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AUTHOR’'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank's College, to escape the
attentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chang
T'ong, whose halred they have sncurred. Although Living in the
| school in the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and
| Népper, nevertheless, find many opportunilies to utilise their unique
detective abslity in various mystersous and adventurous cases.

—

CHAPTER 1. inside an hour and a half. That'll bheat

—_— .t,!l
IN WHICH AN ARGUMENT, A CYCLE RIDE, | Y Oﬁgeg}%rr?ati::ztr{i& ed scoptioally
- ) W .,.'
A SNOWSTORM AND A SMASH-UP PLAY “Rata!" h Yo coaldat do i

‘ on motor-bikes!”’

OB CHRISTINE, of the College| ¢ It’s rather a sudden shock, Benny
House at St. Frank’s, waved his| boy,” remarked Sir Montie Tregellis-
hand airily. - L} West lazily.  ** You spring these things

“My dear chap, it's a record,” | 50 suddenly, y’know. But I'm game. I'm
he declared. *‘ I'm not boasting—it’s just | not a fellow to throw up the sponge, be-
a plain fact. Tdlmadge, Yorke, and I| gad!”
created a record, and we're proud of it,| ~ I arinned, and slapped Montie’s back.
too.” i { ¢ It’s a question of upholiing our ziddv

““ No need to toll us that,” said Hand- |} name—the name of the Ancient House,"”
forth, with a sniff. ‘ Anybody would | said. ‘‘ Theso fat-headed Monks think
think you’d been performing marvels. | that they've put up a record. That's all
What was it, anyhow? You rodo from| rot! We're going to beat their silly
Helmford to St. Frank’s in a minute | pocord.”
under the hour. Well?” , Afternoon lessons were over, and [ was

‘““ It was jolly quick riding—that’s all I|lounging with my two study chums, Tre-
say,” replicd Christine warmly. * You| gellis-West and Watson, in the Remove
couldn’t do it, Handforth-—nor could any passage—the Form-room passage, I mean.

other chap in the Ancient House.” Christine and Co., the genial leadcrs of
“ Done!” I chimed in promptly. the College House juniors, had been taik-
“ Bh?” said Christine, looking round.|ing rather boastfully of a cycling frar
£ What'’s done?”’ they had performed the previous eveninyg.

““ 1'll take that challenge on, my son,”” 1| They had gone over to Helmford, in
said coolly. '‘ You said any chap in the | order to arrange a football match wirn
Ancient House couldn't ride from Helm- | the junior skipper ot Holmford School,
ford to St. Frank’s within the hour. I'll} and had found that they had had exactly
do the double journey, with Tregellis- | an hour before locking-up in which to yet
West and Watson—and got back harel home. They had ridden hard, and had
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arrived with just a minute to spare. As
this journey was looked upon us one
which ocoupied well over an hour, Chris-
ttne and Co. fondly believed that the
had made a record. Perhaps they had,
but I was quite ready to beat it—or try
to.

The actual distance was not known,
for the road was somewhat hilly and
winding. But to do the double trip in
an hour and a half would moean tremen-
dously hard riling all the way. 1 knew
very wecll that Tommy Watson and Sir
Montic were ready to make the attemipt
with me.

We had strolled up the passage just as
Christine and ('o. were talking, and I had
accepted his challenge promiptly.  There
waos no need to hesitate over such a
matter. I was certainly not going to
allow the Monks to beat tho Fossils. As
yunior skipper of the Ancient House, 1
cogsidered that it was up to me to ‘‘ make
good.”’

The rivalry between the two Houses at
St. Frank’s lmd become rather keen
lately, and I thiuk I generally managed
to keep iy own en(F up.  Since the
guv'nor and I had arrived at the famous
old school things had been moving pretty
speedily, and now there was a vast cgango
in the Junior School.

Nelson Lee, of course, was House-
masicr of the Ancient flouse, and was
kuown as ‘‘ Mr. Alvington.” Incident-
ally, he was about the most popular
Houscinaster St. Frank’s bad ever had.
1 was ** Dick Bennett,” of the Remove.

'“You've taken on a pretty stiff task,
Bouny,” said Handforth, of Study D.
“JI'mn afraid it'll be a bit too hefty for
you. Now, if I decided to do the trip it
would make a difference——"

“ Exactly " 1 agreed culmly.
crawl back after about three

‘“ Ha, ba, hal”

Huaudforth glared.

“1I'm not going to ride over to Helm-
ford just because of these fat-headed
Monks,”’ he exclaimed warmly. ¢ If you
hike to be an ass, Benny, you can be. But
] woulin’t give tuppence for gour
chance !

** My dear chap, I'm not asking any-
thing for it,”" 1 smiled. ‘*Christine
stated that any chap in the Ancient
House couldn’t whack his record. That’s

“You'd
ours.””

cnough for me. I'm going to d¢ my best

to whack 1t.”%,
“When?t” asked Christine,

“ As soon as you like!”’

**This evening?’

* No Teason why we shouldn’t.”’

““No rcason at all, dear fellows,” said
Sir Montie serenely. * I've got a pain in
my leg, an’ I've got a horrid idea that
the weather’'s goin’ to change. But it
ain’t for me to complain. If Benny says
the word, I'll start straight away ! There's
no stoppin’ Benny once he gets goin’.
He’s a whirlwind, begad!”

‘“ Let’s have a look at the weather, any-

how,” said Tommy Watson practically.
We. passed along the passage, and
ocmerged into the Triangle. Several other

juniors came with us, for they were in-
terested. Any House challenge was
always looked upon as something of"
special importance.

'** Lovely weather,” said Christine, look-
ing up at the sky. ‘' Better than we had
last night asnyhow——"

‘“ Rats!” I said promptly. ‘ Thero was
a wind last night, and 1t practically blew
you home. That’s why you did the jour-
ney so quickly.”

‘““ I,ook here, you fat-headed Fossil ”

‘‘ Peace, my sons—peace ” I said
soothingly. *‘‘ We don’t want a Houso
row now. This is a serious matter, and
we'ro not going to muck it up at tho
start. Yes, I think the weather’s all
right. What do you say, Tomamy?”’ '

“I think it’'s a fat-headed idea!”’ said
Watson flatly.

‘“ My dear chap, you ncedn't come—

‘* Oh, don’t be potty!” said Tommy.
‘““ Of course Fll come. . I'm blessed if I'in
going to be whacked by old Montio!”’

Sir Montie smiled urbanely, and cocked .
a critical eye skywards.

‘‘ There's a feelin’ in the air that there's
somethin’ comin’,”” he observed sagely.
“1 don’t know what it'll be—wind, or

rain, or snow, or somethin’.

‘I think it'll be something!"’ I grinned.
‘““ T don’t think much of you as a prophet,
Montie. The sky’s glorious, and there’s
ecarcely a breath of wind. This frost hus
made the ground hard, and we shall have
a fine trip. Of course, we shall have to
risk punctures.’”’ .

““You're going to do it thi¢ cvening,
then?”’ asked Christine.

' 8tart at four-thirty,”” I rephlied.
* That’s in twenty minutes’ time. We’'ve
got to geb back here by six. How's
that?” ‘ ]

** Right as rain!’’ said Christine. ** We
can take your word, of eourse; but how

]



THE HOLD-UP OF THE 8.15 MAIL

shall we know that you’ve been to Helm- |

ford? Some of the fellows might be doubt-
ful—if you succeed in getting back by
six-—whioh is jolly questionable.”

I considered for a moment.

“I've got it!” I said. *‘‘We'll take a
postcard with us, addressed to you, Chris-
tine. And as soon as we get to the post-

office, in the High Strcet, we'll shove it |

in the box and start home. It won’t be
delivered until the morning, of course,
but it’'ll show we’ve been to Helmford,
won’t 1t?"”’

*“*Yes, that’s all right,” agreed Chris-
tine. ‘“ We know you wouldn't try to
diddle us, in any case.”

‘“ Ain’t it glorious to be trusted so im-
plicitly,”” murmured Sir Montie languidly.
“ That's the best of havin’ good charac-
ters, Benny. But I've been thinkin’.
We've got to start in twenty minutes, an’
I'm frightfully hungry. An’ what about
the jiggers? They’ve got to be oiled up
an’ got ready, you know. An’ we’ve got
to change our clothes—to do all that
terrific cyclin’ we must be in Norfolks,
dear boys. It seems to me, Benny, that
wo shall come a cropper before we start,
begad! There ain't time to get ready !”

I grinned.

‘““ Plenty of time,” I replied briskly.
“We'll get Farman and Owen and one
or two other fellows to get our bikes
ready while we change our clobber. Some.
body eclse can get some tea, and we'll wolf
1t down just before we start. Merely a
matter of organisation, Montie.”

‘““You know best, old man,”’ said Tre-
gellis-West. ‘“ But I really think vou've
made a mistake about the tea. 1 shall
certainly refuse to ‘ wolf’ it down. It's
shockin’ bad form——"

“ My dear ass, this isn’t & time to think
of form,”” 1 interrupted genially.
‘““ We've got to tuck some grub into our-
selves, so that we shall be sustained for
the great ordeal. If it comes to it, we can
bung some sandwiches into our pockets,
although there won’t be much time for
eating once we get going.”’

“ Can’t we make the start at five, dear
boys——"'

‘“ No, you lazy slacker, we can’t!” I
interjected. ‘‘Six o’clock 1s quite late
enough to arrive home. Don’t you see,
Montie, that by half-past six it’ll be
nearly pitch dark? We want to put on
speed, and thet half-hour will make all
the difference. We sha’n’t have to stop
to light lamps or anything.”

|

“ Just a3 you like, Benny boy'”

I found that my watch was a few
minutes fast, so I put it exactly right, and
the time was then ten pasi four. So we
had exactly twenty minutes to make our
preparations. Farman and several other
fellows readily agreed to get the jizgers
out of the shed—to oil them, pump up
any slackened tyre, and so forth.

Montie and Tommy and I hurried into
the House, and rapidly changed into Nor-
folk suits. When it came to a matter of
necessity, all Tregellis-West's languor
vanished as if by magic. He dressed him-
self in record time, and even beat Tommy
and I by a minute.

“I'm waitin’, dear boys!” he said.
calmly eyeing us through his pince-re..
“Begad, what a frightful time you
chaps take to dress!'’

We only grinned at this checrfiul sally,

and all hurried down to the Remove pas-
sage. In Study D we found tea all ready

for us. Its cheerful owners, Handforth.
Church, and McClure, had hospitably

volunteered to prepare a hasty meal for
us, and we found that Handforth had
done everything on a grand cscale, a3
usual. Handforth always went into any-
thing enthusiastically. In most matters he
was a bit of a dufter, but there was no
denying that Handfo:th's heart was 1
the rig'i:;b place.

“Good!” he exclaimed, as we came In.
‘“You've just got twelve minutes, my
bucks! Hurry up with those sand
wiches, McClure. That’s right—make "cin
into three neat parcels.”

‘““This is jolly good of you, Handy '™

‘“Rats! I can stand a tea, I suppose’”
said Handforth, glaring. *‘I don’t want
any of vour silly thanks, you duffer! Oi
course, I don’t suppose you’ll get back by
six, a8 I'm not coming with you, but
there’s no telling! .If anybody in the
House can break cycling records. it’s you,
Benny. I'm not quite so sure about Wat-
son and West. They'll muck up the whole
thing, of course.”

“ Look here, you
Tommy wrathfully.

“ No time for arguing now,”’ cut in
Handforth, shoving a cup of tea in frons
of Tommy. * You've got to be off in ten
minutes, and you’re wasting time. Thrs
is a House matter—and I've got the in-
terests of tho House at heart as much as
anybody. I'd come with you if my bike
wasn't punciured.”’

’

ass—'’ began
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“Mine’'s  all  right,
McClure promptly.

Handforth turned red.

*“ 1—I never ride other chaps’ bicycles,”
he exclaimed airily  * Thanks all the
same, old man. DBesides, this is Benny's
affair. He made the challenge—or, rather,
accepted it-—and he’ll have to make
zood.”

“Quite right,”" I mumbled, with my
mouth full. ‘‘Shove some more cold
milk into this tea, Church, old son. It’s
too hot to drink quickly.”

It didn’t take us long to demolish a
hasty meal. It wouldn’t have been wise
to cat too much, in any case. On the
other hand, it would have been foolish
to start on a strenuous cycle ride with
tmpty tummies.

At twenty-cight minutes past four we
hastcned out into the Triangle. And
there, against the Ancient House steps,
our bicycles were teing held ready. This
affair, although only a trifie, was causing
quite a lot of interest. Monks and Fossils
stood round to give us a good send-off.
The Monks, of course, were all amused.
They didn’t think for a minute that we
should get back by six.

As a matter of fact, I was somecwhat
doubtful myself. It would mean jolly
‘hard riding, and there was no allowance
'for mishaps. But, in any caee, I told my-
iself that we should be able to beat Chris-
.tine's record.

Thq road to Helinford was a twisting
one, and in wet weather abominable. But
the countryside was gripped by frost,
and the road surface was hard, and, bar-
ring a few ruts, quite decent.

Well, Montic and Tommy and 1
started off prompt to tho second. As the
school clock chimed, we shot out: between
the widc-open gates. The ride was keenly
cnjoyable at first, and we made fine pro-
gress. After a wi'lile, however, the strain
began to tell a bit, and we simply rode in
silence, and”in single file. I led the way,
Picking out the smoothest surface, and
Tommy and Montic followed behind.

We got our ‘‘sccond wind’’ after a
while, and forged ahead splendidly. We
made such good time, in fact, that when,
at last, we drew up before the post-office

in the old High Street of Helmford the
time wue just twelve minutes past five.

‘*“ Three minutes under schedule!’ 1
panted with satisfaction, as I hopped oif
and shoved the postocard into the box.
‘“ We shall do it casily, my bonny boys.

Handy,” said

There’s more down-htil on the way back,

t00.”’
L ]

““ I’'m rather afraid of the wcather, dear
fellow——"’

‘““Rats!”’ said Tommy, as we sped off
again. ‘‘ Therc’s going to be no change,
ou ass. Just look at the sky
at, it does look a bit queer, though,

doesn’t it?”’ he added, as he glanced
upwards.

We had had no time to inspect the éky.,;
moreover, until we turned, we didn’t

know that any sign of a change was appa-

rent. Now, however, immediately facing
us, we saw ap intensely black line of
clouds near the horizon. The bank was
mounting steadily and ominously towards
the zenith.

I didn’t eay anything, but I was just a
little unecasy. The air was still perfectly
calm, not a breath of wind stirring. Ior
{ecn minutes we rode well; but Helmford
lay in a hollow, and that ten minutes
was spent in a long, uphill grind. After
reaching the top, we shoull have a
gradient of fully a mile to descend.

But just as we were ncaring the top, a
sharp puff of wind caught us, cold and
blustery. And, a minute later, a perfect
hurricane descended upon us, bringing
with it a thin cloud of snowflakcs. We
were just on the brow of the hill—the
stigest piece—and were blown to a stand-
stall.

‘““ Montie was right,” I gasped, as I
fell off my jigger. ‘‘ We ought to have
put this trip oft. We shall never be able
to get home by six with a head-wind liko
this ] There's a regular snowstorm com-
ing 1"’

v Dear boys, it's hard lines!”’ said Sir
Montie breathlessly.

He manfully refrained from saying *‘ I
told you so''—although he would have
been justifiel in gloating a bit. But
Montic wasn't a fellow of that sort. -

We-tried to make ourselves believe that
we were only in for a slight squall. But
the wind rose to a gale, and wae directly
facing us. Progress waa slow, and we
gave up all hope of reaching St. Frank’s
by six. To further add to our discomfort,
the snow came down in blinding whirls.

A prcmature darkness had descended;
and this, added to the snow-smother,
made it impossible for us to sec more
than a dozen yards ahead. The storm
developed with extraordinary quickness,
and was about the fiercest I had ever ex-
pericnced. It sunply. came down with

My

{
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appalling strength, and it was difficult for
us to keep our saddles, even on the level.

" How absolutely rotten!” growled
Watson, brushing the snow from his eyes,
** What fatheads we were to start! [
shall always take Montie's advice after
this!”’

“Until the next time,
Sir Montie urbanely.

Being " compelled to disinount for a
slight rise, I glanced at my watch. Tt
was just two minutes to six—and we were
only half-way home! But we weren’t
worried about our failure now. It wasn’t
our fault, in any case. Given good
weather, we should have romped home
under schedule.

Our main concern was to get out of the
storm. The wind blew the breath out of
us, and the driving snow smothered us
from head to foot, and stunz our faces
painfully. Already the roads were covered
an inch deep.

