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AUTHOR’S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank’s College, to escape the
altentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Sociely, the Fu Chang
Tong, whose hatred they have incurred. Although living in the
school in the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and
Nipper, nevertheless, fird many opportunities to utilise their unique
detectsve ability 1n various mysterious and adventurous cases.

CHAPTER 1.

HANDFORTH WANTS TO PROVE SOMETHING
—AND HEARS A STRANGE MESSAQGE.

$¢ HREE-AND-SIXPENCE!”
‘“ Rats! It was four-and-six!”’
“T1 tell you—"

“1 dont care what you tell
me, you ass! I’'ve got eyes!”
“ Fat lot of use they are!”

‘“ Look here—" *
“Oh, get on with your tea, you
grumbling fathead!”

Edward Oswald Handforth rose from
his chair slowly and deliberately. With
great care he commenced to roll up his
cuffs. McClure watched him with a cer-
tain degree of uneasiness, but pretended
to be unconcerned.

“Did you call me a
head, Arnold McClure?”
forth grimly.

“ You've got ears, ain’t you?”’

‘“ Did you call me——"

“Yes, I did!" said McClure warmly.
$* And so you are, too!”

gabbling fat-
asked Hand-

Handforth pushed a huge fist under
McClure’'s nose, and held it there
ominously

“ Do you see that?’’ asked Handforth,
in dmdly tones.

““ 1 should bo blind if I didn’t—1t’s big
enough!’ said McClure. ‘ Take it
away, you idiot! It wante a good wash,

by the look of it.”
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“By George!” sa:d Handforth, wrath.
fully, “T’ N—T1—
“ Oh, get on with your tea, for good-

ness’ sake!” mterrupted Church testnlv
‘“ Blessed if you ain't always arguing
Handy. You'll never let a thmcr rost '
You don’t want to scrap over the tea-
table, I suppose?”

“Of course, you're right as a ru!e,
Handy,”” said MecClure cautiousls
““You're a keen chap, as everybmh
knows. It ain’t often that you’re wrong
in a.nythmg Sit down and try some of
this cake.”

Handforth thawed, and removed his
threatening fist from the vicinity of
MaClure’s nose. McClure winked out of
the cerner of his eye to Church, ani
peace and harmony was somewhat
restored.

But tea in study D, in the Remove
passage at St. Franks was generally

marred by a few upsets. Handforth, the
redoubtable chief of the study, was a
fellow who wanted treating with tact.
Church and McClure, however, occasion
ally allowed their real opinion of Hand-
forth to leak out, and ructions followe.
A few soothing words generally restored
order. As McClure said, Handforth only
had to be rubbed the right wav and he
was as mild as a little lamb.

The great difficulty was in keeping
Handforth rubbed. The only possible
solution to the problem was to let him
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have his own way in everyvthing,
Charch and McClure, althouﬂh
suffering, were human beings,
“Blessed f I can make you chaps
out!” declared Handforth, as he took
threc-parts of the cake. ‘‘ You were
]ookmg into the shop at the same time
as [.was. We were all squm,tmg at these
fountain-pens, and admiring ’'em. And

the price on tho ticket was as plain as
your nose, Churchy—four-and-sixpence.’

“Of course, you can stick to that silly
Jdea ”

“ Arc vou still trying to make out that
I'm wrong?" asked Handforth warmly.

“T know a figure three when I see
one, anyhow!”

‘“Well, my hat!. I thought we’d
finished with™ the thing, and now I'm
jiggered if you don’t go and start all
over again!”

“You silly asa, 1t was you who started
it again!” exclaimed Church. *‘Look
here, Handy, this ought to go by vote.
Both McClure md I say that the price
was three-and-six.”

“ Of course it was!”
“ Plain as anything.”

Handforth sat back in his chair
glared.

‘“ So you’re both against me?” he said
bltterly “It’s ulwave the case! You
know as well as I do that I’'m right, but
you go on like this just for the “sake of
starting a row. DPersonally, I hate rows
and aroumenbs There isn’t a more
peaceful fellow at St. Frank’s than me—

and

sald McClure. I

you know that well enough!”

** Oh, my hat! Do \\e‘?” asked Mec-
Clure fa.mﬂ

“You Joll well ought to!”’

‘“ Then uﬁ don't you stop arguing
now?”’ suggested Church “It’s two
aguinst one, Haundy, and that’s generally
good enou"‘h But let's shut up “about 11:
You think v.ha.t you like, and we’ll stick

to our opinion. We CAN prove the thing
on Saturday, anyhow.”

Handforth snorted.

‘* By that time the mddy ens will be
taken out of the window,” he declared.
*“When 1 know I'm rlght I like to have
it proved.”” He jump ed up. ‘' By
George! 1 will prove it, too! TI’ll prove
it within ten minutes!” .

“hurch and McClure stared.

““1 suppose you can get over to Ban-

ningtorn and .back in ten minutes?’ sug-
geﬁted Church sar castxcally ‘“ Sit down,
and don’t be an ass.

“No. I'm goinzg +to ‘phone,” sail
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Handforth firmly. ‘ That’s the only way
to settle a dlspute like this. TI'll ring
up the blessed firm and ask them stmwhﬁ
out. I suppose you'll be satisfied then?”’

‘“ We shall, but you won’t!”’

‘“A couple of cock-sure asses—that's
what you are!’ snorted Handforth,
making for the door. ‘‘ Keep that tea
hot for me, or somebody’s head’ll get
punchedl And don’t scoff all the tarts.
They’re scarce nowa.:lays!

exclaimed Mec-

“Hold on, Hzmdy,

Clure. ‘‘ You can’t use the te]ephone
now. You'll have to get a master's per-
mission, or a prefect’s. They won’t be
bothered rxght. in the mlddf'e of their
tea.’

Handforth looked at his faithful chums
pityingly.

‘“ There’s such a thing as ’'phoning
without getting IJOlml..SJOH I suppo.:e"’
he asked tartly. *‘1I don t neced permis-
sion, anyhow. If it wasn’t for rotten in-
justice I ehould have been a senior long
ago!”

Handforth retired, closing the door
after him with a ba.nrr which sent an icy
draught into she cosy study. Church
and McClure grinned as they helped
themselves to the jam tarts.

‘““He’ll be the dcabh of us one of theso
days,”” remarkel Church. * It's a good
thing he’s gone, though. He'll ﬁnd out

 that we were right, after all.”

‘“ That won’t make any difference,”
safl McClure. “ You ought to know
Handy by this time. He'll come back
and say that he’d always said that the
pens were three- and-sux' He'll make us
in the wrong, I'll bet anything!”

Meanwh:]e the hot- headed Hand.fort.h
stalked down the Remove passage into
the lobby. It was a clear, cold evening,
and practically everybody in the Ancient
House was at tea.  Handforth tuvrned
into the little visitor’s room—which was
strictly forbiddan to juniors.

In this apartment an extension tele-

phone was fitted. There were several
hke it at St. Frank’s, with a miniature
central exchange. Before Handforth
could get through it was wnecessary for
him to be put on to the main connec-
tion. This, to Handforth presented no
difficulties.

But as he was crossing the room to tho
instrument, the bell rang sharply. This-
could only mean one thing. Somebody
had been using the 'phone only a few
minutes earllcr and had forgot.ten to
mform the ** exchange  that he had
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finished. In consequenco the extencion
line was *‘ through.”

Handforth lifted up the receiver rather
impatiently.

‘““ Hallo! Who’s that?”’ he asked.

‘““Is that St. Frank's College?’ came
a man’s voice.

. ““Yes—Ancient House,”” replied the
untor. ‘‘ But you’re on the wrong line.
suppose you want the Head, or one of

the masters, or the housekeeper—"’

““No; I want to speak to a boy named |
De Valerie,” interrupted the voice. * It
13 rather important. Could you bringl
him to the ’phone for me?”

Handforth, although ecomewhat arro-
gant, was good-natured.

“ Right-ho!"” he said. *“TI'll go and
find him. Hold the line until he comes.”’

““ Thank you!”’

Laying the receiver down on the table
Handforth left: the room. Naturally, he
grumbled. Handforth wouldn’t have

een himself if he hadn’t grumbled. It
was second nature to him.

‘“ Blessod nuisance!”” he growled.
““Why should I find De Valerie? Why
can’t the Rotter answer his own tele-

phone calls?”’

3

Lancelot Montgcomery Trezellis-Wesat
and Tommy Watson entered from the
‘Triangle.

“ Dick Bennett,”” of course, waa only
an assumed name for Nipper, the chc r-
ful young assistant of Mr. Nelson F.en,
the celebrated criminologist. Nelson [.e:
and Nipper had been at St. Frink's sone
little time, and were now well establishe |
in their unique identities.

“I say, do you know where that asn
De Valerie 1is?" asked Handforth,
pausing.

““He was in the gym. a minute ago,”
replied Nipper checrfully.

*“*Oh, rats to him!” growled Hand-
forth, * I'm bles:ed if I'm going to rush
out there after the cad.” |

‘““Is he wanted?”’

“Yes; on the ’phone.”

“Oh, well, he'd better be told, yon
know,” said Nipper. * It micht be hi3
pater. or somebody."”

““The chap’s been hanging on for two
or three minutes,”” grumbled Handforth.
‘““I don’t sce why I should waste my ti:no
over a rotter like De Valerie. I supnos:
I'd better tell the chap to hang on
another minute or two, and fetch Do

The question being rather unanswer-| Valerie—"’

able, Handforth glared at the floor as
‘he crossed the lobby.
‘'with every other junior at St. Frank’s
did not like Cecil De Valerie, of
Study M.

De Valerie was a mysterious junior in
many ways. He was certainly the most
unpopular fellow in the Ancient House,
and nobody regretted the faot that he

generally kept to himself. Although a |

rascally fellow, he would have nothing
4o do with Fullwood and Co., who had
been, until De Valerie's arrival, the
recognised ‘‘ rotters’’ of the Ancient
‘House. In time, perhaps, De Valerie
would become a member of the Nut’s
circle. If that ever happened, he would
probably attempt to assume the leader-
ship. Cecil De Valerie was. not the
fellow to play second fiddle to anybo-y.

Handforth arrived at Study M, and
walked in. The apartment was empty
and dark. The visitor snorted, and went
along to the common-room. This was
also empty. Hubbard and Farman and
Owen appeared, but they knew nothing
of De Valerie’s whereabouts, and didn’t
care.

So Handforth grumpily returned to
the visitor’'s room. Just as he was about

He, in common | said Nipper.

to open the door, Dick Bennett and Sir

“I'll go and tell him, if you like.”
“You chaps go up to
Study C, and poke up the fire, and get

| the kettle on.”

““ Dear fellow, i1t shall be done,”’ sand
Tregellis-West lazily.

They parted, and Handforth entered
the visitor’s room and toek up the re
celver.

‘* Are you there?”’ he asked.

‘““Ah, De Valerie, just a word with
you,”’ said the strange voice quickly.
“] need not give you my name—yo:
would not know it in any case—but you

have to carry cut certain 1nstruc
tions——"’

‘““ Hol1 on!”" said Handforth. “I'n
not De——"

‘“ Listen to me, and don’t interrupnt,”
put in the other sharply. ¢ You know
the old quarry on Bannington Moor? Re
on the edge of it, on the roadside, ai
eleven o’clock to-night exactly "’

‘“ What the dickens are you blabbeiine
about?” demanded Handforth irritably.

