzs that
we've been fighting for will be in cur posses-
sion. You'd hetter get some grub now—and
be sharp about it. Because in less than an
hour we shall act!"?

[ had succeeded in putting fresh life into
the fellows. .

And I was glad: because 1 knew
enough that what I had said was true.

well
Miss

| Jane Trumble was practically at the end of

her tether. She believed that she had gained
the triumph; but in a very short time she
would get the biggest shock of her life.

For the Remove was up now—grim and
desverate. And things were going to happen!

They did happen, too; but exactly what
took place, and how we gained the day,
makes another episode altogether.

THE END,
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My Dear Readers,

It must be owned that Miss Trumble
played very skilfully into the Lands of the
visiting governors of the school. The. truce
had worked admirably. [t had successfully
fooled the governors—not that they needed
much fooling—moreover, it had done what
she had been vainly attempting for weeks
to achieve. By means of the armistfee she
had brought all the juniors back to the
school. True, she had had to bargain with
Nipper: she had been obliged to accept
the Jumniors’ terms for a cessation of war.
"In so doing she had admitted defeat: she
bad sacrificed the dignity of her position
as a Headinistress, and, what is more, she
had committed herself to certain very de-
finite promises that It‘fL her ao lvophole to
eacape

Stooping to Conguer.

After the governors had gone, apparentiy
quite satisfied with the way Miss Trumble
was running the school, the, Headwmistress
began to take a more reassuring view of the
present situation. The main thing, she told
- herself, had been to get the boys back to
" the school. If she had been obliged to stoop
to conquer, the meang, she thought, justified
the end. She marvelled that she did not
think of it before. It was an inslance of
the old saying, that wnecessity was the
"mother of invention. As she thought of it
in this light, she even felt quite pleased
with herself. What could be easier now
than to find an excuse for iescinding the
truculent conditions put forward by Nipper?

—

The Broken Pledge.

That was how Miss Trumble argued with
herself when she went back on hLer word.
in the eyes of the boys of St. Frauk’s a
broken pledge could never be tolerated. It
stirred up a feeling of greater reseutwent
and disgust against Miss Trumble than any-
thing she had done bhefore. Of all things
the boys of St. Frank's prized mosb, it was
~their sense of honour. It had beea institied

into them mosb sedulously by Dr, Staitord‘

anil by the ancient traditions of the school.
This public fAaunting of a pledge by oue
who aspired to rule the destiny of St. Frank's
was viewed with unspeakable contewmpt,

The Barred Out Mistresses !

L’ The Juniors were back at the school again,

and tieir trenches had been flooded and
made uninnabitable by Farmer Holt. What
was to be done? A swift decision had ¢t
be made, and Nipper, who had led the Re-
move theoughout the recent struggle, was
eanal to the occasion. This time
cided to reverse the position by holding the
school, and barring out the mistresies.
This will form the last and most exciting
story of the great rebellion series. It will
appear next week under the title of * 'l‘lllu

BARRED OUT MISTRESSES!™

Another Attraction Next Week !

Another leading attraction for next week
will be the further adventures of Mervyn
Hume and Nunky. The latter will figure
more prominently than hitherto in this oext
story, for it is an investigation of alleged
bullying at a well-known public school, aund
the office-boy comes in very useful a3 a
temporary new boy at the school,

More Pralse for Mr. Briscoe’s
Sketches.

I have had quite a number of letters from
well-wishers in praise of our special pen-and-
ink sketches of well-known scenes in the
lotality of St. Frank's. The drawing of the
Old Mill on Bannington Moor was a great
favourite. I am consequently commissioning
Mr. Briscoe, our artist, to do several more
of these sketches, and I hope 1n future to
have his sketches drawn large enouch to Il
the greater part of a page, instead of ouly
half a page. |

Witlt very best wishes,
Your sincere friend,
: THE EDITOR.

he de-,
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SQ,\\ No. 657, THE WONDER GRAFT, 0]".
The Further Exploits of Nelson Lee and | 0
THE Sy g s, Foags o misied
: No. 658. SWORDS ON THE GREAT NORTH ROAD.
BOYS A Thrilling Romance of Fighting and Adventure in the

Days of the Young Pretender. By D. H. Parry,

FRIEND | No.650. THE QUICK CHANGE MILLIONAIRE.
An Enthraliing Story of Mystery and Adventure, featur-

LIBRARY ib?gi. Don Darrell, the Schoolboy Millionaire, By Victor
elson.
PFourpence No. 660. CAPTAIN JACK.
er A Splendid Story of I'coter in t{he First Division. Dy

Vole. | ” A. 8. Hardy.