““Some wise fellow once said that mis-
fortunes never come singly.” remarked
Tregellis-West afte: a while. *‘ Dear
bovs, I've got a sneakin’ idea that some-
thin’ shockin’ will happen before long.
We shall have a puncture, or—""

“That's right —be  cheerful!” I
grunted. * Dry up, for goodness’ sake.

dear boy !’ said

§

a rise by the pressure we had to exocr
upon the pedals. To see any hill was out
of the question, for we were travelling
quite blindly. It was even difficult to keep
to the road at all.

“Come on!’ I exclaimed pantingly.
““Let's rush up this hill'”

We exerted ourselves enormons!v, and
for a moment ploughed ahead with some
speed. But then the hill made itself felt
severely. We put cvery ounce of strength
forward. And then, quite suddenly, there
was a loud, sharp snap.

““ Oh, corks!” gasped Tommy Watscn.
I just caught a glimpse of him sprawl-
ing over sideways. Montie was near by,
and he couldn’t stcer clear in time.
Tommy and his jigger crashed into the
unfortunate Tregellis-West, and a series

of gasps followed, accompanied by
rattling of metal.

And when I dismounted and locked
round, I saw my two chums lying in the
snow, mixed up in a tangle, with their
machines in a heap. That one glance told
me that our plight was by no means im-
proved.

H —_—

—

CHAPTER 1L

.You've Only got to talk of punctures, and | IN WHICH I MAKE A BI.OOM.EB, AND DESCEND

they happen. I'm rather superstitious on
that point.”

Of course, I wasn’t really. But it's very
curious how punctures will occur after a
fellow has been talking about them. As
1t happened, our tyres bchaved them-
sclves, and retained their wind.

Misfortune came in another wayv.

Progress, as I said, was terribly slow.
We plodded on, slowly but surely, lite-
rally figchting the elements.  We were
smothered from head to foot, and the
snow was now coming down in dense
clouds. The flakes were larger, and so
thick that they scemed to be a solid
blanket' in front of us.

The wind was not so fierce, but this
wasn't much advantage. Almost before
we knew of it, the snow lay three or four
inches deep upon the road. Darkness had
descended in earnest, and we lost all ac-
count of our bearings. Montie declared
that we were only a couple of miles from
St. Frank’s; but I maintained that we

TO DIZZY DEPTHS QUITE SUDDENLY.
« TOMMY, boy, I don’t mind you
kneeling on my giddy chest, vou
know, or pushin’ your fist in myv
motth; but I draw the line at

havin’ piles of snow kicked down my

neck. It’s too bad—it. is really!”

Sir Montie spoke plaintively, and, for

| the life of me. I couldn’t help chuckling.
““ What's the matter with you asses?”’ I

asked.
‘““ Something went!” gasped Tommy
Watson. ‘‘My giddy bike busted up, 1

I

believe—fell to pieces. or something!
musi have been woiking too hard!”

““ Appallin’ly hard, Tommy,” agreed
Tregellis-West, sitting up. ‘‘ But you
weren't sporty, vou know. You might
have fallen the other side, begad!”

“ You—you ass! I didn't want to fall
at all!”’ roared Tcmmy.

They sorted themselves out with my

aid, and we ascertained the damage. The

were fully three and a half. And it was | personal injury amounted to nil, but the

soon after this little argument that the | bikes had suffered severely.

disaster occurred.

The cause
of the disaster had been the sudden snap-

We could tell that we were monunting | ping of Watson’s chain. To repair this on
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+he spot was impossible. Montie’s jigger
was crocked in addition. Watson had
shoved his foot into the back whcel—an-i
no wheel i1s made to stand that sort of
thing. It was buckled so badly that it
wouldn’t go round between the stays.

After our exertions we wore all perspir-
ing, in spite of the cold wind. And, in
any oase, we'were strong and healthy.
The prospect which faced us was not a
very lively one, however.

‘““Tt means walking,”’” I said bluntly.

““ You can ride, Benny——"’

‘“Rot! I'm not going to leave you
chaps in the lurch,” I broke in. ‘“We
might as well walk together. It’s over
three miles—"

‘* No, dear boy, it's under two,” per-
sisted Montie. ‘““ Well, 1it’s no good
arguin’. We shall have our work cut out
to get back before lockin’ up. This i1s a
frightful mess, dear fellows.”

*“ This is what comes of using too much
encrgy !” growled Watson. *‘‘ That rotten
chain oughtn’t to have snapped on an
ordinary hill like this! I shall jolly well
send it back to the makers!”’

That detail, however, could easily be
discussed later on. We commenced walk-
ing through the deepening snow. The
storm had now settled down to work 1n
earnest. The flakes were larger, and they
fcll in myriads, smothering the road, the
hedges, the trees, and cverything ex-
posed.

In places there were deep drifts, and we
ploughed through thirteen or fourteen
inches of snow. We didn’t mect a eoul,
for this quiet country road was nearly
always deserted after dark.

We were out of -our bearings, for the
Helinford road was seldom used by St.
Frank's fcllows. Bannington was the
town we always visited—Bannington
being bigger than Helmford anyhow.

At length we cume to a sharp bend,
the Jane bearing round to the left. I
halted in the snow, and the others halted
too. Montie was glad of a rest, for he
had been carrying the back part of his
lizrer, owing to the crocked wheel. We
were taking that particular task in turns.

I peered through the thickly falling
ﬂill((.‘f&.

“This 1s that rotten cciner,” I said,
nodding.

“Which corner?”’ asked Tommy.

‘ That one I nearly came a cropper on,
Quring the ride outy’’ 1 replied, referring
to a trifling incident-shich had occurred

carlier. ‘ There vou are, Montia. We're
still three miles from the school.”’

‘“ Benny, old boy, this ain't
corner,”’ said Montie.

“I tell you it is!”’

‘“We're near that oIl barn, dear
fellow——"" ‘

**Oh, rot!” I growled. ““Let’s go on
—and then we'll see who’s right!”

We were just about to restart, when I
thought of something.

‘“ Look here,” I said. *‘‘ There's no
necd for us to go all round by this lane.
If we can only get across the meadow on
the left we shall find ourselves on the

tho

Caistowe road—and that’ll cut off a clear

mile. Shall we try it?”
‘““ But this ain’t the corner——"’

““I tell you it 1s,”” I persisted. “ Don't
you remember, we spoke about it as we
came along? Let’s make certain, anyhow.
If there’s a meadow on the other side of
this hedge, will you belicve me then?”’
“Meadows ain’t very scarce, decar
boy,” said Tregellis-West mildly.

I grunted, and laid my bike against the
hedge. I was going to have a look on tho
other side anyhow. A mile saved was a
mile—er—saved. Nobody would dare to
question that point. And a mile of
trudging through thick snow was jolly
well worth saving. |

I was so smothered with snow that a
liftle extra didn’t make much difference.
So I plunged straight through. Montie
and Tommy waited for me to give my
verdict; they weren’t inclined to come
through after me until I'd made sure.

Everything was pitch black in front; I
couldn’t even sce the falling snowflakes,
except those which fluttered just before
my eyes. There seemed to be a little
bank, upon which 1 was standing, and 1
cautiously felt my way down it. I slipped,
and plunged into a drift of snow thrce
feet deep.

“My hat!’ I gasped. *‘Lucky 1t
wasn't a ditch of water!’”

I scrambled out, and went forward a
few paces, trying to feel the natuic of the
ground beneath the snow. Even as 1 did
so, I realised the hopelessness of my task.
It would be better, I decided, to stick to
the road after all.

But just as I was on the point of turn-
ing, my left foot seemed to plunge s
space. I tried to throiv myseli back-
wards, for 1 didn’t want to drop mlo
another drift. But somchow my right
foot elithered,' and I-fell sprawling.
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‘And then an amazing thing happened.

Without the slightest warning I com-
menced rolling headlong down a steep,
snowy slope. I gave a yell of amaze-|
ment and alarm, and then my face
plunged into the snow.

Down I went, with ecver-increasing
speed.

The sensation was extraordinary. I was
absolutely bewildered. Just try to imagine
what my feelings were. I had been posi-
tively convinced that a bare, flat meadow
strotched out before me.

And now, all in a jiffy., I was dizzily
glithering down a tremendously steep
slope—-down, down into blackness and un-
known depths. In vain I tried to stay m
progress. I just plunged down like a roll-
ing barrel.

But after the first shock, the truth
dawned upon me.

There could, indeed, be only one ex-
planation. Steep slopes of this kind
meant one thing—a railway cutting! In-
stead of entering a meadow, I had
pushed through the hedge which bor-
dered the well-known Bellton cutting!
This was a very steep hollow, with the
railway running at the bottom. High
above on the one side stood Bellton
Wood, and on the other open fields, with
the lane bordering them. In spite of my
startlingly swift descent, I couldn’t help
feeling a momentary twinge of satisfac-
tion.

The Bellton cutting—the only cutting
within six or seven miles either way—was
only half a mile from St. Frank’s. This
told me that both Sir Montie and I had
been mistaken in our bearings.

Of course, I didn’t think of all this
while I was making my headlong descent
—there wasn’t much time for thinking.

I hit a heavy stone with my head, and
it didn't do 1t any good—my head, 1
mean. The stone wasn’t hurt much.
Nearly dazed, I made a frantic clutch, but
‘only grabbed handfuls of snow.

The rest of the journey was swift and
smooth. I tobogganed down flat on my
back, vaguely hoping that there wouldn’t
be any nasty boulders at the bottom. If
'so, the resulte might be serious.

My fears were groundless, for when at
last T came to a stop, I simply plunged
into a deep drift of snow, and lay com-
-pletely enveloped. I made a hole for
myself, as it were, and the sides caved in
on the top of me.

|
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left to Aounder up into the open air. But
when I triedl to walk, T simply fell full
length, and lay quite still.

[ wasn't unconscious, you mnst under.
stand. I was bruised and parctially
stunned. Curiously enongh, the first lncid
thought that oame to rme concerned
Montie and Tommy. I wondered if they
would fall into the same trap—if thev
would repeat my sensational descent.

The wind howled down the cutting
ficrcely, driving the flakea with relent-
less force. I couldn’t see the track, for
the darkness was pitchy. I knew that I
was clear of the rails, however. and there
was nothing to be particularly worried
about. I knew well enough that I ghould
be all right after a few minutes, It
wasn't the first time that I had received a
whack on the napper.

Just as I was making up my mind to
scramble up again, I heard sundry gasps
and gurgles above the howl of the wind.
I knew 1n a moment that my two chums
were tumbling down the steep embank-
ment to my rescue.

Of course, they had heard my erv. 1'd
forgotten that for the moment. My yell
had been significart of alarm and sur-
prise, and Montie and Tommy had n-
vestizated. Findiner no sign of me-—as
they informed me later on—they had ve-
come higzhly alarmed, and had searched
carefully. '

At first they thought that T had
plunged into a snowdrift. But then Sir
Montie had discovered the cutting—and
the truth had been apparent in a
second. He and Tommy had hastened
downwards.

Although their descent was more sedate
than my own, it soon resolved itself into
a series of giddy slides. For the bank
was of smooth grass, and the snow had
rendered it extremely treacherous.

The pair, however, reached the bottom
on their feet, and not on their backs.
They arrived at a spot eight or ten yards
away from me.

““ Lend us a hand, old sconts!” I callad
huskily.

‘“ Begad!”

Montie and Tommy came ploughinz
towards me, and they loomed up like two
ghosts out of the darkness. I tried to sit
up, but my head gave a sickening jump
inside, and I lay back again.

‘““ Great pip!"’ gasped Tommy. *° Ave

Although still dazed and dizzy from the| vou hurt, Benay?"’
effects of the blow, I had enough wits?

“ Nothing to speak of,” I replied pain-
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fully. " Nealy brained—that'sall! 1 be-
lieve I've Jeft half my head somewhere
up above—-"

“Guod gracious! You're frightenin’
me, dear boy!" exclaimed Montie con.
cernedly.  “ You must have come a
horrid cropper, you know! Did you
really leave half vour head—1 mean, are

you hurt, old boy "’
" Caught my herad & crack againat a

stong!” I nald dasedly, sitting up. ¢ No-
thing to speak of —1 shall all right
before long. Jolly good thing 1 didn't
bust my brains out This i3 the Bellton

culting, you know."”

“] don't care about the cuttin'—I'm
thinkin' about you,'' ssid Montie, in a
worried voice. ‘° You're nakin’ light of

W, Benny bor—- oru are, really. 1 beo-
lieve you're frightfully hurt, an’ won't
tell ust”

' He's worse than he makes out, any-
how,"” declared Wataon anxinusly.

“ hcgv“ Did you wce that?’ asked
Montic abruptly.

Both Tommy and f looked in the diree-
tion he indicated. And there, down the
Jine, wo caught a glimpee of a tiny yellow
hght gleaming througn the snowflakes. It
was low down, apparently on the ground
iterlf. The:n abruptly 1t vanished.

“ Bomobaly's there!” said Tommy
with conviction.

“Of couree, dear boy. Lights don’t
appear of their own accerd-—"

“1 know what it is,”’ I interruptel,
holding my hoad in both hands. ‘' One
of thaose funny little platelayer's hute—
you know, a kind of woodén shaaty,
thl in a recces of the embankment.

on ace lots of 'em when you're n tho
tram.”’

* You're riﬁht, Benny-- you alwavs are
right. bogad 1™ said Trogellis West. * I'm
goin’ along for help——"

“ Rt 1 inter)octed sharply.
all right, you ass!”

“* Nothin’ of the sort! You're only
sayin' that to comfort us,” declared
Monuwe. ' How do we know what in-
Junies you'vp got, Beuny? It's as black
av e00t, an’ we can’s see a thung. For
all Tammy an’ 1 know, you're torn an’
blecdin’, an’ you may have a rib or two
smisshed in—"'

* You- you idiot!” 1T exclaime 1. * I've
only got a bump on my napper!”

Sir Montie shook his head,

“1I'm gown’ along to see this plate-
layer anyhow,'’ he sard firmly. ** He may
have some—some 'béindy or sumethin’.

“I'm
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Brandy's good for buckin’ injured peopla
up, I've heard. It's f{nightful stuff, of
ocours:; but medicine’s nearly always
[nghtiul. Tommy, boy, see that Benny
docen't ewoon while I'm away!”

And, although 1 yelled to Montie to
stop, he plunged through the snowstorm
in the direction of the s where the
light had appeared. In less than three
seconis Montie had comi)letely vanished.
The darkness and the falling snow had
swallowed him up.

““The dotty chump!" I growled. ‘‘* No
need for thiy nilly fuss!”

* But you're hurt, Bennett——"

‘“Don’t be an ase as well "’ I snapped,
rising to my feet. ‘' Of course N{:mtio
is min$gcnuomly, but I told him not
to go. Do you think I want brandy be-
causs my head’s been bumped? And do
you think he'll find brandy n a place like

; hut? Look here, I'm going after
im!”
. *“Rata! You've got to lie still,” said

Watson anxiously.

Just for a moment I was inclined to be
angry, but then I grinned. Although my
d was singing, it was nearly clear by
this time. As 1 had told my chums, the
damago was mercly a little bump. And

bumpe aren't serious, anyway. w
(1 o

*“ No harm in going,” 1 said.
ahall probably got a warm-up at a fire,
and then we'll otart for home. Don't
grab mae like that, you ass! Don’t 1 keep
telling you that I'm not hurt?”’

Tommy was convinced at last, and wo
brushed one another down, and then
stopped out along tho permanent way—
keeping well clear of the track, however.
We didn’t want to be caught by a passing
train. It is quite easy ta get killed in a
ralway cutting in a snowstorm if you'ro
not jolly careful.

After we had covered about fifteen
yards, wo dimly made out a patch of light
in the distunce ahead. And at that very
second a yell came to our eare—In Bir
Montie's voice.

*“ Bogad! Oh! Help! Bega—"

Tregellis West's  voice roke off
abruptly, and, sbove the howl of the
wind, '{‘ommy Watson and 1 distinetly
hoard the thud of a door. The yellowish
light was abruptly blotted out.

‘“ What's happenei1?’ gasped Tommy.

* Blessed f T know !’ 1 replied, stand-
ing stock still. ** But Montic was alarmed
—~1 know that! There's something
queer going on up there, Tommy !

And, somchow, 1 felt strangely excitcd.
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CHAPTER III.

(Related by Sir Lancelot Montgomery
Tregellis- Vi'est, at Nipper's request.)

WHAT HAPPENED TO ME IN THE HANDS
OF THE RAILWAY CROOKS!

ON’T overlook the fact that I'm tell-

D ing this bit. Don’t mix me up

with Benny, I mean. He’s asked

me to set down my own stirring

adventure as it haP ned. As it wasn’t

very stirring, this l?ebe a bit difficult.
Sttll, I'm willing to try.