‘“ Confound you, boy, can’t you unte:-
stand me?”’

** No, I'm Dblost if T can!
to tell you to hanz on——"
““You are De Valerie, are you not?”’
“Didn’t I just say 1 wasn’'t?” bawled

I just camy
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Handforth, losing his temper. ** Some-
body’s gone to fetch De Valerie—he’ll
be herc in half a tick. I told you to
hold on, but you wouldn't!”’

Handforth distinctly heard an oath.

"* You infernal young rascall” came a
furious snarl. “f thought you were De
Valerie, and you shouldn’t——""

“1 can't help what you thought!”
roared Handforth. ‘‘I ain’t supposed to
know what’s in your silly mind, am 1?
I'm blessed if I'm going to be sworn at
over a tclephone! Blow you! Rats!®

‘“ Look here—"

‘“Oh, go to the dickens!”’ .

Handforth was justly incensed, and he
panged the rteceiver on to the table
angrily. Then he stalked out of the
room, and was just in time to meet
Nipper and Cecil De Valerie entering
the lobby from outside.

“Who wants me?"’ asked the Rotter
sharply.

‘“Go and sce!” grawled Handforth.
“ You'd better tell your pal to find some
mahners, De Valerie. I'm not going to
have people swear at me, and talk a lot
of silly pifie. He thought I was you for
a minute—"'

Do Vaulerio started.

““Well, and what did he say?’ he
asked quickly. :

“] don’t know—something idiotic!”
grunted Handforth. ‘ Couldn’t make
hcad or tail of it, dnd don’t want to!
You can see after your own fatheaded
busingss |”’

De Valerte went into the visitor’s
room without anoth-r word, and Nipper
and Handforth wa. ~d up the Remove
passago together. Ninper was rather
curious, and he looked at Handforth with
interest.

‘““ Who was the fellow?”’ he asked.

‘““ Some nsulting rotter,”” answered
[Bdward Oswald. ‘¢ Thought I was De
Valerie at first. Told me to be at the
old quarry, on Bannington Moor, at
eleven o’cfoclc to-night!”” .

‘“ By jupiter! That was meant for De
Valerie !’ said Nipper sharply.

“Of coursc it was. Some dirty bcok-
maker, I expect,”” remarked Handforth,
with a smiff. ‘" Just as if I want to pry
into De Valerie’s beastly blackguardism!
He's a jolly sight worse than IMullwood,
if you ask me! Still, if he likes to go on
tho razzle, that's his busineszs. It's my
opinion that man was off his rocker!”

And Handforth dismigged the matter
from hkis mind. He stalked into Study

D, and left Nipper alone in the passage.
Handforth had not been in the least im-
pressed by what he had heard. Nipper,
on the other hand, was alinost startled.

He stood in the passage,. thinking
deeply. Then, with a sudden tightening
of his lips, he walked straight to a study
on which the name ‘ Mr. Peter Alving-
ton’’ was painted. It was the House-
master’s study—in other words, Nelson
Lee’s. |

Nipper entered, after knocking, and
found the detective sitting before the
fire reading and smoking. He lqoked
round with a smile, and nodded for his
visitor to close the door.

‘““Well, young ’un, ycu’re looking
serious,”” he remarked genially.

“I'm thoughtful, guv’nor,” said
Nipper. * It’s ten days and mcre since
we had that bit of excitement about
Yakama, isn’t it? We’d begun to think
that the Circle of Terror had dropped
the affair completely——"

‘““1 never had that idea, Nipper,”’ put
in Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Has something fresh
happened 7

‘*Not yet, sir. But Handforth got to
hear of something by chance,” replied
Nipper. ‘ Handforth doesn’t think any-
thing about it, naturally, but I think it’s
significant. It’s concerning De Valerie.”

And Nipper, in a few words, told his
master what had happened. Nelson Lee
was very interested.

‘““ So De Valerie is to meet somebody’
against the old quarry at eleven
o’clock ¥’ he mused. ‘‘The information
1s, indeed, interesting. I suspect, how-
ever, that the plan will be altered some-
what now. he meeting place will
probably be altered, or the time made
carlier or later. But it certainly appears
as though things will soon be getting
busy again. We shall have to be more
on the alert than ever.”

Nipper nodded.

There was a short silence while they
both thought. Certainly, they had a
good deal to think about. Recently, there
had been some exciting events at St.
Frank’s. In truth, the old enemics of
Nelson Lee, the Circle of Terror, had
been operating in the distriot.

A Japanese junior in the Ancient
House named Sessuc Yakama, was the
vietim of the Circle’s aotivity. There
had been a deliberate attempt upon his
life, and this had been frustrated through
the agbut-:ness of Nelson Lce and Nipper
ani Co, -
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For reveral.days there had been a lull,
but the detective was convinced that the
agents of the Circle would soon try other
means. Cecil De Valerie, who was also
a new boy, was entangled in the plot.

In short, he had been made the tool of
the Circle—without knowing it. He had
accepted a sum of money to admit one
of the Circle men into the school. This
had been done, but only failure had re-
sulted. De Valerie, therefore, had been
told that his services would be required
later oh. It would seem that the time
had now arrived. Both Lec and Nipper
had reacon to believe that De Valerie
was heartily sick of the whole affair, and
that he wished he had never been drawn
into it. Having gone thus far, however,
the rascally Removite could not with-
draw.

He was in the power of the men who
‘had bribed him, and would do their
bidding—fearful of the consequences if
he refused. Exactly why the Circle of
Terror wished to kill Sessue Yakama was
still a mystery. But Nelson Lee was de-
termined to get to the bottom of it
sooner or later.

De Valerie had.been allowed to think
that his rascality was unsuspected. In
this way, Lee hoped to get on the track
easily when the next move was made.
For, with De Valerie unsuspicious, it
iv_ould be easy enough to keep an eye on

im.

For over a week past nothing what-
ever had happened. But now this tele-
phone call was of striking significance.
De Valerie would not have heen told to
visit Bannington Moor at such a late
hour unless for some very unusual pur-

e. :
‘““Yes, Nipper, we shall have to be
more alert than ever,”” said Nelson Lee
thoughtfully. ‘ You will, of course, tell
your chums about this; but say nothing
to Yakama himself. And it will be as
well for vou to keep awake after lights-
out. If De Valerie makes a move, follow
him. I don’t think you need any further
instructions than that, my boy. I can
trust you to—"’ .

‘““I hope =0, sir,”’ interrupted Nipper,
with a smile. ‘“We’'ll keep our eye on
De Valerie all right, and we’ll spoil his
little game, too. Of ocourse, this affair
may have nothing to do with the Circle,
but I believe it has.”

And it was arranged that Nipper
should remain on the aleit. He little
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take place in the very near futnre. And
it 18 rather extraordinary that he and his
master had beon given the tip by a very
slim misunderstan-ling between the (ele.
phone caller and Handforth!

That little tip of Handforth’s waa to
mean—quite a lot’

INSTRUC-

CHAPTER IIL
CECIL DE VALERIE RECEIVES

' TIONS.

ECII. DE VALERIE opcned his
C study window with extreme
caution.

The Triangle was dark and de-
serted. Only one or two lights cleamed,
here and there, behind drawn blin:ds.

The school clock had chimed the
quarter-past-ten two or three minutes
carlier. All the boys were in their dor.
mitory, but soveral masters were still in
their own studies. It was necessary for
De Valerie to be extremely cautious.

He had crept down ailently and care-
fully. And now, with his head thrust ont
of the window, he looked about him
keenly. The cold night win! blew in his
face. and came sighing through the lof.
less branches of the old elms and choest-
nuts.

““Confounded nuisance!”’” muttered Do
Valerie, between his teeth. ‘I wish to
goodness I'd never touched any of th.y
rotten money! II I'm collared at this
game it'll mean the sack!”

But De Valerie knew well ennuzh th:t
expulsion would follow any attempt on
his part to icnore the summons which
had come to him. He was in a peculiar
position, and could not back ont.

Ho slipped through the window, and
stood upon the hard gravel of the
Triangle.  Slowlvy and carefully he
lowered the sash until the window was
closed again. Then, pulling his overcoat
closely about him, he hurried across the
open apace.

There was no particularly high wall
separating the Triangle from the road.
St. Frank’s was not a prison. At o

int it was easy to alip over into the
ane without the shightest difRoulty.

De Valerie climbed over, and set off
at a sharp walk up the slope. Ile fol:
rlad that the nigzht was so dark, and
hoped that his interview would not be
a long one. As Nelson Lee had sus

guessed what exciting events were tol pected, the time had heen changed from
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cleven to ten-thirty. Asg he witlked, the
boy had vague fears that some distaste-
ful task would be allotted to him. But
[ Valerie had no particular scruples,
and ho was more concerned for his own
sccurity than anything clse. ‘

He walked briskly. and was comfort-
able in the knowledge that he had
slipped out of the Remove dormitory un-
scen and unheard.

At least, this is what De Valerie he-
lioved.

Had ho been aware of the fact that
ibree silent figures were keeping pace
with him, about a hundred yards in his
roar, he would have been considerably
startlod. DBut, the fact of the matter
was, Nipper and Co. were on the trail.

Nipper and Sir Montic Tregellis-West |-

and Tommy Watson were following the
Rotter with extreme care. And, so suc-
cossful were their efforts, that he had no
suspicion of their close attention,

According to Nelson Lee’s 1nstruc-
tions, Nipper had Lkept awake after
lizhts-out. Here his two chums had seen
Do Valeric get up and leave the dormi-
tory. But they were all veady prepared,
and there was no hurrying and scurrying
pver dressing. The trio had slipped into
their clothes during the first fifteen
minutes after lights had been put out,
and had got between the quilt and the
first blanket of their beds. When, there-
fore, De Valerie had slipped away, they
had followed him in less than one
minutce,

It had been casy to sce that he made
for his study; and the trackers seized
lhe opportunity to get into the lane in
advance. When De Valerie had climbed
over, Nipper and Co. had been waring
behind the opposite edge. .

“ We'd better not do any talking,”
murmured Nipper, as they were silently
following in Do Valerie's tracks. *“ Just
keep your eyes open, my sons, and re-
member that a loose stono may betray
us.”’

‘“ Dear Benny, it's rather  unfair to
blame the innocent stones,”” whispered
Sir Montie. ** If we kick against a loose
gtone, that’'ll be our fault—it will—
really! I wonder what that frightful cad
B up to?’

““My dcar ass, we're trying to find
that out!” muttered Nipper. ‘‘ But don’t
jaw! Your sweet voice carries!”” - .

“ Begad! He's insultin’ me, Tommy !”
breathed. Sir Montie.

Tommy Watson grunted, and they all

r
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walked on in silence. As Nipper had
said, 1t was just as well to take ecvery
precaution. For it was not only De
Valerie they had to contend with. That
young rascal was bent upon meeting an
astute criminal, who would be kecenly on
the look-out for trouble.