THE No. 275, THE CASE OF THE ISLAND PRINCESS. o
SEXTON . A TFascinating Romance of Mystery and Stirring
) Adventure, introducing DR. FERRARO.

BLAKE No.276. A LEGACY OF VENGEANCE,
A Thrilling Story of Sexton Blake and 'lml\er versus

LIBRARY : (GEORGE MARSDEN PLUMMER.
No. 277. T;l% PYSdeR-BED MY(?'I('S:RY. . —_ ;
ale of venture and Clever Detective Work, featuring
PFourpence ADRIAN STEELE, Journalist, etc., etc.
erVolnme No.278. THE CASE OF THE CABARET GIRL;
or, The Serjeant’'s Inn Tragedy. '
A Wonderful Story of London and “?&_

¥ STERP | (\ E?SE%’ s;f?)t' il e . ‘\“‘E\“

Now on Sale! Buy a Copy TO-DYI

| MAKE NO MISTAKE
There are no better yarns of sport now being published than: _

“ LUCKY DENNISON !” |
- A Full-of-Fun Tale of Boxing and Circus Life. By WALTER
' EDWARDS.
“CORINTH FOR THE CUP!”
A Masterpiece of First-Class Football Fiction. By JOHN
W. WHEWAY. |

And

“PLAY ON!"”
An Amazing Web of Football and Boxmg Thrnlls. By ALFRED

EDGAR.
These and many other yarns are now appearing in the Biggest

and Best Paper for Boys. the

We?lﬁsday " BOYS, REALM 7 E.
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RIVER HOUSE SCHOOL

'he River House School i3 the. ncarest
rival of St. Frank's, for it alinost fuees Bell-
ton Village, and is quite close to the Diver
Stowe, from which it derives its name.

[t is nothing like so large or so old a
school as St. Frank's. Nevertheless, it likes
to pride itself as being an exclusive academy
for young gentlemen, thizs beiug by way of
an apology for the limited uumber of its
pupils, ,

The school is administrated by Dr, Moly-
neux Ilogpge, M.A., who is &
under-master called Mr. Wrags.

asisted by am|
¥

Altggether there are not more than thirty
boys in the whole establishuient, among
whom the be:t kuown are Hal Brewster,
Georgie Glynn, and Dave Ascott.

In spite of its paucity of numbers, the
River House School is uable to put in the
field quite a formidable ‘sFooter”™ and
Cricket team, and many an account has been
recorded by Nipper in his narratives of fhe
lively contests between the Remove of St.
Frank's and the River House First Eleven.

Doubtless we shall hear muech tnore about
thie River House School during the year.
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WIRELESS

The mysteries of wireless
made clear.
- WIRELESS FOR
ALYL, 64.,and its seanel,
SIMPLIPIBD WIRE-
: LESS, 1/-.
At all booksz]lers or 1/3
\ # post free from:—
RADIO PRESS, 3. DeverauxﬁBldg& wW.c.2,

BE Bl Dmm*rr the past ten dcurs ve huave sp-

plied” our Girvan Hm.‘-n#*ﬁc Treatnent
for increasing the height to-over 29, 003 sthdents,
Less than 200 have written to say they tave nol
secured ali the increase they desived.  I0 tinear

40, send p.c. for particulars, and our 100
guarantee, to Enquiry Dept. A M.I’,, 17, ~'roud
Green Road London, N. 4.

£2.000 Worth of Ch#*ap Job Photographic
Material, Cameras, etc. Send at onre for

Catalogue and Samples Free.~HACKETTS
#WORKS. July Road. Liverpool. E.

CHOOSE 40 STAMPS FOR 6d. from 1
packet of 500; 2d. post.—B. L. CORYN,
10, Wave Crest Whitstable, Kent,

Be sure and mention ‘“ THE |

NELSON LEE LIBRARY”
when . communicating with
advertisers,

: 2 .. . pe—————— e~
,. _ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

5 \| White Pock

: Skeleton Jsbnd

R I
“TREASURE ISLAND" -

~is now running in the

‘UNION JACHK. 2d.

Are you readmﬂ‘ w1

Your Chiaracter
6y your

ﬂandwrih’ny /4

Send e coupon helow, to-
gether with two inore cut from
this week's 1ssue of

ANSWERS’ LIBRARY

Everybedy's Twopenny Tues:

day Story-’aper, to the Kditor,
| and your hand-
HANDWRITING | writing] will be
CQUEQN, ann]yébd

NL  MAR FREE.
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_ (HOHOHOEONONONONONOR
A YOURS FOR

1' / -,
‘AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY ~ Depogit

Special Offer of High-grade Registered
~ -« Professional Italian Model.