I'm always ready to oblige a fellow.
It's a bore, of course, writing all this, but
life’'s too short to grumble over trifles.

Woll, what happened was a bit startling
to begin with. ou see, I had the idea
in my head thad poor old Bermy was
bowled over. 1 call him Benny because
it's easier. But I knew, of course, that

he was really Nipper; he’d let Tommy-

and me into that secrct some little time
‘before.

Taking no notice of his protests, I
plunged off through the snow. I wanted
to get help. A lplatela.yor didn’t seem
very promssing, I'll admit, but there was
nobody elsec to go to. Exactly why a
platelayer should be in the Bellton cut-
ting at that time of night didn’t strike
me.

. I just hurried along, searching for the
ut.

The light seemed to have vanished, but
after a while I came upon a little shed—
just as Benny had described. It was
tucked away in a little dug-out place, the
back part of the roof being nearly flush
with the cut-out embankment. And then
I saw that a heavy piece of sacking was
nailed over the tiny window.

“ Begad{ That piece of stuff must
have blown down,”” I told myself.
‘*“* That's why the light only appeared for
a moment. Rather queer that the
sackin’ should be eutside, but there’s no
tellin’ what these railway fellows will get
up to!”

I could faintly see a tiny chink of
vellow light, and I knew, at least, that
the hut was occupied. So I stumbled for-
ward and knocked at the door. The snow
was coming down tremendously, and
blowing into my face in great gusts.

‘““Como in!”’ exclaimed a gruff voice.

I opened the door after a bit of
fumbling. and expected to see a cheerful-
looking individual wih whiskers round

his chin, and an old clay pipe sticking out
of his mouth. I expected to see a raijl-
way worker, attired in rough clothing,
and with a red choker round his neck.
[’'m sure I don't know why these things
are called chokers. It's ridiculous. Pcople
don’t choke themselves.

I've told you what I expected to sece.

But I saw something quite different—
and I was surprised.

For, upon pushing open the door. a
whiff of tobacco smoke puffed into my
face. I'm not a smcker, or a silly ass of
that sort, but I sniffed in a moment that
this wasn’t shag smoke, but the aroma

| of a good cigar,

Platelayers don’t smoke cigars usually,
They may do so at Christmas-time, or on
their birthdays, but I don’t suppose
they’d be real cigars at all—they’d smell
frightful.

l%ut we're not talking about smells, are
we?

This cigar-smoke wafted into my face,
and at the same time I saw two well-
dressed men sitting against an old box.
On the box stood a lantern, and it shed a
fairly bright light. The snowflakes came
whirling past mo as I stood in the door-
way, and fluttered leisurely into every
corner of the hut.

‘“ Begad!"' I ex-laimed in asonishment

It was queer to find these two men
here. Their faces were grim, and I knew
at the first glamce that they were in no

way connected with the railway. How
could they be? Their atttude, toc,
startled me. .

Both men jumped up argrily.

‘“What are you doing here, boy:™
snapped one of them.

““]—that 1s—"’

I paused, being quite unable to form
my words at the . moment. And the man
who had spoken strode across and
grabbed my shoulder. I don’t believelam
particularly brilliant. Benny and Toinmy
always say that I'm half asleep. But
that’s a shocking libel. I'm not. And my
brain worked overtime just then.

Who were these men, and why wera
they here? The answer came to me in a
flash. It hit me with a bang, so0 tu
speak. They were crooks—as Farman
would put it. They were criminals of
some sort! y

And instinctively I let ov’ u startled
vell. The man was hurting my arm a
bit, and the look in his eyes didn’'t make
me fecl at home. I shouted out for help,



TO

having a vague 1dea that my chums
would rush along to the rescuc.

‘“ Confoundi you, boy!” enapped the
man harshly.

He jerked me into the hut, and kicked
the door to with a slam. Then he put his
back to it, and pushed me over to the far
side of the hut. This was only a few

fect away. of oourse, for the shanty
wasn’t much bigger than a respectable

| fowl-house.

‘“ Now, youngster, where the thunder
did you spring from?’ demanded the
man, taking the cigar from his lips, and
glaring at me. * What are you doing in
this railway cutting ? You’d better answer
nme truthfully.”

“Lyin’ isn’t a habit of mine,” 1 said
quetly. “ An’, if it comes to that, what
are you doin’ in this. railway cuttin’?
That’s a question two can ask, begad!
It seems that we're All trespassin’ on the
railway$s property——"’

““You young rascal!”’ cut in the other
man. ‘‘ We don’t want any of your In-
fernal cheek. Get the truth out of him,
Bradford. We can’t wastec much tinte on
this kid. He’s a confounded nuisance !”’

‘“ You’re very flatterin’——"’

‘““ Come, tell me the truth!”’ said Brad-
ford curtly.

I didn’t answer hurriedly. Although the
situation was tense, I remained calm.
Benneti has often said that I'm always
calm, that nothing can ruffle my urbane
serenity, as he picturesquely puts it. But
that’s rot. I can remember getting into
frightful tempers now and again. I need
a considerable amount of working up, I'll
admit. _

Just now T thought quickly. These men
had been surprised at my abrupt entry.
They had becn taken off their guard. 1
was quite sure they had no right there—
not so much right as I had myself. There
was some wicked game afoot.

If I told them that I had two chums
within call, they would almost certainly
venture out and make DBennett and
Watson prisoners, too. That wouldn't
do at all. But if I didn't mention them,
they would prcbably investigate on their
own account—and might be able to
rescue me.

I had undying faith in Bennett. Being
really Nipper, the assistant of Mr. Nelson
Lce, the famous dectective, he was natu-
rally as cute as anything. He must have
heard my shout, and he would be warned
by it.” Watson, perbaps. waould” want to
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dash forward, Watson being an impulsive
bounder.

But Bennett (I always™called him Ben-
nett) would act more cautiously. Hc'd
guess things. He'd investigate quietly.
Therefore, it was better for me to say as
little as I could. It’s always a bad habit
to open one’s mouth too wide.

“You want me to tell you the truth?”’
I said easily. ‘“1 don’t see that I'm
called upon to say anythin’. 1It's like
your shockin’ cheek to order me about,
begad! Do you belong to tho railway?
Have you any authority—"’

The man swore angrily.

““You ynung hound!”’ he rapped out.
‘““I have only got a minute to waste, so
you’d better tell the truth before I force
it out of you. Now be quick about it—
and remember that we shall know if you
try any falsehoods——"’

‘“ There’s nothin’ much to tell,”” I said.
“TI was cyclin’ from Helmford to St.
Frank’s—I belong to St. Frank’s, as
you'll see by my cap. Then the snow-
storm came ont, an' then I tumbled down
the embankment. That's all!”’

.“dfvfow did you know tnis hut was occu-
pie 999
‘““ Why, I saw a light—""

‘““ That's when the sacking blew down,
Bradford,”” said the other man. ‘“We
needn’t trouble ourselves about this
youngster. Throw him on those sacks in
that corner until the job’s finished.”” - He
glanced at his watch. ‘‘ Man alive! The
time's getting on!”’

“PDon’t you get worried, Chambers,”’
said the other man. ¢ This boy has come
along at a confoundedly awkward time.
But I don’t suppose there’s any real
harm done. Oh!’ He paused, and turned
to me. ‘ Was therc anybody clse with
you?”’ he said sharply.

I tried to look sarcastic.

‘““ Begad! Do you shink I should leave
a pal out in the snow?” 1 asked.

‘“ Was there anybody else with you?”
repeatedly the man harshly. |

“*No,” I replied calmly. ‘I came to
the hut quite by myself.”

I was a little bit shocked at my own
reply. But it wasn’t a whopper, was 1t?
I did come to the platelayer’s hut alone—
nobody could dispute that. It wasn’t
necessary for me to say that I had left
Tommy and Benny down the cutting. Of
course, if the man had put his question
diﬁerentl]y,-—if he hal asked me if any

athicr fellow' had tunibled down the ciiis
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to give a positive answer. Or I could have | would not be ruineq.
. 8aid nothing at all; but that would have But what of Nipper and Tommy Wat-
been just as bad. son ?
As it was, I hoodwinked the rascals. Wouldn't they put in an appearance
‘““ He's telling the truth,” said Cham-{soon’
bers shortly. : I hoped so, and yet I didn’t. [ had
‘““May I go now+—" a fecling that they would only make

““ No, you may not!” snapped Brad-|matters worse.  But there was no tel-
keep your tongue still. Do you hear me?HI tried to hear what my two captors
We haven’t any time to waste on you, | Were talking about.  There was, at
and you've only got yourself to blame least, a slight possibility of recapa—
for what’s happened. That’s right.” and it would be ripping if I could take

) some valuable information away with
I walked over to the corner. What el'seF ne.

.bankment—1I should have been compelled,! I was kept in the hut so that their plans
|

could I do? To escape was out of the] «: ,
question. 1 couldn't fight two big men [0 95%2F hour before the mail «omvs
single-handed, and if 1 had offered resist- | , ;o' « Considering everything, Brad-
ance, they would probably have bound|{ord "we oot here in cood time Wo
me with ropes, or something appalling|gh,1i have to g0 along the cutting s
like that. It was wisdom on my part t0|eoon as the chicf arrives. We've got to
obey without question. mark the exact spot, so that there'll ho
The hut was cold, and I was feelinﬁ no blunder when the 8.15 comes alony.™

ohilly myself. You can’t expect muc ‘“It will be a ticklish business,’’ r:-
warmth to come from a hand-lanterp. marked Bradford thoughtfully, puliing
My two captors were both clothed in], pipe out of his pocket and filling it.
‘heavy coats, and seemed quite comfort- |« When we go out we shall have to leave
able. . | this confounded boy here. We can’t let
The pile of sacks were fairly dry, and I} him get away unt® the affair’s ail over,
made myself as comfortable as possible. | Chambers. It won’t matter thon. I’ a
The corner was farthest from the door|good thing there's a stout fastening on
and the window, and I realised that my | the door.”
position was awkward. I listened grimly, and with growing

The wind whistled round the hut|eoxcitement. The rascals were going to
shrilly. It seemed to rise to a dull roar, leave me alone' If my chums wer: on

- finally causi the platelayer's hut to|the watoh, they would be able to rescue
shiver and rﬁlake The very ground |Mo—— But I didn’t allow my hopes

quivered. And th.en I came to the con-|to run too higch. That's a bad mist:ke.

clusion that a train had just thundered Hopes aren’t always fulfilled, and then
. past. things seem a lot worse.

I saw Bradford nod. ‘““ Now, lot's get the thjng clear,’”” suil

¢ , ’ Chambers. ‘‘ The Duke and Earl Stern-
wipat's the seven-ten,” he remarked. | jyle are in the last coach of the train—

‘“We've got quite a decent amount of ] . . » second
time, Chambers. The chief will be along | i ® first-class C°'&9§’fn"f,§’?m"’-ttﬁ;,k",."?::v
presently, and then we can go into final mistake about that. Bradford.” -
details. I thought it was him when this| My dear man, ‘we can't make a mis-
infernal schoolboy butted in.” take,”” said the other. ‘' The only hitch
The chief! Do you know, I felt hor-|that might occur concerns the hold-up
ribly helpless. It was as plain as the nose | itself. If this snow doesn’t let-up a bir.
on my face—and that’s plain enough,|the driver won't see the red light. Ard
goodness knows !—that a regular gang of | that'll mess things up properly.”
sooundrels woere at work. ‘““ We shall have to take the chanpo.
The reason for my being kept a]of course. Personally, I think the trick
_prisoner was palpable. If the men had | will work smoothly,”” said Chambera.
allowed me to go, I should have given| ‘ Having stopped the train, we shall
the alarm, naturally. And all their plans|bave to get to work sharply. The duke
would have been ruined. I wasn’t]and the earl have got to be c?llured b.:-
nervous, 1 didn't think for a moment| fore they can ?ueea things. ['ve got an
¢hat thev meant to do me any harm. But'idea that they’ll prove easy fish to land.
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They’ll have the ‘swag’ with them, of
coursc—and the job’s done.”

Bradford nodded.

“Quite a nice little haul,” he said,
rubbing his hands together.
five thousand, roughly. By George!
It’s worth a bit of risk, Chambtrs!”’

“* And we’re going to succeed !’ said
the other grimly.

I was thrilling inwardly. The man be-
heved, of course, that their scoundrelly
scheme was going to succced.  Some-
how, I held a different view. The fact
that Benneit and Wartson hadn’t made
any sign or appearance, was promising.
They had scented danger, and were
lving low. It was even possible that
they were histcning outside.  Not that
they couid have heard much with the
wind howling.

Theee men—with some others, prob-
ably—intended to hold up the 8.15 mail
train. It was a deliberately planned
affair. T'wo noblemen were 1n a first-
class compartment, and the object of the
hold-up was to gain possession of some
‘““swag.”” That’s the word criminals use
for stolen property, I believe.

The weather was in the villains’ favour,
really. , They were going to stop the
train by means of a red hght, and then
commit the robbery. It reminded me of
a tale I once rea
villaine in Ameriea.

It was a bit startling that such things
could happern in England—in peaceful
Sussex. . |

I wondered if I could do anything.
But what was the good of wondering?
These men wouldn’t hesitate at any vio-
lence f I tried any tricks. Although
desperate, 1 remained calm, and told
rlnyself that it would be better to lie
ow.

By a sheer accident—a chanee—I had
got to know of the whole plot. And
yet I could do nothing!

I think the men had an idea that 1
couldn’t hear their words. They were
talking in very low voices, and now and
again I did nuiss a sentence or two. But
I knew all that was necessary. B

The 8.15 mail was to be held-up and
robbed !

At the best, there was only myself and
two other schoolboys to frustrate the
scoundrels. I began to get worried.
Why hadn’t my chums done something?
And cven as I was thinking that way,
Chambers glanced sharply at the door.
Another train bhad just thundecred by.

“Twenty- |

about some frightful |

M
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““ Somebody coming!”’ he said, rising.
““ The chief, I expect!”

My heart jumped, for I had a euss
picion that Bennett and Tommy——

The door opened suddenly, and a big
man centered—a man in a thick overcoat,
with the collar turned right up. He
was smothered in snow from head to
foot.

““You’re here, then?’ he said gruffly.
‘*“ This infernal snow—— Hallo, who tho
thunder is this kid?”

He glared at me in anger and sur-
prise.

““Oh, you mneedn’t worry about him,
chief,”” said Bradford. ‘“He's a St.
Frank’s youngster—slipped down the em-
bankment by mistake’ it seems. We'vo
told him to sit there and keep quiet.”

The newcomer grunted.

‘““He'd better keep quiet, that’s all,”’
he said gruffly. “ 1 didn’t bargain to
have a boy interfering in this job. Wlen
it’s all over, we’ll let him go, of course—
but not until then.”

I didn’t say anything. These men

were in no mood to talk with me. It
was quiet clear, from the chief's atii-

tude, that he had seen nothing of Niprer

and Watson.
were they?
I was greatly worried.

This was silly of me—for I needn’t have
been worried at all. My two chums
weren’t so very far off, if I had only
known!

Where the merry dickens

——————

CHAPTER IV.

(Nipper relates the narrative from (his
pornt.)
IN WHICH TOMMY AND I SEARCH FOR
SIR MONTIE ‘AND FIND SOMEBODY ELSE-—
MONTIE 1S UNEARTHED, HOWEVER, AXND
I DASH OFF FOR NELSON LEEL.

ONTIE has set down what hap-
ned to him in the old plate-
ver's hut, just to make

things nice and clear.

It’s my job, now, to continuc the
yarn from the point where I broke oft.
Tommy Watson and I had heard Montie
vell for help. We dxdn’t know - what
had happened, but we guessed that some-
thing queer was going on.

Tregellis-West wasn't the chap to
shout for help unless something very
much out of the ordinary had taken
place, And both- Tommy and I wero
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strangely excited. Watson, in fact, at-
tempted to dash off.

‘“ Let'a rush to his rescue—"'

‘““Hold om, old son,” I interrupted,
my head clearing rapidly. *‘ Montie
went to fetoh help for me, didn't he?
Well, I'm as right as rain now, except
for a young mountain on the back of my
head. That’s nothing to worry over.”

‘ But—but Montie’'s in danger——"’

. *“If he is, we can help him more by
keeping calm,” I said grimly. ¢ Woe
muystn’t act in a hurry, Tommy. The
best thing we can do is to creep forward
cautiously, and see what the trouble ie.”

‘“ Then, for goodness’ sake, come on!"’

urged Watson.