The old deserted house, known as the
Mount, was passed, and the open moor
came nto view soon afterwards. It was
not possible to see far, but the starlight
nevertheloes rendered De Valerie's figure
fairly distinct against the skyline.

He left the road and struck off towards
the old deserted quarry. It had been dis-
used for years, and was, indeed, a '’
treachcrous place for a wanderer upon
the moor. There was no protection of
any kind, and there were steep, danger-
ous cliffs,

De Valeric walkel cautiously, and
Nipper and Co. werc somewhat uncertain
as to how they should proceed. For
Nipper's keen eyes had detected the
figure of a man standing upon a little
rise, in full view. Since they could see
him, it was more than probable that he
would be able to detect their moving
forms. -

“Wo'd better lic down flat on our
tummies,” brenthed Nipper. ‘“ No sense
in giving ourselves away. The best thing
we can do is to watoch from here, and
follow them after they’ve inet.”

This was, indeed, the only fcasible
plan.

Nipper was rather anxious. Ho had
not bargained for such a drawback.
Where thcro werec hedges and trees it
was casy enough to find cover. But
here, any movement would have meant
discovery.

The boys were in no way alarmed for
their own safety; they knew that they
could get away easily enough. But, if
their presence became known to De
Valerie and the strange man, the plans
would be campletely upset. And Nelson
Lee wanted to get wind of the plot while
the enecmy was still off guard. If the
Circle men knew that they were being
watched, they would act with far greater
cunning and secrecy. And the results
might be fatal.

Nipper and Sir Montie and Temmy
Watson saw the two meect. They stood
for some moments, and then walked
away. It scomed as though they simply
vanished into ‘the very earth itself. One
second they were there, clearly. outlined,
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and the next second the moor was bleak
and empty.

“My hat! That was sudden!”’ mur-
mured Watson.

“We’d boetter push forward,” said
Nipper briskly. ‘“ Come on!”

““Do you think they’re watchin’, dear
boy ?”’

““ That's not likely. They think they’re
absolutely alone!”

The boys hurried forward, crouching
as low as possible out of precaution.
They reached the little rise. And there,
upon the other side of it, yawned a steep
precipice. Nipper and his chums looked
right down into the old moor quarry.

By j)ingo!”’ muttered Nipper. ¢ They
didn’t drop down—— Ah, there seem
to be some stone steps over there!”

They bore to their right, and presently
—after descending a steep slope—came
to the cliff-edge. Here, faintly visible, a
roughly hewn stairway led downwards
into the dimness of the quarry.

In single file the juniors descended.
It was 'necessary to go with great
caution, for the stone steps were chipped
and worn in places, and a false step
would have led to-a dangerous fall.

At last Nipper and his chums stood at
the foot of the cliff. The quarry seemed
to be a place apart from the rest of the
world. Ugly, desolate, and wild, it
struck a chill into the boys. The wind
sighed drearily down from the moor.

‘“Begad! Ain't it cheerin’?’ mur-
mured Montie. ‘‘ I'm feelin’ as happy as
anythin’!”’

Nipper took a deep breath. |

““1’'m not!” he said grimly. ‘ We've
lost ’em—Ilost ’em completely, my sons.
There’s not a sign. We might search
this quarry for hours, and do no good.
Oh, it’s rotten!”’

‘“ What shall we do?’’ asked Watson.

‘“ Nothing—go back to the school—oh,
anything you like!” growled Nipper, 1n
disgusted tones.

. *“ We’re not to blame, Benny bog

«“] know you're not to blame
Montie,”’ said Nipper. ‘“ But that doesn’t
make the position much better, does
it? De Valerie’s gone off with that
chap—and we shall only risk discovery
by remaining here.” .

And so the trio turned back with
gloomy feelings. . .

Meanwhile, Cecil De Valerie was with
the stranger. Upon meeting, the man
had briefly told De Valerie to follow
him. They had descended the raugh

L
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steps, and had struck off across the quarry
to the eastern side—the side which was
nearest the school.

At last the pair stood within a kind
of cavern, and the darkness was abso-

 lutely  pitchy—it  seemed solid. De

Valerie, who was behind, came to a halt,
feeling blindly before him.

‘ Look here,”” he said huskily.
““ What’s the idea of this? I'm hanged
if I'm going into this rotten place—"’

‘“ Afraid?”’ asked the man, with a
grim chuckle. '

““No, I'm not afraid!”” muttered De
Valerie. ““ But T want to know——""

“You’ll know soon enough—follow
me.’’

The boy set his teeth.

““I didn’t agree to do anything of this
sort,”” he said angrily. ‘“ I'm not going
to be humbugged about—"

““ Don’t be a fool, boy!” snapped the
other.

As he spoke, he switched on an elec-
tric lamp, and a beam of light made
everytning clear. De Valeri> saw that
they were standing in the entrance to
one of the old workings. A bl:ck
tunnel stretched away before them,
straight into the heart of the b
itself.

‘“ Are we going up that passage?’’ asked

the Removite.

€< YeS. »

““ Where does it lead to?”

““ You’ll see—when we get there,”’ said
the man. * You know me, don't you.
I was at the Mount when you came
there last week. My name’s Ratley,
and I've come to-night to give you 1n-
structions.”’

He turned, and, bending down,
plunged into the tunnel. Although De
Valerie wanted to ask questions, he
could not do so under the present con-
ditions. He followed Ratley with rebel-
lious feelings. But he knew that h:
must do as he was bid. Otherwise l:;
confederates would ¢ round on him.”’

The tunnel seemed endless.

Here and there it was narrow: in some
places it sloped steeply upwards, in othe:
places it aescended.  The twists and
turns were bewildering. Occasionally =«
place was encountered where it was dit-
ficult to squeeze through,

The undergrouni passage scemed to be
of a great age, and had evidently becn
carved by the hand of man at some re-
mote period. The air was fairly pure,

’
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and the pair had no difficulty in breath-
ing.

De Valerie found it necessary to re-
move his muffler. The exertion had put
bim into a hot perspiration, and he was
panting heavily. And, at last, Ratley
came to a halt.

‘““ Some steps here,”’ he said breath-
lessly. “‘ Go easy, boy.” .

They mounted a dozen steep steps, and
then found themselves in a curious apart-
ment with an arched roof, and many
pillars. It was a vault of some kind,
and the stone walls were green with
dampness and slime.

‘“ Where the deuce are we?’ demanded
De Valcerie.

Ratley placed his electric lamp on a
stone projection, and smiled.

‘““We'rs under St. Frank’s,”’ he said
shortly. A

The Removite stared.

‘““Under—St. Frank’s?”
“ Rot !

'** This vault is situated beneath the
ruined monastery which adjoins the Col-
lege House,”’ went on Ratley. * You
are surprised, eh?”

‘““1 don’t believe it,”’ said D¢ Valerie.
‘““That tunnel was long, but not half
the distance to the school—"

““Oh, yes, it was,” Interrupted the
man,
we had to go round the quarry. The
tunnel runs straight, in the main, in
gpite of the twists. And we're under
the ruined monastery. You'll be able
to get back to bed within five minutes
pfter you leave me.”

‘ Thank goodness for that, anyhow!”
growled the Rotter.

The news was most welcome to him,
now that he had been convinced .that
he was, indeed, in the vault beneath the
old monastery. He had heard the
juniors talking about it on several oc-
nasions, but had never been down. In-
deed, there weren't many fellows who
cared to descend to the dank, dismal
place. -

Do Valerie had been almost alarmed
at the thought of having to go all through
the tunnel again, and then round the
guarry, and along the lanc to the
school.

‘““ Why did you bring mo all this way
round?’ he asked. ‘‘ Why couldn’t you
have met me in the ruins, and saved all
this journey?’ _

“It was necessary that you should
know the situation of tho place,” re-

he repeated.

lyou think I’'m going to brin

‘“ But the lanc is winding; and]

THE NEJLSON LEE LIBRARY

plied Ratley. ‘¢ Besides, 1t would have
been risky for me to enter the school
grounds, or to lay myself open—— But
I don’t sce why I ahould explain to you,

boy. You have merely to carry out
orders. You failed on the last occa-
sion—"’

“I didn’t fail,”” said De Valeric sul
lenly.

‘““ Well, we will not discuss the matter.
Only, bear in mind that I shall stand
no further failure. What you have tec do
1s simple—and you will have to make
no blunder. Do you understand?”’

‘““ How can I understand when yo
haven't told me what you want?”’ '

Ratley laughed eoftly. |

‘“ All you have to do is to bring the
Japanese boy, Yakama, down here to-
morrow night,”’ he explained. * You
must arrive at eleven o’clock.” .

De Valerie looked at the man
alarn.

‘“ Don’t expect mec here—that’s all!”
he exclaimed. ¢ How the thunder do
Yakama
out of the dormitory after lights-out?
 How shall I be able to get down with-

n

out rousing the whole House? I can’t
drug the lhittle brute!”
‘“You must bring him,” repeated

Ratley, grimly.

‘““How can I do 1it—"

““ That is your concern!”

Ratley bent forward, and. his cyes
gleamed evilly.

“ If you fail this time, there will he
no third chance for you!”’ he went on,
with deadly earnestness. ¢ Failure will
mean—ruin for you. Do you fully
understand that, boy? This is your last
chance. Either bring Yakama to this
vault at eleven o’clock to-morrow night
—or face expulsion from St. Frank’s!”

Cecil De Valerie took a deep breath.

‘“ You’re playing dirty with me!”’ he
sald between his teeth. ** The thing’s
uinpossible, and you know it—"

““ Tush! There are many ways,”’ said
Ratley impatiently. *‘ Yakama can be
easily tricked, if you only go the right

way to work. If you can think of no
scheme, you may use a drug—"’

‘“ A drug!”

‘‘ Don’t look so startled,’”’ laughed Rat-
ley. ¢ Take this tin box. Inside it it
a pad of cotton wool; don’t open it un-
less necessary. But if you hold it
under Yakama’s nostrils as he sleeps, he
will be unconscious for a while  Then

vou can carry him down., But that’s
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ouly a last resort. It will be better for
you to trick the boy in some way. In
any case, you must bring him.”

“Well, and what are you going to do
with him then?” *

"“ That is no concern of yours," Ratley
replied, as De Valerie took the tin box.
“J shall not repeat my warning. You
won't see me to-morrow ni rht, but
another man will be waiting here. If,
of course, something unforescen hayp-
pened, so that the project is impossible,
You must report at the fixed hour.”

The man walked across the vault, and
flashed his light upon the lower portion
of a steep, circular staircase.

““ That’s your way up,”” he said shortly.
““ Good-night!”’

De Valerie did not answer. His mind
was somewhat opnfusel, and he
stumbled up the circular stone steps
until, at last, he reached the top. He
found himself among the ruins, with
the open sky above his head. He took a
deep breath, and wondered if the hap-
penings of the last hour had been real.
The cold wind fanned his cheeks, and his
brain seémed to clear. Unscrupulous
though De Valerie was, he was already
realising that this affair of Yakama was
decper than he had suspected. There
was something sinister in the wlhoie busi-
ness. Already De Valerie had seen two
or three different men—and on the mor-
row he would meet another.