7;‘ MELODEONS
{ : Superfine Solo Melo-
. deon ; handsome
Polished Cabinet,

! - with 12-fold Metal-

hound Bellows: 10
Keys and 4 DBass
Chords. This instru-
ment is the acme of
perfection in con.
struction and . &
magnificent exasiple
af carefully 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 entirely to your
satisfaction, balance is payable 3/- on receipt, and
4/- monthly until 356/- is paid—or complete balance
within 7 days 30/-, making Oash Price 31/-only."

J.A. DAVIS & Co. (Dept.88), 26, Denmark
Hill, Camberwell,- London, S.E.5, .. .

EoHoHoHIMOMOROMIEI L
YOURS FOR 1/-

Handsome full-sized Gent’s
Lever Watch sent upon receipt
of 1/,  After approval send 1/6
more: the balance may ‘then be
.paid by 5 monthly instalments
of 2/- each. Guaranteed 5 years.
Chain offered Free wlith every
watch, Wrist Watches, ete., on
Bame terms., Cash returned in
full 1f dissatisfied. Send 1/- now

‘* Marvel’’—the finest cycle ever offered
onsuch exceptionally easyterms. Bril- -
liantly plated ; richly enamelled ; lined
in colours, Sent packed free carriage
paidon 15 DAYS’ FREE-TRIAL
Fully warranted. Money refunded if
dissatisfled. Old machines exchanged.
Big bargainsin factory soiled mounts
Tyres and accessories 33 1-37, below
shop prices. Write 70-DAY -for testi-
mouials and ill

B

f'Y"‘
. Cycle Company (Inc.),
- (Dept. -B797) Birmingh'm

+ Automatic Repeater Pea Pistol
e Gas ¥ i 25 shot. . Sent with liberal

& o i : i ~ to Simpson’'s Ltd., (Dept,
E A ——— 'supply,of ammunition, Chain ° . %) 94, Queen’s Road,
i ~2/6 part postage 3d. FREE «#." ™ ..~ .Brighton, Sussex. ..
| DT Height Increased |/ _Complete
CHAMPION. REPEATER In 30 Davs, 5/ ey

WATER PISTOL." Ejects
six spravs“with one load-
ing, 1/9 post iree. . FILMS,
; W . . 100-ft.; 1/6 post free.
| ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE POST FREE. = _

ENNET , BROS --. 5, Theobald’s Rd., *:
B L s+Holborn, London, W.C.

All yvyou reguire. - Boots, Suits, Costumes
Raincoats, Overcoats,- Accordeons, .Watches, Rings,
Clocks, etc., from’4,-monthly, - Catalogue free Home
or Abroad:—Masters, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE,

-GUT THIS OUT.

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d,

Bend 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9," direct to
‘ the r Fleet - Pen - Co.,, +* 119, Fleet Street,

©.C.4. You will receive by return a splendid
British-Made 14ct Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain
Pen, value 1¢/6 (Fine, Medium, or Broad nib).

1f only one coupon is seit, the price is 3/9, 2d.
being allowed for each extra coupon up to six,
(Pocket Clip 4d.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. Special New Offer; Your Own
Name in giit letters on either pen for 1/. extra.
Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra.

| Stop” Stammering !

- -, - v oWy ]
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting.
The Melvin_ Strong System NEVER
FAILS, # Send . stamp “for particulars
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd.
(Dept. 8).10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng. §

Cure s yoursels
eatd a8 «I did.vPar-
ticulars FREE.-FRANK . B.. HUGHES, 17, _
Southampton Row, London,- W.C.1.m~".
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All applications for Advertise-
ment Spaces in this publication
should be addressed to the
Advertisement Manager, THE

"NELSON - LEE LIBRARY,
The Flectway House, Farring-

don Street, London, E.C4. =
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Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Litd. i‘llta

" Fleetws,y House, Farringdon Stréet, London,
6/6 for gix -months. Abroad, 11/- per annum;
Africa: The Central News Agency,

CGordon & Gotch, Limiled;
No. 4D8.

E.C.4.

Limited. Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand:
and- for Canada:

Inland, 13/- per annuh ll;
Sole Agentg a-fot,-::'-'.n :
Zealand : "IM.

News Companys Limited
March, 17;:1772%

LA

Subscription Rates:
5/6 for six-smonths.’
The  Tmperial
DY