We lost no time in fighting our way
through the smow. The downfall had
not diminished 1n the. least, for the
flakes were descending as thickly as ever.
The snow lay deep at our feet, and we
made no noise as we stumbled forward.
The wind, dead in our faces, whirled
down the cutting with biting force.

‘“ Keep this side, Tommy,’’ I said, pul-
ling his arm. ‘“ You don't want to go

lundering over the rails, you know. A
train might come shooting down at any

minute.”’ ;

““ Keep your hair on,” growled Wat-
son. ‘“I'm not such a siﬁ ass as all
that.

But, 1 sair, I can’t see anything
of a giddy platelayer’s hut. I think we

must have been mistaken, Benny. Per-
ga-ps old Montie’s tumbled into a snow-
rift—- ="’

“Don’t jaw!” I interjected quickly.
“It's my idea that there’s something
wrong afoot. The guv’nor and I have
often had to deal with railway mys-
teries. There are all sorts of crooks
about, you know.” :

““ My hat, you don’t think—"’

“T don’t know what I think—yet!"’ I
replied.

As I was speaking; I discerned a dull
patch quite near by. After another six
or soven feet, both Tommy and I made
out a small lean-to shed, with the front
cdgo of the roof only about six feet
Ligh. .

% dim glimmer of light was coming
from the little window, through a chin
in a piece of cloth which seemed to be
nailed over the opening. I caught hold
of Tommy's arm, and drugged him
round the angle of the building until we
arrived at the rear.

““ Let's find this hut, first.” h

 Listen,’”’ I muttered tensely.
From within came a dull murmur of !

R

voioes. Sir Montie's was distinguishable
among them. Only now and again, as
the voices were raised, was it poseible
to underetand any of the spoken words.

“You youmg hound!” 1 heard .some-
body say harshly. ‘' I've only got a
minute to waste—be quick about it—try
any falsshoods——"'

Montie eaid something, but T couldn’t
tell what. And, aft~r that one sent: nce,
I conldn’t understand the man’'s worda,
eithor. But I oould easily tell thay there
were btwo men with Montie.

“Did you hear?’ I whispered in
Tommy's ear.

“Yea. What the dickens does 1t
mean?”’

“T don’t know. But Montie's in a
hole—that’s certain,”” I repliod. ¢ That
chap didn’t speak as though he were a
platelayer, did he? This 1w jolly tishy,
Tomm%'. “I'm blesaed if I know what
to do.’

We crouched there in the snow, too
excited to feel cold, and the flakes
whirled about us ceasclessly.

‘““Can’'t we bust mn and rescue hm*”
asked Watson tensely.

‘“My dear chap, what's tho gocd of
that?’’ I asked. *‘‘ There are two inen n
there, and we should be collared in no
time. No sense in running our heads
into a noose. One of the rotters may go
out before long, and then we can get
busy. I'd like to know what's going on
ineide, though!”

“ What about the window?”’

‘“ That’s what I was thinking of,” 1

said.  ‘“ You stay here while I crerp
.round "’ 5
““ Rats! I want to see, too——

‘““ If there's anything to see, I'll coma
and tell you,”” I put in. " We don't
want to give ourselves away, do we? We
may be right off the track, Tommy—
there may be nothing wrong at all. But
I’'m suspicious, and I want to make
sure.”

‘“ Right-ho. Don't be long.”

I crept away round the angle of the
little structure, and approached th: win.
dow. A piece of heavy sacking was
fastened right over it. By pushing 1t
aside, I was just able to seo the glass.
The window itself was tiny, and too
small for any human being to get
through. And the glass was so grnmy
with dirt—on thy inside—that 1 .-ournld
only sec the dull glare of tho lamp. To
distinguish the figures of the men within
was impossible,
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Realising this, T pushed the sacking
back. It wasn’t any good risking things
by remaining in that position. And the
voices of the men were not so distinet

here as they had been round at the
back.

3o I slipped round again. It wae more
sheltered at the rear, for the cut-out
portion of the embankment was only
about two-feet awayv from the rough
woodwork - of the hut, thus forming a
kind of passage. The wind roared over
the tdp, and Tommy and I didn’'t re-
cerwve the full brunt of it.

‘““ Nothing doing!” I mirmured.
*“ We'd better stay here a bit, old son,
and decide upon a plan of action.”

Watson was greatly worried.

‘* Why not bust open the door ”

‘“It'e no good being ram-hcaded like
that,” T interrupted irritably. ‘‘One of
those chaps called Montic a young hound,
and Montie’s being kept a prisoner.
That tells us, bevond donbt, that some-
thing’s radically wrong.”

‘“ The rotters may be German spies,”
suggested Tommy excitedlv.  Thoy’re
gomng to tear up the railway hines—"’

“Oh, my hat!’ T groaned. ‘“ Be
sensible. for goodness’ sake!”

‘““ Well, what do you sucgest?”?

“I'm not going to be ass enough to
suggest anvthing,” I replied. ¢ Gues
ing’s always a silly game. Tommy. So
far as I can see, the best thing for us to do
1s to wait here and see how things de-
velop. We shall get our chance later
on, I'll bet.”

‘““ And what abcut Montie?”’

‘““T don’t suppose he'll come to any
real harm.”” T went on. ‘‘He’s told the
rottars nothing about you and I, that’s
evident. Thev'’d have been out scarch-
‘ing for us if he'd let the cat out of the
bag. But Montic’s keen, and he’s kept
mum.”’

As it happeried, we didn’t-have to wait
so very long. |

he snow had thinned a trifle, for the
flakes were not coming down in such
clouds. The storm, apparently, had done
its worst. Fully four inches of snow had
fallem: but there was much miore than
this in the cutting, for it had driven
down with greater force at this point. -

. From the spot where Tommy ancé 1
were standing we could see right down
the cutting. Of course, we couldn’t really
rec a thing, for the darkness was too
dense. But we should have been able

I be away for about ten minutes.
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to see otherwise. 1 don’t know whether
that’s clear, but I hope so.

We heard a train thundering down
the gradient—for the line was fairly
steep just here. We both watched with
interest, there being nothing else to do.
The lights of the train soon became
visible, and it went roaring past like a
flash, the windows of the carriages being
one long blur. :

And just then I grabbed Tommy, ana
dragged him down.

Through the wind-driven snowflakes I
had seen the figure of a man trudeging
along the permanent way—or, rather,
at the edge of it. He was quite near
the hut, and the lights of the train had
revealed his presence.

“Great pip! What's the matter?”
gasped Tormmy, as he sprawled in the

SNOW.
“Ses-h!” I breathed.

another man coming along!”’

““Oh, corks!”

We crouched down. The train had
disappeared into the black void of the
cutting, and everything was pitchy. Tt
was quite on the cards that the man I
had seen was a railway worker.. But the
next moment the matter was settled.

For we heard the door open, and then
close. The newcomer had entered the
hut! We heard him talking, but were-
only able to catch a few stray words
which meant little or nothing.

After five minutes had elapsed there
came the sound of movements. The
door was opened once again,.and I ven-
tured to peep round I had to be very
careful, for the lantern had been car-
ried outside. I saw the backs of three
men, and then heard a dull thud. :

“ That’l! be all nght!” a gruff voice
exclaimed. ¢ The youngster can’t get
out of the window, and he’ll be safe
enough 1n here. We sha’n’t be gone more
than ten minutes, anyhow. It’s a con-
founded nuisance this kid butting in just
now !”’

The nien walked down the cutting,
carrying the lamp with them, and I
clenched my fsts with excitement.

Montie had oeen left within the shed—
alone! And the three men werc going
oft somewhere down the hne. They would
\Why, it
was easy. We should be able to rescue
Montie withouv the slightest difficulty!

In a very few seconds the three dim
figures had been swallowed up in the
gloom. The swaying lantern was  just

““ There's
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visible ; but this, too, vanished. I gripped
Tom’s arm tightly.

‘““ Ripping!’”” I exclaimed. ‘ This is
where we come in, my son!”’

‘““We'd better be quick about it!"
exclaimed Watson. ¢ Those rotters will
be back before long——"

“We've got ten minutes!
time!”" I interrupted crisply.

We stumbled round to the front, and I
felt over the door. It was too dark to
sce the fastening. But I soon found that
@ heavy wooden bar was placed across the
face of it, resting in two deep slots. It
was a primitive arrangement, of course,
but most effective. Montie, inside, could
not possibly have escaped without
exterior help.

That help was now at hand.

I lifted the bar from its slots, laid it
down handy, and then pushed the door
open. It was provided with a rough latch
as well, but this was stuck and out of
use. The hut was pitchy dark within.

““You there, Montie?”’ 1 asked softly.

‘““ Begad!” There was a movement
from within. ¢ Benny boy, you're the
deliverer! I shall have to shake your
hand—I shall really! I knew you’d come
along sooner or later.”’

‘““ Are you bound up?”’

‘“ No, dear fellow,”” said Sir Montie
calmly. ¢ The frightful ruffans didn't
know that you were near by, you see, an’
they were rather careless. But I couldn’t
have escaped without your help. Oh,
how’s your head gettin’ on?”’

Heaps of

‘““ My head? Oh, that bump!” I ex-
claimed. ‘‘ My dear chap, I'd forgotten
it. I want to know why those men made

~you a prisoner here?”’

Tregellis-West loemed up dimly in the
doorway.

‘“ It’s simple, Benny,” he replied.
“ They’re goin’ to hold up the mail!”’

‘“ Hold up the mail!” gasped Tommy
excitedly.

‘““ Exactly! An’ they’re goin’ to com-
mit a robbery—"’ |

““ By Jingo!’ I exclaimed. ‘1 knew

y

there was something wrong!”’
“It's an appallin’ business, dear
chaps,’”’ said Montie earnestly. ¢ Those

three thievin’ rogues mean to stop the
8.15 mail, by showin’ a red light. An’
then they're g{oin’ to collar two noblemen
from a first-class compartment——""

“ Two noblemen!”’
. “A duke and an earl,”
Montie calmly. ‘
‘““ Great Scott!”’

explained

IS5

“It's scrions, dear Benny  An’ there'’s
‘swag,’ t00o,”" went on my elegant chum.
“ SBomethin’ like twenty thousand pounds

“ Great pip!"” gasped Tommy Wataon.,
“ What the dickens are we going to do?
We can’t fight three hulking great men!
And there’s not time to zet to the station
to have the train warncd by telegraph !

‘““Hold on a minute!” I said tensely.
“ Let me think.”

I thought for about twenty seconds
aAnd then snapped my firgers.

““ Now. Montie,” I said quickly, ¢ have
you told us everything?"

““Everythin’ that matters,” replied
‘T'regellis-West, ¢ Those three men are
a gang, you know. One of 'em’s called
‘ the Chief.” They seem to know exactly
where these two noblemen are situated
in the train, an’ they’re goin’ to stop the
cxpress an’ collar the loot before any
adlarm can be given. It's all cut an’
dried. They were discussin’ it, an' I
heard nearly everythin'. They've just
gone to mark the exact spot where
they’re to stand. I expect they'll come
back here to put on masks, or somethin’
like that.”

I glanced at my watch.
¢ 6uarter to eight!” I exclaimed, hav-
ing read the time easily on the luminous
dial. ‘“ That gives us just half an hour
to do things.””

‘“ Why, 1t’ll take twenty minutes to get
to the station!”

““ My dear old Tommy, I'm not going
to the station,”” I interjected. * This i3
a Job for the guv’'nor himself. Nelson
Lee will know what to do——"

‘“ But, pardon me, dear boy, I’m rather
curious,”” said Montie languidly. *1
hate havin’ to interrupt, you know. But
how do you propose to get to St. Frank’s
an’ back befcre the mail-train comes
along?”’

‘“ I don’t propose anything of the sort,””
I replied. . “ If you use your brain,
Montie, you’d remember something.

‘““ That’s the trouble, Benny. My
brain’s sluggish, you know—"'

‘“ Rot! Didn’t old Alvy tell us that he
was going to Dr. Brett’'s this evening?
At least, he told me, and I told yon.
Nelson Lee is at the doctor's now, and I
can reach the house within ten minutes.”

‘““ Don't be an ass, Benne:tt: }'ou
can’t!”’ declared Watson. ‘‘ Why, it's a
couple of miles round to the Caistowe

Road—right round by the sharp bend and
the bridge!”
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“You ass! You seem to be jolly dull
this evening—the pair of you!” 1
snapped. ‘‘ We're in the Bellton cutting,
don’t forget. If I shin up the opposite
embankment, and cross a ploughed ficld,
1 shall be on the Caistowe Road at once.
And Dr. Brett’s house 1s within two
hundred yards!”’

‘““ Begad! You're right!”’ exclaimed Sir
Montie. * It’s quite a habit of yours to
be right, dear. fellow. But why do you
keep on talkin’ about yoursclf? Ain’t
Tommy an’ I comin’ with you?”

‘“ No; you've got to remain here.”

‘“ Look here! That's sheer rot—"

‘“ My goodness,, we shall waste all the
time in Jawing!”” I cut in. ‘‘ But these
thinge have got to be planned, or we shall
be all muddied up. - Don’'t you see,
Montie, what would happen if you came
with me? Those rotters nre coming back
in a few minutes’ time, und if yon weren’t
in this hut they’d know that the alarm
was given at once.”’

“Bo they would!”’ said Sir Montie
mildly. * Well, I'm bothered!”’

‘“ Bo the best thing you can do is to hop
nside again, and we’ll shove the prop in
position,”” I went on. ‘ You won’t come
to any harm, Montie, and we stand a
chance of collaring these train-robbers
red-handed. Just think of the glory for
uy ‘Tommy will remain at the back of
the hut, on the watch.’’

‘“ It’s rotten!”’ declared Watson. ““ I'm
shivering with cold as it is. But I sup-
pose you're right, Bennett. I'm game,
anvhow.”

‘“ Good 1"

There was no time to waste—we had
wasted a few precious minutes already—
and Montie retired into the blackness of
the hut without anather word. I shoved
the prop into position, and had another
two words with Tommy, warning him not
to be too venturesome.

And then, with a deep breath, T ran
across the permanent way, reached the
other embankment, and ¢+ commenced
scrambhng up the slippery bank with
desperate encrgy.

— - g .

CHAPTER V.

IN WRICH NELSON LEL ACTS PROMPTLY—
WITH ASTOUNDING RESULTS.

DIDN'T expect to get to the top of

l tbo embankment ecasily, but some-

how 1 flew up, and dxdn’t shp once.

T knew that I was right 1n y cal-

ol tions,  Previougly, when on the way
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home from Helmford, I had lost my bear-
ings; but the Bellton cutting was well

| known to me, and also the exact nature
iof the surrounding country.

I found myself at the very edge of the

field I had mentioned to my chums. This
was all the better, for the long, straight
hed%le would serve as an excellent guide
on the return journcy.

I commenced the run across the field.
This wasn’t so easy as it sounds. A fresh
downfall of snow was in progress, and it
was whirling in dense masses. The
ground was smothered, and at best the
surface was frozen earth of the roughest
description.

Consequently I stumbled continually,
and came a cropper twice in successian.
After that I realised@ that the old maxim
—‘“ more haste, less speed ’—was suit-
able for the occasion. So I slowed down
to a more sedate trot.

I was thinking deeply as I progressed.

| By leaving Montie still in the hut, the

train-robbers would know nothing of our
efforts. They would naturally assume

Ethat everything was going smoothly. At

the last moment, however, Nelson Lee
and Dr. Brett and I would plunge down
to the attack. This was what I wanted,
anyhow. o

As Montie mentioned in his bit, both
he and Tommy knew the guv’nor’s real
identity—and mine, too. They were my
very special chums, and the guv’nor had
taken them into his confidence.

Both Tommy and Montie knew that I
wasn't Dick Bennett at all, that the namo
was merely an invention, and that I was
the one and only Nipper. They also were
aware that ‘‘ Mr. Alvington,” the House-
master of the Ancient House, was Mr.
Nelson Lee, my esteemed guv’nor.

This state of affairs was very satis-
factory. With Tommy and Montie, at
least, 1 could always be my own self.

It was only recently that the guv’nor
had let them into the secret. They had
sworn to respect the confidence, of course, -
and had been hugety delighted. My
position at St. Frank’s was greatly im-
proved. It wasn’'t necessary for me to
act a part continually. When I was alcne
with my chums I could be Nipper, and
nobody else. Tregellis-West and Watson
had cntered into the spirit of the thing,
and they fully appreciated the importance
of keeping mum. They were aware that
if the Fu Chang Tong succeeded in locat-
ing the guv’'nor and me we should proba-
bly leave this world by an exceedingly
rapid and most unecorpfortabla exit,
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Under the ecxisting circumstances,
herefore, the best thing to be done was
to fetch Nelson Lee down to the cutting.
Dr. Brett was a youngish man, wit

lenty of strength. He'd give a helping
ﬁand in a scrap, and would be only too
willing to. He and the guv’'nor were very
friendly, but, of course, Dr. Brett didn’t
know our secret.