‘““ There’s a whole gang of them!”’ he
muttered huskily. *‘ Bejove! What a
silly fool I was to take that rotten money !
But I didn’t imagine anything like this—
and now it’s too late to draw back. O,
hang! What does it matter, anyvhow?
I don’t care what happens to the
Japanese brat! He shouldn’t come to
a civilised school !

And, finding a slight amount of com-
fort 1n that reflection, JDe Valerie
hastened across to the Ancient House.
‘Although he had been duped, he had
vague fears. FHe preferred them to be
vague. He did not care to let his mind
rest too acutely upon the situation Had
he known that he was in the power of
the dreaded Circle of Terror his fears
would have been very real, indeed !

Just for one moment De Valerie had
thought of ignoring the orders which had
been given him. But he quickly came
to the couclusion that such a thing would
have been fatal. He was forced to go
on with it now—there was no alterna-
tive.

|

CHAPTER IIT.

VALERIE'S TRICK—PRO! ESX0R
GRAVE HIMSELF TAKES A HAND

DE

ELSON LEE nodded sympatheti.
N cally.

“ No, Nipper, I don’t blama
you in the least,”” he said. * We
can’t always be successful, you know.
It was a great pity you lost sight of Da
Valerie; but as nothing has happened of
a startling nature, there is no need for
us to worry. It 1s clear that De Valerin
merely met-the man to receive orders.”

““ Yes, I suppose so, guv’'nor,” replied
Nipper.

He and ““ Mr. Alvington,”” were stroll-
iIng over the playing fields. Being quite
to themselves, a private chat was pos-
sible.

It was morning, and lessons would soon
be starting.  Nipper, having secn his
;]rgaster over by the pavilion, had joined

im.

" When Montie and I and Tommy got
back to the dormitory we were grumpy
and irritable,”” went on the lad. *‘“ But

YAR £

* Yakama was all right, so we didn’t

worry much. De Valerie came in abous
a quarter of an hour later.”

‘““ Plans of some sort have been made
—that is certain,”” mused Nelson Lee.
" The boy did not make that journey to
the quarry for nothing. ‘The meeting
with that man means that some action
will shortly be taken. It i3 even pos
sible that De Valerie means to a(lprgic

some of these Circle agents into the
school.”

““ To-night, guv’nor?’”’

‘“ That does not follow, my boy. We

may havo to wait several days,’’ replied
Lee. ‘ When the time for action does
come, we may discover some astute,
subtle plan. It is necessary, therefore,
that we should be exceptionally keen.”

‘“ All through losing those rotters last
night——"’

‘“ Nonsense, Nipper — nonsense,’”
laughed the schoolmaster detective.
“You have desgribed the position to
me, and I realise that any other result
was almost impracticable. We know. at
all events, that things are movin:.

‘“ But how—and when?*"’

“We can only be certain of that by
careful vigilance,”” replied Lee. ** Wao
must adopt a system, young 'un. To-
night, you will remain awake and on the
watch until one o'clock—lying in your
bed, of course. I can trust you to keep
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your vigil faithfully, Nipper. 1f
nothing happens by one o’clock, you may

go to sleep.”

“ But suppose De Valerie gets up at
two?”’

“ In that case he will have to reckon
with mo,”’ said Nelson Lee grimly ‘ You
will be on guard until one, Nipper, but
after that hour I shall take up the task.
I shall remain awake until four o’clock—
after that time we may safely assume that
nothing 1s planned for the night.”

‘““ And what about to-morrow night,
guv’'nor?”’

‘“ The samo programme applies,’”’ re-
lied Lee. ¢ We must carry this out,
Nipper, until the Circle moves—as I am
sure it will move. Tho time may come
to-night, or perhaps not until next week.
All we can do is to wait and watch in
patience. I have told you all this now, in
case we get no other opportunity for a
private chat.’”’

*“I can tell Tommy and Montie, of
course?’”’ asked Nipper.

““ Certainly. And they may keep
watch with you if they choose. { fancy,
however, that the young rascals will drop
off to sleep,’’ smiled the detective. ¢ They
are not so well accustomed to this sort
of thing as you are, young 'un. Oh, by
the way, if anything happens before one
o’clock to-night, vou will find me in the
study. Until twelve I shall probably be
playing chess with Dr. Brett. He 1s
coming over this evening, and isn’t par-
ticular about early hours.”

And o0 the arrangement was made
and settled upon. Nipper felt more com-
fortable as he went into the class-room
fer morning lessons. It was good to
know that every emergency was prepared
for.

De Valerie did not look so arrogant
as usnal. There was a look in his eyes
which Nipper did not like. The Rotter
was uneasy, and he was worrying. Cer-
tainly, there was something preying on
his mind.

As soon as lessons were over, De
Valerie went straight to his :i :dy, closed
the door, and locked 1t. He had
curious habits, and now he poked the fire
up, and made it blaze. Then he pulled
the curtains over the window, and piled
a number of cushions upon the hearth-
rug.

‘E.Vith a sigh, he sank into them, and
lit a curious-smelling cigarette. For half
an hour he lolled there, smoking, gazing
into. the fire shicamily., -
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He was oblivious of the scufllings and
clatter out in the passage, and the shouta
which came from the Triangle. In his
own study De Valerie seemed to live in
a world apart from the life of the big
school.

Yet De Valerie was not foreign. Theseo
curious habits of his, perhaps, had been
copied from an uncle. When very much
younger, De Valerie had been taken for
a long trip abroad by that relative-——who
had been very eccentric in his ways. And
nobody could deny that Ilolling on
cushions in front of a cheerful fire was
comfortable.

““It can’t be done—it can’t be done!”
muttered the junior almost despairingly.
‘““And suppose I use that confounded
drug? How am 1 to get the brat rizht
down into that vault? I couldn’t carry
him all that distance!”

Upon due consideration, however, De
Valerie reckoned that he could accom-
plish the task. For Yakama was quite
small and slim. At the same time, the
thought of carrying the unconscious
junior somewhat appalled De Valeric.

“1 must think of something els?,”” he
told himself fiercely. ‘¢ There must be a
l\)vai '-’-:t.here must—— Oh, hang the rotten

ell!

It was dinner-time, and the problem
had to be laid aside for the time being.
Had De Valerie been abscnt from dinner
unwelcome comment would have been
caused. The fact that he was silent and
morose was only usual. - De Valerie was
always a fellow of few words.

In spite of lus worried state of mind,
he detached himself from his troubles
completely during afternoon lessons. Just
before the Remove had gone into their
class-room, several juniors had attempted
to chip the Rotter. But he had taken no
notice whatever—until Hubbard sent a
pellet of blotting-paper into his left ear.
De Valerie had swung round in a fury,
and would undoubtedly have attempted
violence if Mr. Crowell had not appeared
at that moment.

The juniors oconfidently expected
squalls, but they were disappointed. At
lessons De Valemie was all attention.

There waen’t a more attentive boy in
the whole Form. Mr. Crowell was ready
to declare that De Valerie was one of
hig finest pupils.

This was a curious feature about De
Valerie. The Removites themselves had
had many evidences of his ill-temper and
general caddishness. But every master
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who had come in contact with De Valerio
had nothing but praize for him. He was
indeed, .a brilliant scholar in nearly all
subjects. :

As soon as dismissal came, however,
De Valerie took himself off to his study.
Again he locked himself in—again he as-
sumed his position on the cushions. Tea
- was forgotten, and he gave himself up to

the Iproblem which concerned him so
deeply.

At last a gleam came into Valerie's
eyes. It remained.,there, and when he
rose from the cushions, and switched on
the electric light, the worried expression
bad disappeared.

‘“It'll work!” he told himself oonfi-
dently. ‘‘It’s the only chance, anyhow,
a{ri.dwif I'm careful, I'll bring the trick
off !

His mind thus relieved, De Valerie
calmly set about preparing his tea.
Having finished, he did his prep. and as-

cended to tho common-room. That
nosy apartment was crowded, but

nobody took any notice of De Valerie,
and he took no notice of anybody else.
-He seemed to be detached from all the
other juniors. -

Bedtime found him all ready pre-
*pared, and after the lights had been put
out in the dormitory, he lay in bed wide
awake, listening to the sleepy ohatter of
the juniors, as they dropped off, one by
.one.

De Valerie smiled grimly to himself
when the dormitory was, at length,
quiet. Everybody was soundly asleep ex-
cept himseelf—at least, this is what the
Rotter fondly sup He little
imagined that one junior, at least, was
just as wide awake as himself.

The school clock chimed regularly and

monotonously. At a  quarter-to-eleven
De Valerie rose silently from his bed,
and dressed quickly. Unknown to him,

Nipper lifted his head and listened to the
other boy’s movements. The darkness of
the dormitory prevented the watcher
from seeing much,

Having dressed, De Valerie pulled
over his head a curious white object
which looked like a cowl. As a matter
of fact, it was nothing but a pillow-slip
with a couple of eye-holes cut in it.

The Rotter crept.over to the bed which
was occupied by Sessue Yakama. He
bent over the sleeping junior, and dgent}y

shook him. Yakama stirred, and then
turned over. |
‘“ Shash!” breathed ‘De  Valerie.

It

“Don’t make a noise, Yakama—it's all
right, I'm Bennett. There’s a little joko
on!”’

Nipper, in his bed, heard the worls
distinctly. Needless to say, he waa con.
siderably surprised. What game waa
this De Valerie was playing?

“Is it the worthy and esteemed
Bennett?”’ came Yakama's soft whisper.

“Yes,”” replied De Valerie. “ 1 wans
you to help me, Yakama.”

The Rottor only spoke in a whisper,
and his voice might casily have been
mistaken for Nipper’s. With the cowl
over his head, it was impoesible to seo
his features.

“Is it that you want the help. Ben-
nett?”’ asked Yakama, sitting up, wide
awake. “I am filled with the extra-
ordinary surprise. How is it that you
are wearing a covering so grotesque and
singular upon your sp?endi.d head ?’’

De Valerie chuckl.d.

“Just a little wheeze,”” he said softly.
“T've got a cawl for you, too. The fact
i, Yakama, I want you to help me in .
joke against that cad De Valerie. I sup-
pose you’re willing to lend a hand?®"’

“I am full of wonder,” murmured
Yakama. ‘‘ My feelings towards you,
Bennett, are of the excellent quality, but
I loathe and dread the awful De Valerie.
Indeed, I will help you with the most
gle‘ﬁ?umble delight. . But what must I

of

“Well, T want to teach the cad a
lesson,”” whispered De Valerie. * There's
not a rotter in the school woree than De
Valerie, and he needs warming up!"

“1It is indeed a8 you say!”’

By this time Nipper had recovered
from his bewilderment. He didn’t pre-
tend to see anything very olearly, but the
subtlety of De Valerie’'s plan was ob-
vious. It was cunning—it was clever.

Nipper had worked 1t out quickly in
his own mind. For some reason or other
De Valerie wanted to get Yakama out
of the dormitory. He could never huve
accomplished this purpose in his own
identity. He had therefore told Yakuma,
with perfect ocalmnees, that he wa-
Bennett. The cool audacity of the thiny
was breathless. Owing to the cowl which
covered his head, Yakama could not
possibly recognise the other.

The Japanese boy was very fond of
Nipper, andi would cagerly enter into
any ‘‘ wheeze' that was going. De
Valerie knew this and was trusting to
it to see him through. He was cuniideng
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of <ucecss. He had not hesitated to refer
to himself in terms which wero certainly
well-deserved.

*“ It i3 your wish to teach the disgust.
g Do Valerie a lesson, Bennett?”’ mur-
mured Yakama. ‘“Oh, 1 will undoubt-
cdly help you. But what is it that you
proposc? Shall we throw the jug of cold
water over——"’

““No; it's more claborate than that,
old man,”” Nipper hecard De Valerio say.
*“Slip your olothes on, and then get into
this cowl. We'll give the beast a terrific
fright. What we're going to do is some-
thing big, you know. Do you remember
that old vault under the monastery ruins?
\]Vn went down there together the other
« ay___" A

“It 13 as you say, DBennett.”

Nipper pursed his lips. The calin
manner in which De Valerioc was pro-
cceding with his plan fairly took his
breath away. But Nipper held himself
in check, and waited.

“Well, we're going to pop down to
that vault now,” murmured De Valerie
crisply. “I've got somo old theatrical
clothing down there, and we’re going to
get into it. Sec? We'll frighten the wits
out of De Valerio!”

“ Why have not the honourable chums,
Sir Montie and Tommy, coine into this
wondrous plan of yours, Bennett:”’ asked
Yakama,

" Wo don’t want too many—will you

come?

Yakama laughed softly.

“It is my desire to cfcz exactly as you
wigh, Bennett,”” he replied. * Sce, 1+ am
leaving the bed now. It will tako me
but the few moments to get into my
august clothing. Wait for me, I pray

you.” '

Nig er clenched his fists.

‘ the young idiot!”’ he murmured.
* The little Eathead!”

Nipper wae painfully disappointed. He
had bceen expcoting Yakama to (etecot
the trickery at any moment. But De
Valerie had succeeded in dececiving the
Japanese junior—and would, 1n a
minute, be on his way to the old vault.

But Nipper misjudged Yakama.

That small youth was not quite such a
fool ae De Valcrie took him to be. He
waa, indeed, cxtremely astute. At first,
he had believed himself to be talking to
Nipper himself. But the truth came to
him all in a second, and he grinned in
thoe darkness. Oh, no! He wasn’t going
to spoil the fun yet.

-~
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Yakama was as ready for a joke as
anybody. And he determined that it
should, actually, be against De Valeriel

He dccided to accompany the deceiver,
and would eurprise him when the vault
was reached. There was something
humorous in the idea of deceiving tha
deceiver,

Yakama was soon dressed, and then he
donned the cowl which De Valerie
hunded to him. The pair stole out of the
dormitory silently. And the very instant
the door had closed, Nipper hopped out
of bed.

He shook Tommy: Watson and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West. -

“ Up you get, the pair of you,” ho

| hissed urgently.

“ Begad! What’s the matter?”’

“De Valerie’s gone off with
Yakama !’ Nipper replied. * Slip your
clothes on in two ticks. Buck up, you
asses!”

Sir Montie and Tommy needed no
urging. Although just aroused from
sleep, they were eager to take part in
any excitement. The trio dressed
quickly—they Hung their clothes on
roughly, and in considerable disorder.
This was gall and wormwood to the.
elegant Sir Montie. DBut he bore the
ordcal bravcly.

Barely four mimtes had elapsed by the
time Nipper and Co. were ready to go -in
pursuit of De Valerie and his victim. As
soon as they were out in the passage,
they hurried towards the stairs, |

‘““We shall never find ’em!” muttered
Tommy.

“ They’ve gone to the old monastery
vault,”” said Nipper quickly. “I'll ex-
plain the wheeze later on. Yakama’s a
fathcad for bcing taken in—but I don’t
suppose he’s to blame much. Come on,.
we'll get through our study window.”

They were soon creeping across the
Triangle. It wasn’t quite so dark to-
night, for the stars were shining. The
ground glittered with frost, and the

College House stood out clearly defined
against the cky.

The boys made their way round the
angle of it cautiously, and then came.

within sight of the 1vy-covered ruins.
At one time the College House had been
part of the old originil monastery— x was
for this reason that the denizens of this
Housze were known as *‘‘ Monks.”’

Sir Montie and Tommy were “anxious

lto dash forward without caution, bus
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Nipper had been well trained, and he
was more careful. As they approached
the ruins the school clock struck eleven.
Nipper remembered, with a feeling of
comfort, that his master and the village
doctor were playing chess in the former’s
etudy.

The three picked their way through
And at

: a low doorway, leading
rtion of the ruin which still

the masses of ivy-covered ruins.
last they reache
nto a

stood—although it was roofless. Here,

as they were well aware, a circular flight

of stone steps led down into the vault.

But, just as they were about to pass

through, Nipper dragged them down.
They crouched behind the old stonework.

6 _Somebody’s coming!” breat.hed Nip'

per tensely..

He peered round, and then saw the
easily recognisable figure of Cecil de
He had discarded his whole
towards the
But he paused, hesitated, and

Valerie.
cowl, and came striding
doorway.
turned back. Then he stood, motionless,
against the stairway.

_Nipper and Co. waited. It was impos-
sible for them to move an inch without
And they were most

causing detection.
anxious to avoid that. At the same time,
Nipper was worried. What had hap-
pened to Yakama?

The young schoolboy-detective came
to the only conclusion which seemed pos-
De Valerie must have tricked his
victim down into the vault, and had im-

sible.

prisoned him there. Now, apparently,

he was waiting for the arrival of the
This surmise of Nipper’s
But it was a
The lad decided to
And then, if

Circle agents.
was, of oourse, wrong.
pardonable error.
wait: five minutes only.
nothing happened, he would act himself.

But what, indeed, had actually hap-

pened?
Why was Cecil de Valerie waiting
there? Where was Yakama? The situa-

tion can be explained in a fow words.

Yakama had acoompanied his com-
panion down into the vault with never a
thought of danger. The spirit of mis-
chief was well developed in him, and he
had determined to turn the tables upon
the trickster.

Unfortunately, however, Yakama had
had no chance.

Ho had followed De Valerie into the
vault. And there, to his surprise, he
found a small, bearded man, with
strange, uncanny eyes—eyes that seemed
to possess sinister power.

L

| completely under control.

I3

De Valeric himself had been prepared,
and he was filled with great relief o
know that his object had bren achievel
so easily. He did not know that Yakani
had come down, fully aware of the truth.

‘“ Ah, this i1s well,”’ said the stranzer.
“You have done your part excellemt!y,
De Valerie. You may gof

The man turned his eyes upon D-
Valerie, and the boy shivered in spite f
himself. Without a word he turnel and
left the vault. And Sessue Yakama,
momentarily bewildered by the unex-
pectedness of the occurrence, stool
facing the stranger.

The little Jap instinctively knew, how-
ever, that there was danger. And he
turned to flee. In some strange way, a
panic seized him—a wild kind of terror.
And yet Yakama was quite a plucky
little chap.

As he twisted round, the man gripped
his shoulders, and swung him forward.
The vault was brilliant with light, for o
queer-looking electric lamp stood upon .
etone shelf.

““Look at me, boy—lcok into my
eyes "’ commanded the stranger silkily

"Yakama looked. and his gaze becamwe
fixed. Those eyes gleamed with stranaoe
fires. For the life of him, Yakama cou!d
not move an inch; he stood transtixed to
the floor. He was burning with a desire
to flee, but simply dared not move,

Who was this man with such uncanny
power?

Had Nipp>r been present, he would
have known in a moment—and he would
have been amazed and startled. For
the stranger was none other than Profes-
sor Cyrus Zingrave himself—the High
Lord of the Circle of Terror!'

Yakama was held by the professor’s in-
tense gaze—and little wonder. Zingrave
possessed amazing will-power. He had
cowed strong men by his glance, and
had forced them to do his will, against
their own inclinations.  What chance,
then, was there for this mere boy?

It was an easy matter to get Yakama
In short, the
unfortunate junior was -hvpnotised! [t
was no lengthy business. In less than
cne minute Professor Zingrave had his
victim utterly and absolutely at his
mercy. ,

‘““ Tell me, boy,” said_the
softly. ““ You can hear me?”

““Yes, I can hear you,”’ said Yakama,

profe sor

| in a mechanical voice.
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“ You understand what I am saying?”’

*“ Yes.” .

““ Then heed ray words,” cxclaimed
Zingrave, in a curiously intense voice,
and keeping his gaze fixed with deadly
stoadiness upon Yakama's eyes  ‘‘ You
are to carry Sut my instructions to the
letter. Will you do s0?”

‘*“ You are my master—1 can do nothing
clge.”

‘*“ 'Then follow my directions,’”’ went on
Zingrave. '‘ Ascend these stairs, and go
atraight into the Ancient House. Mount
to tﬁe roof, and walk across thc leads
until you rcach the highest parapet.
When there, vou will mount upon the
stonework, and fling yom-svll’ down bodily
to the stones below !’

‘“Yes."

“ You fully understand?”

‘‘ Yes."'

‘“ What are you to do?”’

“T am to go to the roof of the Ancient
ITouse, and fling myself bodily over the
edge of the great parapet.’”’

“ Those aro my orders,”’ said Zingrave
softly. ‘* Go, boy, and carry them out!”

Yukama tonrned as though walking in
his slcep.  He left the vault without
hewitation, and commenced to mount the
stepas with a ateady stride. He was o,
his way (o fling himself to certain
doath!

The superior will-power of Professor
Zingrava was something amazing—some-
thing that was almost beyond the under-
standing. Tho idea was a ghastly one.
In the morning, wh:n Yakama’'s mang!ed
body was found, one thing could be as-
sumed. Tt would be concluded that
Yakama had walked in his sleep, and
that he had accidentally gone to  his
death.

But Professor Zingrave, for all his as-
tounding cleverness, had not thought of
every possibility. At the top of the
circular steps stood Cecil De Valerie Ule
boy wus almost terrified, and something
hent him there. e was wating —wait-
mg for ho knew not what.

And then Yakama appeared.  De
Valerio spoke to him, hul the Japanese
boy made no reply. He walked de-
liberately and mechanically. The Rotter
Euo«l afwer him with a quick intake of

reath. Vaguely he suspected something
dreadful—and he followed.

Cocil de- Valerie, although
was Mot & ‘e,

rascadh ,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER 1IV.
(Nipper now takes up the narrative.)

IN WHICH ROME STARTLING THINGS OCCUR,
AND NELSON LEE GETS8 BUSY.

HERE was something strange in

De Valerie’s attitude as he stood

among the rvins.  Sir Montie

and Tommy and I daren’t move

an inch, for we should have given our-

selves away en the imstant. We just
crouched against the ivy, and watched.

I had half decided to spring out
abruptly and take De Valerie unawares.
Lhe uncertainty of the whole business
was getting on my nerves. Where the
dickens had Yakama got to? Was Do
Valerie really waiting for the Circle
agents to appear?