I calculated the time, and felt fairl]y
cortain that Nelson Lee would be still
at the doctor's. He wouldn't leave before
nine, at least; and it wasn’t eight yet.
But, in any case, it would be a close
shave.

At last, after what secemed an hour, 1
arrived at the other sjde of the field. In
exact truth, T had only been away from
Tommy and Montie six minutes. The
lane, which was the road to Caistowe, was
quiet and deserted. The snow lay thick
and undisturbed upon its surface.

I noticed that a big oak-trce—a solitary
one—grow just against the gap in the
hedge through which 1 had passed. It
was just as well to memorise the posi-

tions. Then I pelted down the lane at )

full speed.

I passed a couple of cottages, then a
big house, and Dr. Brett's residence
loomed up ahead. 1 was about to hurl
anyaself through the gateway when I dimly
maw a figure about to come out.

‘““ Steady! Steady!’ exclaimed a well-

known voice. * You mustn’t rush about
like this—"'

““ Guv'nor!” T panted breathlesaly.

“Upon my soul, it's Nipper!"' said
Nolson: lee, catching me b{ the
shoulders. ‘“ It is just as well that we

are alonc. What's the matter, young 'un?
Why are you out at this time in the
ovoning?"’

‘*“ There's something happened!” 1
gu . **Bome criminals are going to

old up the mail-train in the cutting—"'

Nelson Lee shook me.

‘‘ Bteady, young 'un!”’ he said quietly.
“ Jot's hear the story—"'

‘** There's no time, sir!” I interjected.
“ We must rush back at once!”

‘“ My dear boy, you must tell me what
has happened,’’ persisted the guv’'nor.
““ You can explain everything within one
minute, and that minute will be well
apent. Come, spesk calinly and quickly.”

Nelson l.ee’'s cool tone brought me to
my senses, and I told him in a few words
how Tommy and Montie and I had
plunged into the cutting by accident.
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And then, in quick sentences, T related
the story of the proposed hold-up.

““ It’s just eight o’clock,’”’ I finished up,
looking at my watch. ¢ By Jupiter, I
didn’t lose much time in getting here!
What's to be done, guv’nor? The train

comes by in less than a quarter of an
hour.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“We have ample time,”” he said
calmly. ‘‘ Your story is most convincing,
Nipper. The words which Montie over-

heard were strikingly significant. We can
come to no other conclusion than the one

vyou have named. The mail-train i1s to

be stopped and robbed. We have no time.
to inform the police, and so we must act
as we think best.”’ _

‘“ Dr. Brett will help—"

‘“ Of course!”’ cut in the guv’'nor. ‘‘ He
will be only too eager, I am sure. I left
him rather carly this evening, as he is
making up some medicines. And there
18 Thompson, Brett’s chauffeur. He must
come along, too.”

The guv nor bade me wait at the gate-
way. e ran swiftly up the short drive,
and entered the house without knocking.
Within thirty seconds he was back, Dr.
Brett and Thompson coming after him,
pulling on their coats as they did so.

“ But I don't quite understand,’’ the
doctor was saying.

“1I can explain as we go along,”’ said
Lee urgently. ‘I assure you, doctor, 1
am not bringing you out on a fool's
errand. These junior boys, it seems, have
hat upon a plot to hold up the mail-
train.

As we ran the guv’'nor explained the
situation. I was feeling pleased, for I
knew that we should arrive back in the
cutting in time. We were running fast,
and soon reached the oak-tree.

Plunging through the hedgde, we
started across the ploughed field. No
words were spoken during this strenuous,
piece of running. At last, breathless, we
stood at the top of the steep slope leadjng
down into the cutting. Even as we stood
there, we saw the weak, {ello rish light
of a lantern, swinging jerkily, far down
on the permanent way. After the fresh
burst of snow, the flakes had thinned
again. v

‘*“ They're right down the cutting,
sir,”” I exclaimed eagerly. ‘' The plate-
laver's hut is just below us.”

** We will go down at once, Bennett,"
said the guv’nor.

This embankment was not so steep as
the opposite one, and we made a rapid
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but easy descent. Dr. Brett and his man
were greatly excited, but refrained from
asking ¢uestions.

Just as we reached the track, a fast
goods train swept by, and we were obliged
to wait a few seconds. Then we crossed
the double set of rails and found our-
selves within twenty [ect of the plate-
layer’s hut.

. The lantern was still blinking dimly up
the cutting.

We all realised, however, that one or
two of the train robbers might be in the
shed. @ We therefore advanced very
cautiously. Just as we were getting
near a dim figure loomed up, and ran to
meet us.

It was Tommy Watson,

“ That you, Benny ?”’ he asked breath-
lessly. ‘“ My only aunt! I thought you
wouldn't get back in time. Montie’s
otil} a prisoner——" ) -

‘“ What of the men, Watson?”’ asked
Nelsou Lee quickly.

‘** They've gone, sir.”

* Gone !”’

* Down the line, sir,”” explained Wat-
son. ‘' I've been watching from behind
the hut, and two or three minutes after
Bennett had gone the fellows came
back.’’

“Well?”’ T put in eagerly.

“I couldn’t see what they did, of
course,” said Tommy. *‘ But they
stopped inside the shed for three or four
minutes. They didn't guess anything!
Finding Mountie in there, they thought
that everything was O.K. And then theyv
came out again, carrying a red lantern.”

*“ They . fastened Tregellis-West 1inside
again 7" asked Lee.

‘“Yes, air.”

“f Xon mentioned a red light, Watson

’

‘““ That's right, sir. It was red when
they came out of the hut. but then they
wwitched it to white,”' explained Tommy.
““ They’ve gone to take up their posi-
tions. Two of ’em are waiting a few
hundred yards down, I believe—"

“ You believe, Watson? Aren’t you
sure ?”

‘** Not quite, sir

** Possibly Tregellis-West will be able
to give us more definite , information,”
went on the guv’'nor crisply. ‘* Since the
men have gane to take up their positions,
there 18 no fear of their returning. But
please talk in whispers only, as I am
doing. This wind may carry our voices.”
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_*“ The train’s due in about two minutes,
sir,” 1 said, glancing down the line.

“ We'd better not waste any time, Mr.
Alvington,” put in Dr. Brett anxiously.

““My dear Brett, quite a lot can bLe
accomyplished within the space of two
minutes,”’ replied Nelson Lee smoothly.
“ And you must remember the weather.
It 1s highly improbable that the mail
train will arrive at this spot within
schedule. I calculate that we have fully
five minutes’ grace.”’

The guv’'nor was as cool as a cucumber.
It wao necessary, of course, for him to
keep up his character of ‘“ Mr. Alving-
ton,”’—for Dr. Brett was not in the
secret. But this was easy enough. Both
the guv’nor and I were quite at hcme in
our new identitres. |

We ploughed our way towards the hut,
and quickly removed the wooden bar.
Sir Montie walked out serenely, and I
dimly saw him adjusting bhis pince-ne:s
with all his customary sang froid

‘“ Rescue has come !’ he said calmly.
‘““ Do you know, dear boys, I knew that
I shouldn’t be kept a prisoner lony.

Have you captured the frightf:l
scoundrels? Oh, 1s that you, Mu.
Alvin’ton 7"

“It 1s, West,”” replied Nelson Lee.
‘“ Watson teclls me that these would-be
train robbers have gone down the line to
take up their positions. Can you tell me -
what &o&e positions are? It will be far
better if we can have exact details.”

‘“By whbat I could hear, sir, there’s
another man waitin’ at the arranged
spat,’”’ said Montie. ‘‘ Three of them are
goin’ to spring on the train, while the
other holds it up with a red light. But
as the victims are in the last coach, the
fellow with the light will be a good dis-
tance from the other three.”

‘¥ quite understand you, West,”’ said
Lee. ‘' But if you can tell me the precise
spot—"’

“T can, sir.”

‘““ Then, my dear boy, do so!
is no time to waste.”’

‘“ There's a telegraph post just behind
this hut, sir.”’ said Monte, still speaking
with exasperating leisure. ‘‘ The man
with the light is to be just opposite the
third post from here, not countin’ this
one. An’' the three hold-up men are to
crouch just opposite the fifth post.”

** Exactly,” said Nelson Lee. *“ The
method is simple. When the train pulls

There
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up, the engine will be near the third post
down the cutting, while the rear coach
will come, approximately, . opposite the
fifth. Possibly there is a little miscalcula-
tion, but that cannot be helped.” |

““What’'s to be done, sir?”’ I asked
eagenly.

““I think we must ignore the man with
the lump,” replied the guv'nor. ¢ The
chief thing is to capture the other three.
This we must do by mounting the em-
bankment, passing along in silence, and
then springing down upon the rascals.
In this way they will be caught in the
rear——''

“My hat! The train’s coming!”
gasped Tommy Watson abruptly.

Far away the laborious puffing of a
locomotive could be heard. The mail
train was praceeding up the gradient—
and was, therefore, travelling at a fairly
slow speed. It was for this reason, I
expect, that the rotters had chosen the
cutting. It would have been a bit of a
Job to stop an express going at sixty
miles an hour. The mail, at this spot,
would hardly be going thirty.

As Tommy spoke, we saw, just along
the permanent way, a red light waving
to and fro monotonously. Actually, we
only saw the reflection, for the face of the
lamp was away from us.

“Come!” said Nelson Lee quickly.
‘““1 reply upon yon, Brett, to do your
utmost.  Your man will give a good
account of himself, I'm sure——"'

“You bet, sir!”’ declared Thompson
excitedly.

‘“ Begad ! asked
Montie mildly. .

“You boys had beiter remain in the
background "until the first onslaught is
over,”’ replied Lee, as we scrambled up
the embankment. ‘‘ There may be
danger, and I can’t allow you to take
such risks.”

““ Oh, I say—"" began Tommy.

““ Shut up, ass!”” I whispered. ¢ You
don't think we're going to take any
notice, do you? When the times comes
we'll pde in with the others—don’t you
make any giddy mistake!”’

We were soon hurrying silently along.
The snow deadened our rmovements com-
pletely, and the night was so black that
our forms were invisible. There was
little fear of our presence being noticed
before the moment of attack.

The whole thing was going splendidly.
Wo passed the man with the lantern,

What about us?”
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and saw that he was now
light frantically. The head-lights of the
mail train were in view. Several shrill
blasts from its whistle sounded, proving
that the warning light had been seen. At
the same time the engine ceased to
labour.

It was a close shave, all things con-
sidered.

The mail, with brakes grinding, came
to a standstill just as we arrived opposite
the fifth telegraph-post. And the rear
coach was only twelve yards away. As
the six of us charged down the slope, we
saw the three train-attackers rush up to
the footboard of the coach.

The light from the train—although the
blinds were mostly drawn—was quite
brilliant after the pitchy darkness of the
cutting. The three men lecapt upon
the footboard, and they had not the
slightest idea that we were dead on their
heels.

Nelson Lee was the first to spring.

He gripped one man by the shoulders,
and hurled him down, just as he was
clambering up. Brett seized another,
and Thompson the third. And then
Montie and Tommy and I came in.

It was a terrific fight.

The threce scoundrels struggled furi-
ously, and, although we were double
their number, we had all our work cut
out to keep them down. The rear guard
had jumped down, and came plunging
towards us amazedly.

‘““ What the thunder's
shouted.

We were too busy to answer. I
noticed, however, that dozens of windows
had thudded down, and the passengers
were looking out all along the train.
And then, just as we were getting our
men down securely, Nelson Lee uttered
a great shout.

“Stop!” he panted, with amazenient
and annoyance 1n his voice. ‘‘ Let these
men get up—— Brett——boys! Release
the captives at once!”

‘“ What the dickens——"’

“We have made an appalling blun-
der!"” exclaimed the guv’nor, staggering
to his feet. ‘‘ These men are not criminals

at all—"
“What!” I roared.

““ They are, on the contrary, on the
side of law and order!”’ shouted Neclson
Lee. ‘‘ How this mistake came about 1
don’t know, but the men are—Scotland
Yard detectives!”

waving the rea

he

wrong 7"’
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CHATTER VI.
NELSON LEE AND 1 EMBARK ON A ‘‘JoOY-
RIDE,”’ WHICH LOOKS LIKE ENDING IN
FEARFUL DISASTER—BUT DOESN'T !
NEARLY fainted. |
‘“ Sco-Scotland Yard detectives !”’
I stuttered. ‘“Oh, rot! T tell you
they’re crooks, Mr. Alvington!
They are going to rob a duke—"

‘““You infernal idiots !’’ rapped out one
of the trio.
have to answer for this—"’ -

‘““You must allow me to apologise,”
began Nelson Lee.

“ Apologise!” roared the man. ‘“ Go
to the deuce with yeur apology! You
have impeded officers of the law in the
execution of their duty—and you’ll have
to pay dearly for it. You all night,
Bradiord 7"’ -

Bradford’s nose was blecding, and he
mopped it savagely.

“ Confounded - busy - bodies!” he
growled. .

Sir Montie and Tommy looked at me
blankly ; and I glared at Montie with un-
justifiable anger.

“This i1s your fault, you fatheaded
dummy !’ I exclaimed hotly.

‘“My—my fault!?’ gasped Tregellis-
West. “ Dear fellows—"

‘“Didn’t yocu tell us the men were
croo,lfs?” I snapped. * Of all the idiots

‘“ Doar Benny, how was I to know?”’
asked Tregellis-West plaintively. *‘ Be-
gad! 1 can’t believe 1t! Detectives!
I’'m either dreamin’ or there’s been a
frightful blunder!”

I snorted, and moved over to the
guv'nor’s side. I knew quite well that
he had been correct. This was the first
time I had seen ihe *‘ crooks ’* squarely ;
hitherto they had been dark forms only.
I recognised Detective-Sergeants Brad-
ford and Chambers; I had often seen
them at Scotland Yard, although I had
never.spoken to either of them. The
other man was a stranger to me.

The latter swore under his breath.

“I’'m Detective-Inspector Patterson,’’
he oxclaimed harshly. ¢ These men are
under my orders, aud—— Oh, I under-
stand now! So you are responsible for
this confounded fiasco ?”’

The inspector was glaring at Montie.

“*Begad! I'm—I'm not responsible,
vou know!" gasped poor Tregellis-West.
*“ I—I thought you were——"’

** There has heen a grave misunder-

‘“ What's the game? You'll.

21

standing,”” pat in Nelson Lee quickly.
“I don’t think anybody is artlcularfy
to blame, us you will be ready to admit
when you know all the facts. But is
this a time for such discussions? Pre-
sumably, this hold--up was for the pur-
pose of capturing some criminals——"

“It was, sir — it was!” snapped
Inspector Patterson. ¢ There are twn
well-known criminals on this train.

Hcaven alone knows where they are by
this time! 'They have taken alarm, of
course, and nave fled.”

As he spoke, Patterson jerked open the
door of a first-class compartment. The
opposite door was open, and the com-
partment was empty. The inspector
gave voice to another elegant expression,

“Gone!” he snapped. “ What clse
could we expect? In this snow and
darkness they’ll make a clean get-away.
And we had them completely surprised—
they were ready to wa.lﬁ v

mto our arms !

| Nelson Lee and I were standing side by

side, and we were both grim with the
.realisation of the blunder which had been
made. Only a minute or two had passed
since the train had been_ stopped, and
confusion still reigned.

The guard was angrily questioning Dr.
Brett. and that bewildered gentleman
was scarcely capable of giving any
coherent answers. The man who had
been in front with the red light came
running along beside the train, with the
forward guard by his side. The com-
partment in which the two criminals had
been, was, as I have explained, deserted.

Of course, the situation was exactly the
opposite to what we had supposed. But
we weren't to blame in any way. And
while the fight had been in progrees the
Yard man’s quarry had skipped off. By
this time they were probably half a mile
away.

I turned round and glanced down the
line. Snow was falling again in thick
clouds, and I couldn’t see a yard heyond
the guard’s van. This was attached to
the rear of the last coach, and was one
of those small ones.

It stood deserted; the guv'nor and I
were just about ten feet from it—nearer
than anybody else.

“ We must follow the trail at once,”
Detective-Inspector Patterson was say-
ing. ‘' We shall be able to follow the
tracks in this snow '}

I suddenly jumped.

*“Look there, sir,”” I gasped,
‘at the guv'mor’s arm.

jerking
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‘““ What is tho matter, Bennett ?'’ asked
Nelson Lee sharply, turning as he spoke.
“Why, whaet—— gracious!”’