I was even on the point of giving the
tip to my chums when I heard a footfall
on the stone stairway.

Then Yakama came into view. De
Valerie spoke to him, but he didn’t utter
a sound in reply. He came on, right
past me, and it seemed as though there
was a fixed, dreamy look in his eyes. But
I couldn’t see properly in the gloom.
He passc:l on, and De Valerie followed
a fow yards behind

They both left the ruins, and I heard
Montie give a little gasp.

‘* Begad!' he breathed. ‘ It’s queer,
dear fellows. Im feelin’ awfully un-
settled, you know—I am really. Some-
how, it ain’t quite natural—"’

‘““It’s—it’s  uncanny!” I muttered
rnml . ‘*The best we can do is to fol-
ow behind and <«ce what happens
There’s no sense in acting until we get
the han? of things a bit.’

‘“ He looks as though he were walking
in his slecp!”’ muttered Tommy Watson
uneasily. ** What the dickens has that
awful rotter been up to?”

We left the ruins without a sound, and
sawv Yakama and De Valerie, separated
by about ten Iga.rds, making straight for
the Ancient House. They approached

the window of Study M, and Yakama
pushed it open gentiy. He stepped
through, and De Valerie followed after
12 moment,

But we hurried to our own window;
and when we stole into the deserted pas-
sage we faintly heard the pair mount-
ing the stairs. It was necessary to go
with extreme caution now, for I did
not wish to give De Valerie the tip that
W b0, ttns Being folloived.
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Could it be possible that Yakama was | feeling came over me.

quietly going back to the dormitory?
'This 1dea was soon knocked on the
head ; for, upon arrival in the upper eor-
ridor, we heard our quarry mounting
the stairs to the attics. I now felt
curiously alarmed, but decided to delay
action until other things happéned.

On the very top landing there was a
trap-door leading on to the leads. This
was reached by a short ladder, which
always stood in position.

Yakama mounted it slowly, and passed
out upon the roof. Then De Valerie
fallowed.

¢ I say, this is—rotten!”’ muttered
Watson nervously.

I hurried up the last few stairs, from
the half-landing—where we had been
watching—and grasped the ladder.

‘““ You chaps corhe  up after me,” I
breathed. ¢ Don’t make a sound, or
you’ll ruin everything. Yakama has
gone up on the roof of his own accord,

I'll swear. He’s walking in his sleep, or
or 1 R

* Or what, Benny boy?”

“I—I don’t know!’ I murmured

grimiy.

The thing that I suspected seemed so
wild that I didn’t care to put the sus-
picion into words. I mounted the lad-
der quickly, and emerged upon the flat
leads. = The old roof of the Ancient
House stretched away before me, with
the picturesque chimney-piles and the
stone parapets. .

Yakama had walked up to the higher

leads, and De Valerie was crouching
quite close to him. A shocking, start-
ling thought came to me. Was De

Valerie going to hurl the Japanese boy
down—-

‘““ Good heavens! That’s wrong, I'll
swear!” I told myself. ¢ De Valerie’s
not such a vile brute—— Oh!”’

I heard Sir Montie and Tommy behind
me. At the same time a startling thing
occurred higher up on the roof. Yakama,
still walking deliberately, had steppea
from the leads to the parapet itself.

There, for a second, he stood motion-
less.. DBefore him a sheer drop of I
don’t know how many feet. There were
flagstones beneath—a paved pathivay.
One slip would mean instant death for
Yakama. And he was within an inch
of the edge! .

Quite suddenly he threw his hands
above his head, as though about to dive.
H's body bent forward, and a sickening

|
I
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I was too far
away to do anything, and—and

Cecil de Valerie sprang forward like
a tiger. It was one of the swiftest
leaps I had ever seen in my life. Even
at that tense second I mistook his inten-
tions for the moment. A great shout of
fury rose into my throat. I was wild
with alarm and helplessness.

De Valerie’s arms were flung round
Yakama just as the latter was on the
point of falling. His swaying weight
pulled the Rotter over. It was touch and
go for a brief space.

The pair hovered there on the edge’
of the parapet, in a way which nearly
caused my heart to stop beating. Then
De Valerie gave a terrific heave. Ha
sent Yakama flying back on the ledge,
but he himself overbalanced.

He went right over, a husky cry leaving
his lips. But his clutching hands caught
the stonework in the nick of time; they
obtained a hold; and the Rotter dragged
himself back to safety.

“ By Jingo!” I gasped. ¢ He's—he's
saved Yakama from certain death!
And—and I thought——"’

Sir Montie and Tommy rushed up.

“Did you see that?"’ panted Watson
excitedly.

I didn’t reply, but decided that the
time for action had come. In any case,
De Valerite had seen us, and so secrecy
was no longer possible. We hurned for-
ward, and found De Valeria bending
over the boy he had just rescued from
certain death. Somehow, I couldu’t help

shoving out my hand.

““ That was ripping of you, De
Valerie,”’" I said huskily.

He took my fist mecﬁanically.

¢ What—what are you doing here?’’ he
asked. ¢ There’s something wrong with
Yakama, Bennett. Look at him! He seems
to be asfeep—he was going to throw him-
gelf over the parapet. It would have
meant death—death!”’

¢ Didn’t—didn’t you know that Yakamn
was going to throw himself over?”’ 1
asked sharply.

““ Good heavens! T never suspected
it,”’ replied De Valerie, with deadly
earnestness. ‘‘ How could I think such
a horrible thing, Bennctt? But I pullgd
him back in time—I prevented it'"

““ Dear fellow, you ain't such a rotter
as 1 thought you were,”’ declared Sir
Montie qutetly. *‘ Begad! You nearls
went down a minute ago—you gave uy
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an exlibition of rippin’ courage, De
Valerio!”’

Tha Rotter langhed in a cmiously
husky way.

“* Courage!"” he ochoerd. * Don’t talk
rvot! 1 was shivering with fear—I'd
pulled Yakama back almost beforo 1
knew at. I'd led him mto this, and it
was my job to pull him out. 1 never
dreamed—-  That fearful scoundrel!
What did he do? How did he forcc
Yakama to come up here—"’

‘“ Yakama seems to be asleep!" in
{errupted Tommy anxiously.

1 bent over the Japancse bow.,  Jle
waa sifting on the 1cads, an:l he secmed
to be in a semi-dazed condition, Now
and agnin hc passed a hand over his
eyes, and was talking softly to lbimeelf
m his native tongue.

‘“ Waka up, Jappy ! T raid sharply.

““Yes, T understand 1y orders,’”’ he
saud, in a mechanical voicr. T am to
ko to the roof of the Ancient Houso,
aml thng myself bodily over the great
parapet.’’

o u'!l
Montio.

1 clenched my teeth.

“No, heo's not, sMontin,”" T veplicl.
" Yakama's been hypnotied !’

** Hypnotised !"" gasped De Valerie.

‘* Begad!”’

‘“ There’s no other rxplanation for it,"”
¥ went on.  ‘‘ Look here, De Valerie,
you'd better tell us everytiliug. What's
that you wero «aying about a fearful
scoundred?! Did you leave Yaukama down
in that vault with somcbody?"

“ Yes,'" muttered De Valerie.

“ Who waa ho?"’

“J—! don’'t know. A smullish man,
with a beard—1I'd never seen him before.
But his eyes were—were awful!” said the
Rotter hoarsely. ¢ They seemed to burn
right into mo—— Oh, T wish I'd never
been dragged into the business!”

‘* A smull man with strange eyes!™ 1
muttered. ¢ By Jupiter!”

In a flash the truth came to me.
Seassuc Yakama had undoubtedly becn
hypnotised—and by Professor Cyrus
Zingrave himself! There wasn’t another
man who could have done it.

“I didn’t mean to harm Yakama—TI'll
awcir that!” said De Valerie chokingly.
** I hadn't any idea that—that this would
happen.'’

*'I'here’s no need to go into that now,”’
1 said crisply.  ** We must fnt Yakuma
down—and we'd better ‘take lum straight

dreamin'!™’ ceclared Sy
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to My, Alvington. 1 believe he's still
up—playing chess with Dr. Brett, in his
study. fou’ll have to tell the whole
truth, De Valerie,”

The Rotter nodded.

“I'm ready !’ he muttered.
beat way, anyhow,”’

A keen thought had come into iy
mind. It was quite possible-—probable,
even—that Professor Zingrave was still
in the vault—waiting to see, or hear, of
tho result of his villainy. It wasn’t likely
that he would have made tracks at
once.

There was a distinet chance, in fact,
of trapping him—the High Lord oi the
Circle himself |

Without a second’s loss of time we
led Yakama from the roof, and then
hurried down to the guv’nor’s study. As
I had stated, *‘Mr. Alvington” was
there, chatting with Dr. Brett, the
genial village practitioner—chess being
over,

‘“De Valerio’'s got something to tell
you, sir,”’ 1 gaid, without beating ahout
the bush. * He’s been in league with
some crooks, and led Yakama into a trap.
But Do Valerio proved to be the rigﬁt
stufl in the end—he saved Yakama from
hh?,:"rib]o death at the risk of his own
ife

And then, in quick, jerky sentences
hut speaking with deadly calmness, Ceci
e Valerie explained to us all the in-
teresting facts concerning the tunnel
which led from the old vault ta the moor
quarry. He would have gone into-
{qrther details, but Nelson Lee stopped
\wm.

“* It's the

** That is sufficient for the present, De
Valerie,”” said the guv’nor, holding up
his hand. * Go back to Bed, and re-

main thore.”

‘“ Shall 1 be expelled, sir?”’ asked De
Valerie quietly.

* Your punmshment will largely depend
upon the extent of your offence, my boy,"’
roplied the guv'nor. * By what I can
understand you seem to have been the
mere tool of others. 1f that proves to
be the case it will not be necessary for
yoa to leave St. Frank’s. But we can-
not enter into that now.”’

De Valerie went without annther word;
but I noticed a gleam of relief in his
cycs.  Bounder ﬁlough he was, | feclt
just a little sorry for him. He had acted
the fool—and would have to pay the
price. . , . .

I saw that Dr. Brett was bewildered,



close to him. A startling thought came to me. Was De Valerie going to
?—(See page 15.)

hurl the Japanese boy down
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“TI'in bothered if I can get the hang
of  things,”” declared the medico.
““Crooks? Hypnotism? Good gracious,
there's some silly mistake, Alvington!”

“On the contrary, doctor, we are
dealing with a very real and sinister
peril,””  replied Nelson Lee grimly.
‘“ Yakama's life has been attempted be-
forc—and this time the plot nearly suc-
cecded. By James! What a diabolical
echeme! The intention, evidently, was
to make it appear that the boy had
walked in his sleep.”’

‘“ But I don’'t quite see—"’

‘“ Really, DBrett, we cannot delay
another minute,”’ interjected the guv’nor.
** The man who hypuotised Yakama is, in
all probability, still in the vault. If pos-
sible, we must trap him.”

“ Begad!’ murmured Sir
“ Excitin' times comin'!”’

Nelson Lee looked at us keenly.

‘“ 1 shall want you with me, Bennett,”
he said. ** Wo will hurry to the moor
quarry, and cut off the rascal’s retreat.
You, Brett, will go at once to the vault;
and, if you see no sign of the man, plunge
into the tunnel. T take it that you are
willing to help—"'

“Why, I'm only too cager!"”’ declared
Dr. Brett. ¢ I'd better take some sort
of weapon, I+suppose.”

He selected the poker from the hearth,
and gripped it firmly. I thought, per-
haps, that the guv’nor would have offered
him a rovolver—but it’s not everybody
who can handle a gun properly, and
Brett would probably have refused it.

“I'm dyin" to know somethin’,”’ said
Tregellis-West thoughtfully.  * Wheio
do Tommy an' I come in, sir? Ain’t we
goin' to lend a hand? Can’t we go with
Dr. Brett? Begad, we're willin'——

“Of conrse, Montie—of course!” in-
terrupted Nelson Lee. * Yes, the pair
of you had better accompany the doc-
tor. Don’t run into unnecessary danger.
1 shall look to you, Brett, to sce after
the boya."

And before another minute had elapsed
we were off.

A lot had been crowded into a little
time, and only a few minutes had
elapsed since Yakama had emerged from
the vault. The chances were that Zin-
grave was even now making his way
down the tunnel to the quarry.

That was why the guv'nor and I werc
oft to the moor—there was more chance
of us moet;infg the scoundrel. With
luck, wo should make a capture!

Montie.
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CMAPTER V.
(Related by Sir Montie Tregellis-West.)

IN WHICH I DESCRIBE A FRIGHTFUL SCRAP
—AND A SHOCKING DISASTER !

R. BRETT was as eager as any- .

D thing, you know.

He led Tommy and me towards

the ruins of the monastery at the

run, while Nelson Lee and Nipper hur-

ried away to the quarry. Of course,

Tommy and I were right in the secret,
and we knew everything.

As soon as we got among the ruius
the dootor paused.

‘“ Quietly now, beys,”’ he whispered.
““1 suppose you know where the en-
trance 1s? I'm sure I have no i1dea—"’

““ That’'s all right, sir,”” remarked
Tommy. ‘I know it.”

““ So do I, begad!” I put in.

We crept through the masses of ivy-
covered stonework, and Tommy led the
way down the stone steps. As soon as
we were fairly started on the descent,
however, Dr. Brett took the lead. That
poker of his might be needed.

It was frightfully black and cerie.

The walls reeked with dampness, and
there was a horrid smell in the air—
liko earth. Earth doesn’t smell horrid,
really, but this was a different *‘ niff ”’
to that. It was shockingly earthy, if you
know what I mean. Begad! I can’t ex-
press myself any better,

Down we went, lower and lower. 1
had seen Nelson Lee hand the doctor a
little electric torch, but he wasn’t using
it yet. I was hoping that he would.
There's mnothing' worse than being en-
closed in utter darkness.

We turned another bend, and Dr. Brett
came to a sudden halt,

‘“ Shsssh!”’ he breathed.

We remained perfectly still, and then
I noticed a curious glow below me, at
the foot of the circular staircase. There
was a light down there—the scoundrel
hadn’t left the vault yet!

‘I'his was rather surprising, but we
wero ready for a scrap, if necessary.
began to wonder how the doctor would
procced. If we crept forward we
might be heard, and the rascal in the
vault would probably escape.

And, somchow, I wanted to capture
him—at least, I wanted to help. It would
be simply ripping if Tommy and I and
the doctor collared the man. What a
surprise for Nelson Lee and Nipper
when they returned!
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Dr. Brett acted boldly. temper, It was the man’s calmness more.
He simply pelted down the few re-|than anything else which got on our
mairung stanrs, and rushed into the vault. | nerves. *
Tommy and i were just behind. The| I don’t think Zingrave was quite pr2-
ﬂ].:-fe was lit up by a curious electric- E'H'ed bor such ua attack. [he dector
P,_and on the other side stood the|had cast aside his poker—probably fear-
man De Valerie had described. | ing that he would use it too forcibly—
He didn’t seem to be at all startled, |and now he grasped tho intruder
but steod there gazing at us steadily and | fiercely.
calmly. And his eyes were—awful.| ‘‘ You rogue!” he exclaimed. “ You're
Begad, I seemed to feel a cold shiver | fairly caught!” |
go down my spine. Small as the man' In a second the pair were struggling
was, I would rather have faced a huge| with great fury. I was greatly amazed
ruffian with muscles like a giant. This|at the display of strength which Zin-
man made a fellow feel helpless, in some | grave exhibited.  Although Dr. Brett
uncanny way. I understoc;dp how Yakama | was a powerful man, he was being over-
had been hypnotised. powered.
But the stranger couldn’t well hypno-|  Hold tight, begad!” I gasped.
tise three of us at once, however great|‘ Wo’re comin’, sir!”
his power. And Dr. Brett wasn’t a boy| Both Tommy and.I had been standing
—he was a big, healthy man, with a|looking on—completely rooted to the
strong will. But even he was checked | ground through sheer excitement. «But

for a second. now we tore ourselves up by the roots,
“Well. what do you want?”’ asked|so to speak, and rushed forward.
the small man, in silky tones. At that second the profesmsor jerke)

Dr. Brett found his voice, and, at the | something from his coat-pocket. ~There
same time, he raised the poker in his) was a flash and a report—and th: vault
hand. _ was plunged into pitchy darkness. It

‘“ You infernal scoundrel!” he rapped | %23 an amazang shot.  Zingrave had
out angrily. ‘“ But for a slight mis- fired at the lamp—and had hit it!
chance, your plans would have succeeded| Dr. Brett was, for a second, stunned
—Yakama would have gone to his death. | by the report so close to his ear. I
But you have failed, and you'll have |couldn’t see what was happening, but I

to answer——~’ heard him gasp. He commenced stum-
‘““ Indeed!” said Professor Zingrave|bling forward, and he brought out his
smoothly. own electric-torch.

Nipper had told me of his suspicion| The beam of light shot out, and we saw
that the man was the High Lord of the | the fugitive just disappearing into a tun-
Circle himself. Of course, Tommy and |nel-entrance. He seemed to be de-
I didn't know anything about the Circle | scending some steps. But he pauszed as
of Terror, except what Nipper had toid | the light flooded upon bim.
us—but that had been enough, Begad!| Crack!

Dr. Brett knew nothing at all of the]| Again his revolver spat—and the
real facts. - | . | former tpert’orma.nce was repeated. A\

‘““ Yes, you'll have to answer for this|crack of glass sounded, the light went
villainy,”” went on the doctor. ‘ You |out, and Dr. Brett uttered a sharp, hiss-
are outnumbered, you brute, and if you{ing cry of pain. My heart seemed to
have a grain of sense you will come for- | drop like lead.

ward quietly and submit to capture. ‘* Are—are you ’hurt, sir?”?  asked

Otherwise you will find yourself severely | Tommy Watson shrilly.

handled.” * Only shock, my boy,” muttered Dr.
The other laughed softly. Brett between his teeth. “ The scoun-

* You are quite amusing, my friend,”’ | drel hit my torch, and put it out of
he e¥<‘,~)laimed.(‘l ““ Submit ti cagturo, eh?|action. By George.! What an aim!
1 don’t think my grains of sense will] ‘ It’s a good thing he didn't fire at
lead me to accept such a proposition. | you, sir!’ I said, as I felt my way for- -
On the contrary, I intend to leave this|ward. ‘¢ “'},xiy, begad, he might have
place at once——"’ | plugged you! N

Dr. Brett hurled himself forward with} *‘ Come—we must follow!” rapped out
a shout, Somehbw or other, Zingrave’s|the doctor grimly. =~~~
yery voico worked us all into a frightful!” It was as edsy as winkiig t& oy that
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—Dbut it wasn't so casy to do. The dark-
ness was so frightfully intense that we
could almost fecl it.  Zipgrave could
have killed Dr. Brett in a moment if
he had liked. But it was clear that he
only wanted to prevent any ®pursuit.
Killing the doctor would have accom-
plisheg this object all right, but the posi-
tion didn't call for such a fearful crime
a3 murder. Even Zingrave, I suppose,
drew the line somewhere.

We heard him descending the steps.
As quickly as we could, considering the
darkness, we followed. I had a horrid
feeling that we were just walking into
some danger—blindly.

‘“ Keep behind, boys,’”’ said Brett, his
voice quivering with rage. ¢ This vil-
lain has roused me thoroughly. We
mustn’t let him cscape now!”

The doctor was certainly wild: he had
good reason to be. Perhaps he thought
that the shot had been intended for hin,
after all. This was quite possible, of
course. In any case, it had becn a near
shave.

We arrived at the bottom of the steps,
somehow. And then Dr. Brett uttered
a quick ejaculation.

We had expected to sce nothing, but
some little distance from us, down a low
tunrel, a dull point of light was moving
along, fantastically and weirdly. There
could be only one explanation.

Thoe fugitive had a torch of his own,
and he was now using this so that he
could walk rapidly down the tunnel.
The beam of light was cast upon the
ground in front of him—that’s why 1t
looked ro indistinct and erratic.

“ My hat!” muttered Tommy Watson.
¢ He'ﬁ be copped fine! Old Alvy and
Benny will be round in time to head
him off —"'

“ Quiet, youngster—quiet said the
doctor sharply. ¢ Voices carry easily in
a tunnel of this sort. Follow me, and
don’t utter a sound!”’

‘““ How's your hand, sir—"

““ Confound my hand!”’ snapped Dr.
Brett. It is quite all right—quite all
right!”’ :

He hurried off at a fast run, and
Tommy and I followed right behind him.
We, of course, went blindly, for there
was nothing to guide us.

Running wasn’t possible after a while,
for the passage narrowed down until,
occasionally, we were almost obliged to
squceze through. DBut if this was a draw-

|H
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back to us, 1t was also a drawback to the
fugitive. :

By the way inewhich the doctor kept
going I judged that Zingrave’s light was
still wvisible.  This, in a way, was a
good guide. For Dr. Brett was not
going hlindly as Tommy and I were. If
you've ever been in a long, dark tun-
nel you'll know how helpful 1t is to have
a light—no matter how weak—some little
distance ahead of you. Without that
Brett would have been compelled to feel
his way foot by foot.

Tommy and I could see nothing; we
just followed, trusting that we should
e able to prevent the awful villain from
getting away. It seemed as though the
tunnel would never end. We went on
and on without a pause.

Quite abruptly we slowed down.

‘““ He's turned a corner, I belicve,”
murmured Dr. Brett. ¢ At least, the

light has vanished. Come cautiously
now, boys.”’ *

‘““ Begad! Perhaps he’s waitin’ in am-
bush——"’

‘““ Probably. But we must risk that.”

We went on again. I couldn't help
feeling surprised at the keen way in
which Dr. Brett was pursuing the chase.
I don’t suppose he would have been so
eager if the personal element hadn’t been
introduced. But, you see, Zingrave had
fired at Dr. Brett and the worthy medico
was frightfully angry. He was evidently
strongly in favour of prompt and dire
reprisals. '

We reached the corner almost before
we knew it. Away to our left, practi-
cally at right-angles, the dull glow of the
electric-lamp was reflected from the floor
of the tunnel.