‘ They've uncoupled the guard’s-van,”

I shoutod cxcitedly.

- For, oven as the guv'nor and 1
watched, we saw the van rolling slowly
and silontly away from the train. As
the 1mail had [‘;eon ascending a stiff
gradiont, it was only natural that the
unocoupled guard’s-van should commence
running backwards.

Just for a moment everybody was
transfixed.

The truth flashed into my brain in a
fraction of a eccond. The two criminals
Pattcrson had spoken of had not made
off at all. Inetead, they had taken ad-
vantage of the confusion, and the ab-
sonco of the guard, to uncouple the van.
They know well enough that it would de-
soond the gradient of its own accord—
and thus provide them with a certain

ne of swift escape. It was a cute
dodgo, and only desperate, clear-headed
men could have accompli it.

As though with one accord, everybody
oamo to life, and rushed at the now
moving coach. A space of over a dozen
feot separated it from the train already.

Nelson Lee and 1 were mearest, and
we rushed forward with all speed. We
only thought of boarding the van before
it rolled out of reach. And, almost at
the same second, we hurled ourselves at
the footboard.

It was a near shave.

Tho van was now moving with ever-
uwreasing swiftnees. Nelson Lee clutched
the footboard and dragged himself on.
I was still running, but I had gamed a
hold. For eeveral feet I was dragged
bodily, my legs trailing through the
snow. But then, with a hcave, 1
jullod myself up.

“My hat!”’ 1 gasped.
squeak !’

Yolls camo from behind me—shouts of
fury and alarm. I heard the voices of
iny chuma raisod in excited apprehension.
But neither thoy nor the Scotlend Yard
men had been able to catch up with
the moving ooach.

Ouly the guv’'nor and I had succeeded
—and we had done so merely because we
happened to be nearer than the rest.

‘“ Oh, it's you, Nipper?”’ nted the
cuv'nor, looking at me ‘' You young
rascal! You ehouldn’t have come—"'

““Oh, rats!"” I'eaid breathleesly. I
couldn’t let you go alone, sir. And the

“That was a
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others werc miles behind! I say, what’s
oing to happen now? This looke like
Irin,r}g exciting!  Quite like old times,
ch?
Lee dragged himself up until he was
standing, and clutching a brads handle
above. 1 did the same. The van was
now.rockmﬁ giddily from side to side,
and it was highly necessary to hold fast.
Its speed was  increasing with every
eecond; already we were doing close
upon thirty miles an hour.

‘“ !’ say, we shall get dashed to bits
““ Not if I can help it, Nipper,’’ shouted
the guv'nor. ‘ You stay there!’

He ocommenced groping his way for-
ward to the door—and I followed close
behand him. It was likely I was going
to stay behmmd, wasn’t it?

I don’t think the men in the van knew
that we wero aboard; they fondly
u_nnFmed that their ruse had been en-
tirely successful. But they weren’t to
escape 80 easily ae all that!

Nelson Lee, I instinctively knew, felt
that it was ‘“up to him " to effect a
capture. A mistake had been made—
largely through our intervention—and it
was only right that we should set things
in order.

The van roared down the gradient with
oever-quickening speed.

It rocked and swayed, and the wind
howled past us, and drove the snowflakes
into our faces so fiercely that we could
scarcely see. I didn’t care to think of
what might happen if another train hap-
pened to be coming along behind!

And then, more by instinct than by
anything else, I knew thiat one of the
men had put his head out of the window.
The next second there was a tiny point
of red fire, and a crack.

“By James:.’ roared Nelson Leo
furiously.
The scoundrels were firing at us! This

couldn’t be allowed to go on, or we
should be murdered as we stood.” That
first shot had missed the guv'nor by
about an inch. I distinctly heard it
drone ov®r my own head.

Lee ‘whipped out his own revolver.
He always carried a small automatic,
even though he was a temporary school-
master. 1 don’t thmk there’s a better
shot living than the guv’nor, and his
‘“gqun’’ epoke nastily. = There was a
velp, and I heard something bang against

-

the footboard.
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The ruffian had been disarmed at the
first shot!

The guv’'nor lost no time. Although the
coach was swaying appallingly, he pushed
forward. I followed behind him, nearly
losing my hold more than once. But,
at last, we arrived at the door.

A man was standing there, ready to
hurl us off —to death.

Nelson Lee made no bones auout the
affair. He jammed his revolver through
the open window. and fired. The bullet
—as he had caloulated—thudded through
the roof. But the effects of that shot
were Instantancous. 'The man hastily
rotreated to the other side of the van.

Lee wrenched the door open, and
eprang inside. I was right on his heels,
and I flung the door to with a crash.
It was safer closed.

The interior of the van was dark. The
roar of the wheels drowned all other
sounds. Just for a moment the guv’nor
and I stood still, panting heavily. It
was a tense situation.

““You had better act sensibly, my

friends.” It was Nelson Lee’s votce,
cool and firm. *‘ My revolver is still in
my han ”

““ Hang you!”’ snarled a furious voioa.

The next second a heavy form brushed
past me, and the guv’'nor uttered a gasp.
Then a fierce struggle commenced. The
second man had attempted to assist his
friend. But I tackled him with all my
strength.

We swayed to and fro.

The fight couldn’t last long, that was
onc thing. T wae quite sure that I should
be unable to get the better of my op-
ponent. He was a strong brute, and
forced me back until, at length, 1 had
my head jammed agamst the side of
tle van.

I waited, with closed eyes, for the
heavy punch which I felt sure was com-
ing. Perhaps it would be worse than a
punch. And then the coach gave an
extra heavy lurch, and we were all flung
into confusion.

One of the men uttered a hoarse cry.

‘““ Stop this foolery!” he shouted. *‘ We
shall all be killed—that’ll be the end of
it! Put the brakes on-——rut the brakes
on! Sterndale, you fool, this madness
will be the end of us! What about the
ourve at the foot of the gradient?”’

““ By Heaven!”’ gasped the other man.
“ The brakes—thce brakes!” .

The fight was stopped automatically.
By mutual consent we ceased-hostilities,

"declared
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Two of us rushed to the brakes. The
van was now travelling at terrific speed.
I don’t know for certain, but I'm pretty
sure that we were traveling at over
sixty miles an hour.

It was simply a mad, headlong rush.

The wheels beneath us roared and
thundered. The coach swayed from side
to side so violently that we could hardly
keep our feet. I hadn’t known that the
hne curved sharply at the foot of the
hill. And now a cold shiver seemed to
run down my spine.

Supposing we were almost upon the
curve? .

There’d be no deliverance for us. The
van oouldn’t possibly negotiate a curve
at such terrific speed. It would jump the
metals, orash over, and we should b.
torn and mangled

I shook myself, and set my tecth.

The position was so full of horror that
the two criminals had no desire to con-
tinue the battle. What was the use?
Although they stood a good chance of
overpowering ud, death would come to
them in the end.

The best thing was to stop the coacl
—and then finish the fight!

Nelson Lee and one of our oppcnents
worked at the brake furiously. A
glorious sensation surged through me
when I heard the blocks grinding upon
the wheels. But then, quite abruntly.
the grinding ceased, and was followed
by a ourious, deadened sound. The van
rushed on madly.

“The brakes smashed!” I
gasped.

““No, young 'un—no!” the guv’'nor
said tensely. ‘‘They are jammed on
tightly, and I can’t quite understand—
Ai! This is deadly serious!”’

‘““ What’s wrong?’ asked Sterndalo
hoarsely. .

“‘ Release the brake, man—relrase it.
and then apply it more gradually!” was
all the guv’nor replied. )

It was horrible, standing theie in the
dark, trying to keep my feet, and knoy-
ing that death might come at any second.
I ieard the wheels roar again.  This
was followed by a repetition of the grind-
iner. Then, once more, came the curious
dull slithering noise, L

““ It s uscless—useless!” said Nelson
Lee, between his teeth. .

“ Can’t you stop the van?” I gulped.

‘ The brakes act, but they are useless!”
the guv'nor. ‘‘Don’t you
understand? The wheels ave lockad, @ nd

have



24

the van is sliding bodily. It is the smow
and frost which 18 responsible !’

I caught my breath in sharply.

The truth was appalling. The van,
haying gained such tremendous momen-
tum, could not be brought to a halt!
The wheels simply skidded over the
frosty rails. There was only one thing to
expect. ‘

We should crash to smithereens at the
ourve!

I heard one of the men swearing vio-
lently.

“You fool, Sterndale—you mad fool!”’
he cried wildly. ‘‘ This was your idea—
your idea! We shall be kiled—"’

“ Shut up, hang you!” snarled the
other man furiously.

I groped forward, and grabbed hold of
Nelson Lee.

““ What does it mean, sir?”’ I asked—
although I knew all the time.

“My dear lad, you shouldn’t bhave
come,”” said the guv’nor bitterly.
** There can be only one end. The van
cannot possibly get round the curve in
safetv. We may be spared, of course,
but the odds—"

He paused, gripping me tightly.

“ I'm—glad I'm with—you, guv’nor!”
I muttered huskily.

I heard the two criminals
fiercoly.

‘““ Let go of me, you dog!”’ one of them
snarled. ‘“ I'm going to jump—do you
hear? There’s snow, and that’ll break
the force-——"’

““ You’ll be killed, Duke—""

“ Woe stand a better chance if we
jump !’ said the other wildly.

He staggered over to the door, and
wrenehed at the handle. Lee made no
attempt to stop him. Indeed, I was be-
ginning to think that a leap would . be
the best course. We should, at least, be
clear of the wreckage—-

Then, abruptly, I was flung on my
face.

Down I went, with a crash. The guv’-
nor thudded beside me. The van swayed
aver jerkily, shook throughout its whole
framework, and the air was filled with a
strange, hissing, eliding nose.

A jar came—a soft kind of jar—fol-
lowed at once by complete stillness.

My arms were bruised, and my head
had hammered the flooring. But I knew
that the gnard’s-van was stationary. I
was more amazed than hurt, and I stag-
gercd up dazedly. Nelson Lee was also
on his feet.

talking
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“ What's—what's happened?”’ I gasped

I huskily.

| ]

“I don’t know,
guess,’”’ replied the
hurt?”’

““ Only bruised, sir.”

“ My wrist is grazed, but it is a trifle,”
went on Lee. ‘I wonder if my torch

'un—I can’t
“Are you

young
guv'nor.

| has been knocked out of time by the

Jar? This darkness Ah, that’s bet-
ter. By James! What luck!”

He had flashed his light out. A beam
shot across the van, steadied itself, and
then glowed upon two huddled forms
over in the corner. One of them shifted
jerkily as we watched, and a2 bewildered
face gazed at us. Blood was streaming
down the man’s face from a slight gash
in his forehead.

““Quick, young ’un—that rope!” mut-
tered the guv’nor.

I saw some rope near by, and I
grabbed it. I knew what Nelson Lce
meant in a seoond. The most important
thing was to render our late opponents
helpless while they were still dazed. We
didn’t want another scrap!

There mwasn’t time to thipk over our:
deliverance from what had seemed cer-
tain death.

We stepped across the van, and secured
the dazed man’s wrists and ankles. He
rolled over, too bewildered to realise
what was happening. The second man
was quite unconscious; his head had
hammered against the end of the van.
But we bound him, all the same.

They had received the full force of the
sudden shock, while the guv’nor and 1
had simply bumped down upon the floor.
This, I'll admit, was a splemdid stroke of

luck.

““ But what does it mean, sir?”’ I asked
breathlessly. | '

““ The van has left the metals—but

)

nothing seems to be broken,”’ said Lee.
““ Come, we will go outside.”

Hc opened the door, and an avalanche
of srow thundered into the van, com-
pletelv covering our feet and ankles.
The beam of light from the electric.
torch played upon snow—solid snow,
covering the complete doorway from top
to bottom.

‘“ Great Scott!”’ I gasped. o

Nelson Lee looked at me with shining

eym. 'y
“ Don’t you understand, my boy?”’ he
asked quietly.

“No; I'm blessed if T do, sir!”
“ Yet the explanation is obvious,.’

» said
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the guv’nor. ‘“ Th-~e has been a
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great  board in the van, and improviced it as a

amount of snow during the last three | shovel.

or four hours. The sides of the cutting

are exceedingly stee
The vibration of

become loogse——"’

‘““An avalanche!” T ejaculated. staring.

‘“No, mnot exactly an avalanche—
‘mcrely a severe snow-slide,” replicd Lee.
‘“ A full train, I daresay, would have
plunged clean through it without coming
to any harm. But this light van was
quite unable to plough through the ob-
struction; the snow acted as an efficient
brake. And we are saved from a ter-
rible disaster.”

I could only loock at Nelson Lee with
a wave of thankfulness surging through
me. We had been delivered from a hor-

It wasn’t such a dJifficult task to clear

. stecper at this|the snow away, for the bank was not
point, perhaps, than they are further up. | thick.
the mail-train, as it § my
thundered through, caused the snow to]a di

After a big burst of exertion on
part the smow suddenly collapsed, and
wught of icy air swept past me.

After that it was easy.

Nelson Lee and I pushed our way
through, and found ourselves waist-deep
i the snow. But before we left the van
we made our prisoners more secure,
roping them together in such a way that
escape was impossible.

We ploughed through the snow labori-
ously, and finally arrived upon the open
ground. It was then casy to see cxactly
{ what had occurred. ¢ guv’'nor had
been right. A great portion of the snow
which had beea lying on the steep em-

rible death by the snow which had been
mainly responsible for the brakes failing
to act!

CHAPTER VII.
(Nipper concludes.)
IN WHICH THINGS ARE CLEARED TP
GENERALLY, AND ALL IS O.K.
ELSON LEE smiled at my almost
N dazed expression.

‘““It’s—it’'s wonderful, sir,’> 1

. declared.

‘ Hardly wonderful, young ’un,” he
smiled. * Extremely fortunate, I will
admit, but there 1s not much cause for
wonder. Snow-slides are by no means un-
common in railway cuttings of this de-
scription. Upon he whole, I think we
may congratulate ourselves.” ,

‘““ By gum, I should say so!” I said,
getting over the shock. ““ We've come
out with hardly a scratch, and we’ve col-
lared these rotters intc the bargain. They
thought they were going to get away
nicely—and they would have done if we
hadn’t jumped on board the van.”

‘“ You—you blamed busybodies!”’ be-
gan one ofy the men savagely. i

** My friend, it i1s quite useless adopting
that tone,” said Nelson Leo. ““ You
made a desperate attempt to escape, and
failed. NO,’ you can’t get free from those
ropes, so it’'s waste of time to try. The

police will be here before long, I dare
81y.”’ ‘ ‘

| bankment had thundered down upon the
up-rails. The other track was only
alightly affected. There was little fear of
another train-dashing into the obstruc-
tion, for all signals were at danger—the
mail-train not having passed through
Bellton.

The line was bleak and deserted. Snow
waas still falling, and { could hardly realiso
that only twelve minutes had elapsed
since I had parted company with Sir
Montie and Tommy. The time, indeed,
was only half-past eight. It seemed more
like midnight.

‘*“ I suppose we’d better walk back——""

‘“My dear Nipper, that woull be
foolish,”’ interrupted the guv'nor. 1
expect the mail-train is even now backing
down the gradient—for it certainly can-
not continue its journey minus the
guard’s van. Besides, those in charge of
the train probably think that a disaster
has taken place.”

A minute after Nelson Lce had ceased
speaking we became aware of ghostly
lights up the cutting. These rcsolved
themselves into lanterns, and then we saw
that tho express was gliding siowiy to-
wards us, men chnging to the foothoarus,
waving lanterns. Lee waved his torch n
reply. o

I saw the guard fling out his lamp witn
the light changed to red. At once tho
brakes were applied, and the train cam-
to a stop.

The first persons to rush towards u.:
were, 1 think, Tommy Wawon and Ty

The man glared, and said several things | gellis-West. They simply chucked theu-

which needn’t be put down here. Nelson
Lece and I turned away and gave our full
attention to the enow.

selves at me.
‘“ Dear fellow. we thought vou weie

I foond a flat'done for!” gasped Montie thankfuily,
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“Yon—you rotter!” panted Tommy.

He couldn’t have rcally meant that, for
he grabbed my hand and shook it vigor-
ously. Montic thumped my back, and,
between the two of them, I was made
pretty breathless. I grinned cheerfully.

““ No nerd to go off your nappers, my
sons,”” I said. ‘‘ It was a near shave, of
course, but everything's all serene. The
two prisoners are trussed up like a couple
of Prize fowls."

‘““How do you do theee things, Benny ?”
asked Montie wonderingly.

“ The snow did it,”’ I replied. * We've
had a terrilic time, I can tell you. Re-
volver shooting, a fight, and then the
brakes wouldn't work. We thought we
weroe going to be busted up on the curve,
but thls pile of snow obligingly got in the
way, and we plunged 1nto it.  Quite
simple, you know."

" Simple!” said Watson, faintly. ** Oh,
Ceasar !

Nelson Lea was talking quietly to the
guards and the four Scotland Yard de-
toctives. Tommy and Montie and I went
closor. Dr. Brett and his men were there,
too, and quite a number of passengers
were crowding round.

“ The who?e thing was unfortunate,”’
tho guv'nor wag saying. ‘‘I quite realise,
Inspector Pattarson, that you had excel-
lent reasons for being incensed. But I
must be allowed to say that your troat:
ment of Tregellis-West gave rise to the
whole misunderstanding.’

“I don’t quite un‘erstan

you, sir,’’
said the inspoctor gruflly.

‘“In any oase,
mr:_r I be permitted to know whom I am
addressing ¥’

‘“ My name is Alvington. 1 am a mas-
ter at St. Frank’s College,”” said the
guv'nor, his cyes twinkling somewhat.

‘“* Then, apart from all else, I congratu-
lato vou upon your performance, Mr.
Alvington,”’ said the inspector heartily.
““You acted in the most praiseworthy
fushjon in an attempt to recapture the
crimingls. They have, of courso, eluded
us——

.ee’s eyes twinkled more than ever.

‘“On the contrary, Mr. Patterson, you
will find your prisoners within the guards’
van,”’ he said oalmly. ‘' They are both
bound and helplees, and, 1 believe,
thoroughly sick of the whole affair.”

v Wﬁat!" said the inapector, staring.
“You have captured the men?”’

‘“That 13 what I said.”

Patterson turned abruptly.

' Bradford—Chambers!”’ he ordered.
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“Go to the guards’ van and see that the
follows are made properly secure.”

The two detectives hurried off, both
looking astonished. The inspector turned
to us again, and thrust out his hand.

“ You have amazed me, Mr. Alving-
ton,”” he declared. ‘‘ By George! I
never hoped for this! Perhaps you will
be good enough to tell me what hap-
pened ?”’ '

The guv’'nor did so, and his listeners
were  all keenly interested. Lee, of
course, knew Patterson slightly. But
the worthy inspector had not the slightest
idea that he was addressing Nelson Lee!
** You were amazingly lucky, my dear
sir!”’ he exclaimed. ‘' At the same time,
you displayed a readiness of wit and
courage whioh quite surprises me. The
lad, too. Bless my soul! I can scarcely
believe it!"

‘“We're not all duffers, inspector!” I
grinned. “ And what about that affair
in the platelayer’s hut? Why the dickena
did you keep Tregellis-West a prisoner?
We naturally supposed that there was
something crooked going on.”

Detective-inspector Patterson gave a
little start.

“ Why, of course,” he exclaimed. ‘I
hadn’t looked at it in that light before.
We didn’t explain to the boy that we
were officers of the law. 'Pon my soul,
Bradford and Chambers were very much
to blame!"’

It struck me that the inspector waa as
much to blame himself, but he apparently
overlooked this point,.

Further conversation was rather difhi-
cult now, for the most urgent thing was
to get the mail-train on its way again.
Everybody was busy It was found that
the guards’ van was not seriously in-
jlt‘xred; neither was 1t actually derailed.

he locading wheels, however, were em-
bedded in the snow, and raised a foot
from the rails. One pull brought it back
to the metals with a clang.

The van was coupled up again, and the
train rostarted. The two prisoners were
still in the coach, with Bradford and
Chambers in charge.

It didn't take us long to reach Bell-
ton station. Here the train was again
delayed, for the stationmaster had to be
interviowed, and the telegraph set to
work. It was necessary to send a gang
to the cutting to clear the snow.

The inspeotor sent his men on with tho
train, but remained behind himself. It
was necessary for him to make maiters
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clear without delay. And eo, after the
mail had left—much delayed—we found
ourselves in the little waiting-room of the
station, where a cheerful fire blazed.

Inspector Patterson was Iin a good
humour, in spite of the failure of his
original plans. Tommy and Montic and
I were there, of course. Dr. Brett had
sent his men home, and he ani Nelson
Lee were the only others—except for the
stationmaster,

‘““The affair has been rather extra-
ordinary,” eaid Patterson, lighting one of
the guv’nor’s cigars.  ‘‘ It seems that this
youngster, here, caused the whole mis-
understanding—"’

“ Begad!
really V> protested Montie.
explained to me——"’

““ My dear lad, we had no time to make
explanations,” interrupted the inspector.
‘“ Perhaps I’d better describe the whole
circumetances.”’

‘“ It would be as well,”’ remarked Nel-
son Lee.

‘““Well, these two men boarded the
train at the coast, right away in the
south-west. They are well-known crooks,
and they carried with them the proceeds
of a particularly daring robbery.”

“If you had

‘““But you said one of them was a
duke, and the other an earl,”” I put in
quickly. ‘¢ At least, that’s what Montie

told us. He oouldn’t have made such a
silly mistake.”’ &

‘“* Benny boy, I only repeated what 1
heard,” said ilont-ie. ““1I distinctly re-
member hearin’ that ‘the Duke’ an’
‘ Ear! Sterndale > were in a firstclass com-
partment, an’ that they were to be
attacked——"

The inspector laughed heartily.

‘““ Well, upon my word, I'm not sur-
prised that you misunderstood matters,
youngster,”’ he exclaimed. * The fact is,
gentlemen, these two crooks are Mike
Elliott and Earle Sterndale. The ¢ Earle’
1s, of course, the man’s first name. He’s
an American by birth, although he’s
troubled us ir England fcr years past.”

‘““ But what about the duke, sir,”” asked
Montie.

““ Well, 1t so happens that Elliott 13 a
bit of a swell, and he always works with
Sterndale,”” explained the inspector.
‘““ Among his own friends and to the
police he 13’ always known as °*the
Duke.” It’s been his nickname for years.
It was only natural that Sterndale should
be called * the Earl.” You understand?

That’s a bit too bad—it is|

|
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The pair were commonly known as ¢ thn
Duke and the Earl.” ”’

Nelson Lee chuckled.

‘“ Quite simple,”’ he said, ‘ but rather
misleading.”’ .

‘““I agrece with you there,” acknow-
ledged Patterson. ‘¢ Well, this precious
pair had worked the trick with a third
man. This individual was captured before
the train started—some hours before. He
turned King’s Evidence, and ° blabbed.’
As a result, Scotland Yard was at once
informed, and I was given certain instruc-

tions.

“The ‘Duke’ and the ‘Earl’ had
planned their escape cunningiy. Two
confederates of theirs were to hold up the
train at some unknown spot beyond Ban-
nington. They feared arrest upon arriv-
ing in London. The train being a non-

stop, they knew that they were safe so

 far, and, by stopping the train, they™

L
1

|

would eftect their escape easily, for their
pals had a fast motor-car in readiness.

““We didn’t knew the exact spot where
this hold-up was to occur. We could have
had the train pulled up ai an intermediate
station, of course; but that would have
been risky. The fellowa would have smeit
a rat at once. They wouldn’t have waited
far any search. They would have dropped
from the train before it stopped, and
made their escape in the storm.

‘“ Considering everything, therefore,
we decided that it would be better to
trick them. I happened to be in Banning-
ton with three men, and I received in-
struction from headquarters. In short,
we planned to hold up the train ourselves
—exactly as the crooks had arranged to
do—but our hoid-up was to occur this
side of Bannington.

‘“ Elliott anf Sterndale, we reckoned,
would at once assume that it was their
own pals who had pulled the train up,
and they would thus walk neatly into our
hands. It meant extra trouble, of course,
but the plan was certain of success. These
fellows are very badly wanted, and ic
was Dbetter to go to elaborate lengths
rather than take risks. The scheme would
have gone through without a hitch if 1$
hadn’t been for your interference!”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“ It is hardly fair to call our efforts
interference, Mr. Patterson!” he pro-
tested. ‘‘ We were acting in the interests
of law and order, as we thought. Your
treatment of Tregellis-West forced us to
come to ona conclusion only.”

“ But I don’t quite understand—"
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“ My dear sir, there were three boys—
not one,’”’ said the guv'nor. ‘“ Your
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I bhappen to bs a chief detective-
inspector,”’ he explained. ‘“ Bradford and

men compelled Tregellis-West to remain | Chambers were curt with you, no doubt.

in the hut. What he overheard, although
easy to understand now, made him think
very differently at the time. These other
boys were near by, and when you left
the hut they released him, heard his
story, and at once ran for help. Tregellis-
West was left in the shed so that you
would not suspect anything. And we, as
you already know, attacked you as you
were about to board the train. I think
we have a right to request ”

“ Of course—of course!”’ agreed the in-
spector. ‘“ You want me %o explain?
Well, really, the matter is so absurdly
simple that an explanation seems rather
farcical. My. men were suddenly con-
fronted by this schoolboy. They were in
the midst of their plans, and 1 consider
they acted wisely.”

“ In keepin’ me a prisoner?’”’ asked Sir
Montie.

¢ Exactly—in keeping you a prisoner,”’
nodded Detective-Inspector Patterson.
¢ T shared their view when I came 1in.
Can’t you realise, my boy, that we felt
responsible for your safety? You had
stumbled into the cutting in the thick of
a severe snowstorm. We had no time to
lead you to a place of safety, and we cer-
tainly refused to allow you to wander
about in such a dangerous place. Trains
were passing fairly frequently, and it 1s
qQuite easy, I assure you, to get run over
in a snowstorm.”’

Nelson Lee inclined his head. |

«“ T think you acted sensibly, 1nspec-
tor,”” he said. ¢ But, in my opinion, you
should have explained matters to Tre-
geHis-West, and not left him to draw his
own conclusions.”

““ T realise now that we ought to have
done so0,”” said Patterson. ¢ But we were
busy with our plans, and had no time to
waste upon a schoolboy. I intended
taking him to Bellton Station as soon as
the capturc had been effected. T still
adhere to my view that it would have
been wrong on my part to send him away
in such a snowstorm upon one of the most
dangerous sections of the whole railway
system. Indeed, it was my plain duty to
detain him. As you say, it was only
natural that he should put a wrong con-
struction upon what he overheard.”

““ Those other fellows called you ¢ the
Chief,” @ said Montie. ‘‘ That made me
think that you were the head of a robber
gang, begad.”

Patterson grinned.

|

My dear boy, they had excellent reasons
for being curt. You had interrupted a
most 1mportant piece of work, and you
were therefore told to get into a corner
and keep quiet. Your presence irritated
my men, and caused them to be unduly

harsh. I am very sorry.”
‘- Begad, that’s all right!” smiled
Montie. ‘“ No need to apologise, sir.

These little misunderstandin’s will occur,
you know. It’s just one of life’s little
worries. They come an' go, an’ every-
thin’s all serene afterwards.”

The inspector went into fuller details
concerning the affair, and ended up by
thanking the guv’'nor heartily for his
share in the capture. He expressed con-
siderable surprise that a schoolmaster
should have acted so smartly.

““ Well, boys,”” sasid Nelson Lee at last,
‘““ we had better be making a move! I
am sure I don’t know what they must be
thinking at the school! We must make
all haste to get back.”

And so we bade the inspector and Dr.
Brett good-night, and trudged away to-
wards St. Frank's. Just after we had
passed through the village I remembered
our bicycles. The guv’nor smiled.

““ Well, Nipper, I am sure we can’t go
after them now,”’” he said. “ 1 will give
instructions to have them fetched as soon
as we reach the school. It's been rather
exciting, eh?” |

“ Quite like old times, guv’'nor!”’ I said
cheerfully.

““My hat! The old times must haveo
been exciting, then!’ said Tommy Wat-
son admiringly. ‘° You’re a wonder, sir!
The way you hopped on to that guard’s-
van was a treat! I say, won’t the chaps
be blue with envy when we tell them all
about 1t?”’

‘““ We've failed to beat Christine’s re-
cord!” I grinned. ¢ It’s just a little after
six, isn’t it? Still, 'm jolly glad that

things turned out as they did! We've
had some fine excitement!”’

“It's been simply thrillin’, dear
fellow,” said Montie. ‘‘ An’ the most

amazin’ thing is that I should have put
you on the wrong track. It would have
been rotten if those horrid scoundrels had
got away ! I should have felt responsible,
begad.” _

Sir Montie spoke in a horrified tone,
and we all chuckled.

But the affair, although short and
strenuous, had ended very satisfactomly.
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T was a bit bruised, but I considered that
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I may as well add that Tommy and

the evening’s entertainment had well re-| Mcentie and I came in for a big ovation in

paid me for a little pain.

We found 8t. Frank’s agog.

It was past bedtime, of course, butenot
a single member of the Remove was
asleep. Prefects were making up search
parties, to go and dig us out of the
gnow, and the Head was in a fine way.
Of course, everything was explained, and
the excitement was more pronounced
than ever. |

In the Remove dormitory Montie and
Tommy and I were obliged to tell the
story in full detail. The fellows listened
spellbound, and were tremendously
envious. Handforth warmly declared
that it was absolutely rotten. We three
of Study C seemed to catch every adven-
ture which was
who was simply dying to distinguish him-
self, never got a chance.

We didn’t go to sleep until a very late
hour, and the masters winked at the buzz
of conversation which proceeded from the
dormitory. They kunew very well that
they couldn’t stop the talk on such an
occasion as this.

oing. And Handforth,w

the morning. We were the most populav
fellows at St. Frank’s for the moment.
The whole school rescunded with tho
story of our adventures in the cutting.

Two or three days later, when the
snow had cleared away and the frost was
harder than ever, we rnde to Helmford
and back as previcusly arranged. Andd

Awe did the trip in exactly nne minute

under the honr and a half. This was eon-
sidered a fresh victory for the Ancient
House, and Christine & Co. were oblig
to sing small.

We saw Detective-Inspector Patterson
once more before he returned to London.
He was kind enough to commend ** My,
Alvington ’ and me for our prompt an:l
drastic behaviour in the affair of the
runaway guard’s-van.

The worthy Scotland Yard man little
realised that the simple schoolmaster was
Nelson Lee, and the cheery schoolboy h:s
assistant, Nipper !

IHad Inspector Patterson known that,
he wouldn’t have wondered s» much,

THE END.
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GRAND NEW SERIAL STARTS TO-DAY!

In the Hands & Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Expzriences in Germany,

By CLEMENT HALE.

RUMOURS OF WAR.

AR was in the air. Already Ger-
many had thrown in her lot
with Austria, and since France
had announced her intention to

stand by Russia in the cvent of hostilities
betwoen Germany and the Great Empire
of the Czar, Germany had declared war
upon I'rance.

The war fever swept like a wave of
electricity from one end of the German
Empire to the other. The rumblings and
mutterings of tho coming storm made
themselves heard everywhere, and the
work of mobilisation was carried on
swiftly, remorsefully, without a hitoh.

It was tho afternoon of Saturday,
August lst.  The scene, the large, and
well-appointed football ground of the
Borlin Rovers, a tecam that had drawn
with some of the very best of our pro-
fossional League clubs, ves, and beaten a
few of them, too, though she heat and
tiring days of late May following upon a
strenuous League and Cup Tie campaign
in Engrland, no less than the hestile att-
tude of the Berlin crowd, and the unfair-
ness of the officials who controlled the
game, could be cited as an excuse by the
victims.

Here wero to bo found high and well-
constructed terraces, a grand stand that
would have done credit to a big London
club, with dressing-rooms, offices, and
everything complete.

The ground wae spacious, well planned,
and a striking tribute to the increasing in-
terest Germuns wero taking in the game
of Soccer football,

The playors had gathered together for
a practice game. :

They had como clattering into the
dressing-rooms, talking excitedly.

Most of them were young men. Their
cheeks burned, their eyos flashed, their
voices trembled with eagernoss.

Only one subjegt of conversation mado
Mself heard—it was WAR.

|

|

A group of three stood apart from the
rest. They were Englishmen.

These were Ted Morris, an old Inter-
national player of the past, who aoted as
trainer of the Berlin Rovers; George
Gray, a first-class player who assisted in
the training of the team, and instructed .
them in the art and sciénce of the game;
and Jack Gray, his younger brother, a
pale-faced and delicate-looking boy, who
was a football instructor, too, and played
on occasion for the team.

Thesd three iistened to the talk of war
in am#feement, studied the faces of the ex-
cited players with wondering eyes, and
found themselves utterly floored by the
revelation of German psychology before
them. .

At last, as the senseless and eager dis-
cussion showed no sign of abating, Ted
Morris stepped forward.

“ Now, then, my lads,”’ he said in his
breezy way, '‘'suppose you leave off
talking war, and get into your playing"*
things? If you want a bit of serious
practice now's tho time to begin.”

Every German footballer present under-
stood English, and they turned and eyed
the speaker in amazement. Some of them
seemed to resent the interruption.

A burly, broad shouldered, deep-chested
Berliner swung round and laughed in
Morris's face. _

““Oh, we'll all have something more
serious to think about than playing foot-
ball soon,’* he declared. .

‘ P'raps we shall, sir. But mcanwhile
I'm trainer here, and if you want me to
carcy on, you must obey orders.”

‘““ We're going to play a practice match

| —Whites v. Stripes, twenty-five minutes

|

each way,”” said Jack Gray {f&iuin? Mor-
ris. ‘“ You're to play right-back tor the
Stripes, and I'm going centre-forward for
the Whites, Mr. Brack.”

At this innocent announcement Otto
Brack burst into an insolent laugh.

¢ You're an amazing race, Jou
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English,”” he said, with an indescribably
contemptuous emphasis, ‘‘ you think of
nothing but football—you’ve got football
on the brain; your naval and military
organisations, your education, your com-
mercial success, everything is sacrificed to
your love of games. And soon,” he
snapped his fingers, ‘’ your great Empire
will crumble into dust.”

‘“Oh, will it?’ flashed Jack, whose
temper was hot and “quick, .though his
physique was frail, ‘‘ what’s going to be-
come of it, then?”’

‘ Germany—will absorb it—"’

‘“ Not while we’'ve got a man to fight,”
said George Gray, facing the sneering
German.

‘““ Bah ! What'’s your contemptible little
army worth? Germany would crack it
as the crackere crack a nut. Your Navy
is rotten at the core. It is all show. Our
Grand Fleet would blow it off the seas.
Ireland will break away. South Africa
will revolt.  Your Indian Empire is
already tettering owing to misrule. Egypt
will be taken into the Turkish Empire
—your colonies will break adrift. England
will’ sink into her proper place—as a
third-rate power.” -

George Gray laughed.

‘“ Which shows how little you swollen-
headed Berliners know about things,”
said he.

But Jack went farther. With hps
that trembled, oyes that blazed, and
cheeks that burned, he faced the bulky
German who towered above him.

‘‘ Britain has got the finest army, man
saild he

for man, in the world,”
hotly. ‘“ And as for the Fleet that
18 gathering now in the Channel

for the great veview, show me a
German battleship that can compare with
any of it. The Empire will hold fast in
spite of everything; and as for our love
of games, it’s taught us self-reliance,
sportsmanship, control, and shown us how
to take a beating in a game, in the proper
spirit. As for you over here, with few
exceptions, you don’t know the meaning
of the word sport. You cheat, and foul,
and wrangle, and™ boast, but you can’t
play a game fairly—"’

With a cry Otto Brack sprang at the
boy, struck at him.

But the blow did not go home, for
another of the German footballers, a half-
back, Carl Hoffman by name, ' stepped
quickly between them, and turned ‘the
punch -aside with -hid-arm.- «i 7«

-
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““T think,” said he in calm, measured
tones, ‘‘ we have had enough of this.
Supposing we change and have our prac-
tice, for the army is mobilising for the

world war, and it may be the last chance

we shall get.”
C natured man, and a clean foot-
baller.

He possessed most of the better quali-
ties of his race, was self controlled and
fair in all his views and actions. |
~ His timely intervention put an end to
the quarrel, and the players got them-
selves ready for the practice game.

A quarter of an hour later, the two
sides, consisting of eleven players each.
had trailed out on to the spll)endidlv kept
and level playing field, onc side clad in
striped football shirts, the other wearing
white.

And as they made their way to the

middle of the pitch Carl Hoffman
dropped a kindly hand cn Gceorge Gray's
shoulder.
- “ My friend,” said he, and his blue
eyes gazed steadily at the Englishman,
‘“will you take a word of advice that's
kindly meant?”’

‘I will—from you,” answered Gray.

The German footballer stooped so that
his lips almost touched Gray’s car.

““ War is about to be declared between
Britain and Germany,” he whispered.
‘““ Britain will decide to protect Belgium,
and Germany, to ensure the quick ter-
mination of the war, will violate Bel-
gium’s neutrality. You and your brother
must leave Berlin for England without
delay. You are no longer safe here.”

‘“ But,” exclaimed George Gray,
| aghast, ‘“ we’ve only just returncd from
a long holiday in England.”

“ No matter, Go. Pack up your
things. Never mind about the niceties of
your contract with the club. You must
think of yourselves.”

But George Gray smiled and shook his
head.

‘“ Britain at war with Germany—I can
never believe it,”” said he, and Carl Hoff-
man realised that no argument would con.
vince him.

I have warned you. We are at war
with France. If you remain here longer

r— e

THE WARNINGI

ARL HOFFMAN was a tall, fine-
looking, fair-haired giant, a good-
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than another dav you’re mad. Gain the
Dutch frontier by Monday next at latest.
Understand ?"’

Then other players came up, among
them Otto Brack, and the friendly Ger-
man footballer could say no more.

Five minutes ldter the game started,
a?d_tsoon the players were in the .thick
of it.

For the purposes of this match George
Gray held the whistle and officiated as
referece. Big Ted Morris and one of the
minor players held the lines. Otto Brack
was at right-back for the Stripes.

Carl Hoffman played centre-half for the
Whites, and frail, ciever little Jack Gray
was the White's centre.

And as luck would have it, Otto and
Jack werec at the top of their form.
Brack, too, played well, but with Hoff-
man breaking up the combination of
the Stripes, and feeding Jack superbly,
the game soon went in favour of the
Whites.

Five minutes after the start, by means
of a clever tackle, Carl Hoffman got the
ball. He dribbled neatly along the
middle of the ground, and at the right
moment tapped the ball to Jack.

Jack took the pass cleverly, and dart-
Aing onward, found himself faced by
Brack. The boy's ef'es flashed brightly
and secure in his skill he played the ball
right on to the full-back, tapped it past
him, eluded the shoulder charge, which
was viciously made, and before the back
could turn or recover, had shot it hard
and true into the back of the net, scoring
a glorious goal for the Whites.

Brack’s face was lived with passion, and
the heat of the day, combined with a
sense of unfitness and the hot pace of the
game, thoroughly angered him.

From the restart the Whites again con-
trolled the game, and Brack, receiving

poor support from his brother back and

his halves, were soon overwhelmed.

To do him justice, he played pluckily.
But when Jack again took the ball, and
dribbled round him with ease, to race
onward with nimble feet and beat the
goalkeeper all ends up, Brack could stand
xi;t-' no more. The humiliation maddened

im.

With a howl of rage he rushed at the
boy, who stood smiling at the result
of his handiwork, and felled him with
two crushing blows in the face.

‘““ You English dog!” he cried.

Jack fell heavily, and the ground wasl

|
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hard. Silent and still he lav, and whila
the players rushed up shouting and ges-
ticulating wildly, the air splitting with the
echoing and guttural German, George
Gray, throwing off Hoffman’s restraining
hold, flung himeelf at the cowardly full-
back.

“You cur!” he shouted. “Why
don’t you fight a man your own size?”

Brack stood at bay, his hands raised to
strike. -

He was no boxer, however, and George
Gray, who was mighty handy with his
fists, smashed his left several times
through the coward’'s guard, cut his face
until the bleod came. and then knocked
him clean off his feet with a terrific
right upper cut.

The game was at an end.

Round the combatants the German
players swarmed, while Ted Morris, hot
to help his countrymen if necessary, dared
any of them to lay a hand upon George
Gray.

‘“ Let ’em fight it out man to man,”’ he
growled.

Up got Brack. Wiping his face on his
hands, and smearing his hands upon his
knickers, he steadied himself before re-
newing the contest. *

At last he was ready, and with a ring
of excited German footballers who
hustled George QGray, and helped Brack
all they could, the gallant footballer set
to work to avenge his brother.

If Carl Hoffman had not been there
to keep some of them from striking
(zeorge from behind, Brack must soon
have proved the victer.

But Hoffman was there, and the fight
was soon over.

Thoroughly incensed, and with many
an old score to pay off against Brack,
who had often insulted the Grays, and
the country that gave them birth, George
hit his enemy wherever and whenever he
liked, and finally knocked him out by a
smashing punch on the jaw.

Down went the cowardly footballer.
Round Gray the others swarmed, shout-
ing vengeance.

“ Stand back—give the man a chance!”’
roared Carl Hoffman, forcing a way for
George to pass. Then he added in a
whisper, ‘‘ Get to .the dressing-rooms,
quick!”

George, ready to fight the lot of them
if need be, was yet quick to take Carl’s
sound advice. So he passed through the

{Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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howling crowd of players, and, seeing his
brother standing there, pale and dazed,
threw a protecting arm about him.
. ‘“Come along, Jack, old chap,” said
"he. ‘“I gave that cad something to re-
> member both of us by. But it means the
s end of our engagement with the Berlin
: Rovers. They’ll sack us after this.”
* * Ach! And a good thing if they do,”
growled Carl Hoffman, who paced beside
them. ‘‘ You'll go back to England at
once then. “But in any case it means an
end to football for the Berlin Rovers—we
are at war.”’

It did indeed mean an end of football
as Carl stated. . The incidents just
narrated had put an end to the practice
game, and even as the brothers and their
friend left the field, with faithful Ted
Morris treading on their heels, an excited
ngesienger ran out on to the playing
piteh. |

The message he brought with him was
swiftly given, and in a moment the
players came trooping in. -

While George and Jack dressed they
could hear them shouting and cheering in
their guttural voices, and every now and
then came echoing snatches of ‘‘ Der
Wacht Am Rhein.”” -~ .

“ George,”’ cried Ted Morris gravely,

as he listened, * what is the meaning of |

all this here?”’
I don’t know. War they say. War
with England—maybe.” .

Y Eh?’,
*“So Hoffman says.” '
‘“And he’s a truthful German,”

growled Morris, looking stern. ' ‘‘'Ere,
my lads, screw or hé screw, I'm going to
pack my traps to-night, and I intend
leaving Berlin in the morning !”’:

‘“ Good luck to you, Ted!” -

“You and Jack will come, too, of
course?’ . F

““Not in the morning. It's perfectly
safe. We'll stay a day or two, and we’ll
follow you then.” _—

Alas, many a long day was to pass
ere George Gray and his brother were
to follow Ted Morris home, as events
proved.

As soon as they were dressed, they
made for the door. In the passage out-
side they saw Car]l Hoffman talking to a
stranger in low and earnest tones. As
he caught sight of them the German
turned and stretched out his hand.

- ** Gray,” he cried, * we have had many
happy days together—iollv davs as they

OF THE HUNS .

call them. Heaven knows when we shall
meet again—"’

‘“ What makes you say that, Carl?"

“I have received my orders. I havae
been given a commission as Unter Lieu-
tenant in the 94th Regiment. I report
to-morrow.”

His voice was level and unshaken, his
eyes glowed coldly as ho looked at

eorge and Jack. As the former grasped
his hand, he found it as steady as a
rock. :

“ And so good-bye, my frients. Take
my advice, and leave Berlin—at once!'”’

“We've a lot to settle up with the
club——"

““Don’t stay to settle—go—go! If you
want money, ['ll let you have it.”’

‘“ No, we've plenty, thanks.”

‘“ Then use it. Make for Holland. It’s
safest. Good bye.”

So they shook hands again, and the
three nglishmen left the football
ground, and out into the street,
to wonder at the suppressed excitement
that prevailed everywhere, and the
masses of flags they saw displayed as they
walked onward in the blazing sunlight
towards their lodgings in the heart of
the City. ‘

BRITISHERS AT BAY.

HAT night, Ted Morris, who'd

I packed up as he’d promised,

came round to wish them good.

bye. He’d had some bother
about his passport, he said, but he'd al-
ready taken his luggage to the station,
and was going to see about that now.

‘““ And when are you going to start?”’
asked George.

‘“ By the first train that leaves Berlin,
no matter when it goes,’’ answered the
trainer, emphatically. ‘I never did liko
Germans, and I like 'em less than ever
now. You ought to sce the looks they
ocive me, when they realise I'm English.
You take a pal’s advice, and clear out of
this quick.”

He stayed a minute or two to argue
and persuade, and then left them with a
cheery adieu. .

After he'd gone Geoige felt a httle de-
pressed and sad, but still he could not
bring himself to believe that danger
threatened. o

As for Jack, he was a born optimist,
in spite of his frail health.

(Continued overiea ".')
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“It's all right, George,’”” said he.

‘“ Let's enjoy anothor week in Berlin,
ani sco all thorc 18 to be secn before we
make a start.’

George Gray eagerly fell in with his

brother's suggeatlon He'd heard much
of Germany’s military might, and had
scen some of it. He wanted to sce more,
wanted to sco the whole nation spring
to arms, .s0_as to be able to tell his
friends uti]mmc all about. it... | "
And so they ate their dinner together
at their. lmlgmgs in the usual:way,* with.
out .ifahieing - that their. landlord's manner
towardsethigm ¢ had: undéygone : a”. subtle
change, that he was bitter, abrupt, and
ruder mon‘*thhn-usunl' A
After” dinner : they -
through  the™ lmllmntly “illuminated
streets.  What th) BaW amazed them.

I'very  window  wad” ablaze.” lvery
housa' flaunted flags and bunting at its
windows. *Crowds thronged - the pave-
ments, and surgel#inté the roads, sing-
ing, qhnutmg crowds cof straw-hntted
men, linked.arm in arm, and all of them
war mud Ploaen: 1 Wre C - e,

Thedt » Tbhsiforood older men from

iho- .’\ou i, Sthiéw” women- and girls
into? .2,\,"“3.&' they even defied the'i?olice
fogfonee in” a way.
&'The Unter den Lm(lon was one sceth-
ing” hive” of huntanity. -
¥4 'rowds thronged before tho
Fvery open space held a meeting.
. Newspaper sellers had their papers torn
from their grasp, and eagerg eyes read
the latest mtolhgvn(o aboutythe war.

« The cafés were so pn(kod that it was
hardly possible to get lll or, if one got
in, to get out again. "M
George and Jack were in the .habit of
frequenting _a certain café miich patro-
niscd by sportsmon “of thmoaplml ¢ They
forced their way into it noiv, and sat down
in n corner to drink their usual lager
beer. ’ v
. This llght
“bev erage was being drupk by tho thirsty
Berliners by the barrelful. -

r After some delay the beer was brought
«n, and (morgo'tond&'od‘ English monay
in paynment.  Tho vaiter grinned, and
threw it down upon the oaken table. -
“*I must have German money,” he de-

m a———— -
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clared. We refuse to take your Engllsh
stlver here.”’

His insolent manner brought a flush to
Gray’s checks. He was about to open
his lips to reply, when he found the table
surrounded by a yelling and shoating
mob, amongst whom he saw their
encmy, Otto Brack, whose face was
covered wigh strips of plaster, and whose
lips were swollen from the’ effects of

vt 1 laea™ " 32 ;o=

. Look,ab- the Englishman—look at_the

nrrhsh splos"’ said the full-back mock-
mgly B U W
~In a moment the café was in an uproar.’
The™ nb“spapers that™ night forecasted
war. The news from London was not re-
they  stated. " It looked as if
Enrrland were going to throw in hér lot
with France and RJssm should Belgium
be invaded, and the mere thought of such
a proceedmg was regarded as an outrage.

The anger and savage envy of the fre-
quenters of the café was ms-tant]} turned
on the two brothers.

“ Down with the accursed Engllsh'
Down with the spies!”’ the_y roared, and
a pot came hurtling past" George’s head,
to shiver into fragments against the wall.

George’ sprang to his feet, and thrust
Jack behipd ,him.+ He scized a’'chair. .

'* Stand? back the,_lot. “of ‘you!” he
roared in the bést Gefmian he could com-
mand * I'll stand. up to_any man with’
my fists, but”if"1’have to ﬁ ht a mob, I
intend to use this chair.” * And he swiung
the chair high above his head-.. <

-His resolute- attltude. and! his deter-
mm(\d expression caused the.;crowd. to
break before him. With'a lau"h he put
the chair down. .+ - -
~ ** Thatis quieted thom Jack " said he.
‘“ Now lets get out of this p‘lace whnle
we can T

He forced his wav forwnrd with J'ack
by his side, and_in another ha]f minute’
they would have been safé in the street
Indeed, both' thought’they w cre safe.”

But of a sudden an officer ‘in"uniform,
a brutal-looking and powerfully built man
confronted them hm sword clankmg by
his side.s e

“ You are Enrrllsh spics ! p he bello“ed
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