This passage was much wider and
higher, and Dr. Brett sprinted along it
rall')idly. Tommy and I had some diffi-
culty in keeping up with him. But
after the doctor had nearly come a crop-
per on a stone projection, he slowed down
somewhat. The light was so near now
that I knew that we were gaining.

I was just wondering how the fight
would go when a startling thing hap-
pened.

Without the slightest warning Dr. Brett
uttered a strange, gasping cry. It
seemed as though his voice came from
my very feet, as though he had sunle
into the ground. And there was a slither-
ing, kickiug sound.

I was immediately behind, and Tommv



pressed in- my rear. At the moment we
were all running fairly quickly.
Before 1 could possibly pull up, my

feet simply went into space. Begal, it
was a frightful sensation!
J hit the ground with a bump, rclled

on my back, and then commenced slither-
ing down into utter blackness with appall-
ing speed. Somewhere above I Eeard
Tomfnf Watson fall also. And.a wild
yell told me that he was following me.

What had happened?

My brain was confused and muddled.
Of eourse, Benny and Tommy have
always contended that my brain is in
such a state perpetually. Perhaps it is.
It’s not my place to raise questions. But
Y do know that everything was spinning
ani horribly confused in this particular
mstance.

There was a most terrible feeling in
the pit of my stomach, like you feel when
you're going down a lilt—oaly fifty
fimes as bad. And I'm quito sure that
my trousers were not being improved.

Slipping and sliding I plunged down.
1 wasn’t aotually falling, so that I knew
the descent mrust be a tremendously steep
slope. As for pulling myself up, the
very idea.of it was preposterous.

I might have been going to certain
death for all I knew. But that idea
didn’t come to me. There wasn't time
far wdecas! | : '

It seemed as ‘though I had only just
started when I bumped into something
eoft, found a boot in my face, and clouds
of dust nearly choking me. Sundry
gasps led me to believe that I had rolled
upon Dr. Brett.

‘1 was just making an attempt to
scramble up when Tommy Watson ar-
rived. |

It seemed as though he had gained
. greater specd than I had. At all events,

e descended like a sack of coals, bump-
ing and_slithering, and making weird
noises with his mouth.

Then he hit me, and sprawled over.
The tangle was dreadful for a moment or
two. Just picture it to youreelf. Dr.
Brett and Tommy and I were in a
mangled heap, struggling and gasping in
utter darkness, (ﬁega ! That would
want a bit of picturing, too—considering
that wo were in total darkness!)

But the most amazing thing of all was
that we weren't hurt. I had about six
or seven bruises on me, to say nothing of
numerous scratches, but there was no
real harm done. '!"(Noth.lng serious, I
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mean, The others weore in a siniilar con
ditien, .

' What—what  happencd?’  zaaped
{ Tommy hoarsely.

“Oh, begad!’ 1 panted. * \in't it
' shockin’ 7’

““ Arc you hurt, boys?’ came Dr.
Btett’s anxious inquiry. “ Good
gracious! I cannot imagine what has

happened—"’ |

““ We've been slidin’ down somexwhere,
sir,”” 1 caid, feeling my way clear of the
others. * éoo-lnesa knows where we are,
but—"

At that moment a beam of light was
cast down upen us from above. It dazzled
us for a second or two; but we were
enabled to see the nature of our sur-
roundings. Not very far above, and at
the top of a sloping maass of rock, a great
hole yawned. The light was held at the
edge of this.

I was surprised, for it had seemed that
our descent had been very much further.
In reality the distance was not at all
great. Dr. Brett uttered an exclamation
of anger, as wo all observed the acute
angle of the rock. To climb up it was an
impoesibility. And there was no other
outlet. We were, in faot, at the bottom
of a pit.

‘‘ Rather a neat trap, my friends, eh?”’
came the silky tones of Professor Z.n-
grave from above. ‘ You were not pre-
pared for the gaping hole in the floor,
were you? Had you known that a narrow
ledge existed, you would have been
cautious——"’

““ You infernal raecall!l”
Brett.

‘“ But clever—don’t you think so?”’
came the smooth voice. ‘1 had no wish
to harm you, so I adopted this little ruse.
Whether you are ever rescued is a matter
which does not interest me.”’

The light snapped out, and for a
moment or two we heard footsteps. Then
utter silence followed.

Dr. Brett muttered something under
his breath, and struck a wax vesta. The
flare of light showed us that our position
was only about twelve feet across, and
the sole exit was the broad shaft down
which we had shot. .

Although steep, we could have easily
reached the top if there had been any
projeciions, or rough noba in the rock.
But it was perfectly flat and smooth, and
foothold or handgrip was impossible,

"« How rotten!” I said gloomily, *‘If.

roared Dr.
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there had oflly been sharp spikea atickin’
out, wn shoull be able to climb up
caaily.”

‘T'he dootor gave a short laugh.

‘It u_l!uat as well that the rock is
smooth, Tregollis- West,”' he exolaimed.
* Had it beon otherwise, wo should have
met  with  very serious injury—and
chouldn’t have been able to climb up in
any casc.”

“DBegad! I'd forgotten that!” I mur-.
mured.

The match had burnt out, and we
etood in the dafkness again.

“Well, what's to be done?’
Tommy Watson practically.

Tommy always was a practical frllow,
and it was a habit of his to ask pointed
questions. Questions were all right, but
answers wore sometimes difficuls. Thie
one soemed rathor hopeless.

“What is to be done?”’ repcated the
dootor. ‘‘1 don't know, boys. It seems
to me that wo can only wait hore until
rcacuc comes to us. There is no chanco
of gotling out of this place without assis-
tance from above.”

“ We—wo might havo to stay hero all
night ! muttered Tommy huskily.

‘““l hardly think so, Watson. Mr.
Alvington knows that we entered the

asked

tunnel, and there will certainly be a}

scarch,” repliod Brett. “ But I am in-
toan{ angry. That fellow hae fooled
no. shall be utterly ashamed to meeot
Mr. Alvington when—"'

ut in. “Is

‘“Oh, come, sir!"” 1
wasn’t our fault, was it? How were we
to know that a frightful hole gaped in
the tunnel’ It was dark, an’' wo wero
followin’ that chap almost blindly—"

‘ Take these matches, Tregcllis-West,™
said the doctor sharply.

“ What for, sir?"’

“I will tell you. I am going to lie
lat against the rook. If possible, I want
you two boys to climb up, one over the

othor,” said Brett. ‘Do you under-
stand my moaning? You, Watson, will
rost your feot upon my shoulders, and

Trogellis-West will rest his feet upon
vour shoulders."

“Bogad! Do you think I can reach
the top liko that?™

* There 8 just a chanco, my boy. At
al!l ovents, strike a inatch as soon as you
get into position.”’

-1t didn’t take us long to make the at.
tompt. It was rather fagging to climb
right up over the other two, but 1 did it

‘repliel Nelson Leec.
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after  treading on one of poor old
Tommy’s ears, and then felt above me.

There was no sign of the edge, and so
[ struck one of the wax vestas. I could
have laughed when the flame flared up.
The top of the shaft was still four or five
fret above me. Not being blessed with
patent telescopic arms, I couldn’t pos-
sibly reach it.

“ Well, Tregellis-West?”’

“It ain't well, sir,”” I replied. “1I
want to be four or ‘five feet highor.
Thero's nothin’ to grab hold of at all:”

A minute later we were standing upon
the floor aga.in. The silence of the place
was somothing awful. Nipper had once
told me about an expericnoe of his in the
heart of a great pyramid in Egypt. This
reminded me of it, although I don’t sup-
pr this adiventure was Llf so bad as

is. ’

And so, in darkness, we waited.

Would Professor Zingrave escape be-
foro Mr. Nelson Lee and Nipper could
cut off his retreat? Or had he doubled
back to the vault?

I was in a frightful state of doubt and
uncertainty.

e S

CHAPTER VL.

(Told by Nipper.)
FACE TO FACE WITH ZINGRAVE—WE ARE
SURPRISED—THE ESCAPE.

HF guv'nor paused at the
summit of the roughly hewn stops
which led down into the old moor
quarry.

‘*We have made good time, Nipger,”
he murmured. *‘‘ There is no sign here,
and we may possibly meet with success,
Now, aocording to De Valerie, the cn-
trance to this tunnel is on the other side
of the quarry, directly facing us when we
reach the foot of these steps.”

‘“ That's right, air,”" I replied. ‘' Do
you think we shall collar Zingrave—"’

““My doar boy, I am not concerning
myself as regards that matter—as yet,’
‘““ Wait until we
sight our quarry before you talk about
capture.”’

‘* Well,
puns-—' .

** This is no time for joking, Nipper!”’
struck in Leo sternly. ‘ And, let me tell
you, we have no positive knowledge that
Zingrave is hero at all. That is mevely a
guess of yours.” 3

guv'nor, you necdn’'t make
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* Why, don't you think—-"

* I think nothing.

After that I thought that I had better
meekly shut up. And s0 we crawled
down the rough sters with as much speed
as possible. Arriving at the bottom, we
cut off across the quarry in the pale
moonlight—for a thin, weakly-looking
crescent had appeared between two
clouds, -

The quarry was utterly deserted, so
far as we could see. Of course, it was
quite possible that we had had our
trouble for nothing. As the guv’nor said,
however, we shouldn’t do any harm by
making sure.

The hour wasn't so very late, even
now. LEleven o’clock hnd gone a few
minutes cince. Naturally, it was late
enougzh from the point of view of a St.
Frank's junior. But to the guv’nor and
I it almost seemed carly.

We found the entrance to the tunnel
without much difficulty, for De Valerie
had given us full directions. We plunged
in without wasting a moment, Nelson
Leo refraining from using any light.

This, naturally, would show for a great
distance in the passage, and would give
any lurker a warning well in advance.
Our policy was to orcep up the tunnel
elowly and silently. 8o this is what we
were doiny ; like ‘¢ sleiths on the trail.”

As it happencd, it wasn't necessary for
us to proceed far. Nelson Lee came to
a8 balt after about five minutes, and
gripped my hand as a si'ent token for me
to remain perfectly still. And then, as
we crouched there, we heard quick, soft
footateps echoing down the confined
walle

'* 1 wonder if it's—"

J broke off abruptly, for the guv’nor
pinchad me harder than ever. I realised
that it wasn’t safe to even whisper.

I had been on the point of saying that
the newcomer was more hikely to be
Zingrave than anybody else; I was won-
dering as to that point. If it had been
Dr. Brett and Montie and Tommy, there
would have been considerably more
noise.

1 wondered, also, why thero was no
ight. Surely the chap wasmn’t coming

ng in the dark?

A moment later, however, the truth
became clear. There was a bend in the
tunnel jusy ahead of us. I knew this by
the fact that a funny, subdued, flickery
glow made itself apparent.

|
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It grew brighter and brighter until,

My mind is open.” | finally, the fizure of a8 man burst right

upon us round the bend. He was carry-
Ing an electric torch, and wae looking at
the ground immedi-ytely in front of him.
. lt;Telson Lee acted with great- prompti-
ude,

In a flash he had eprung forward. He
gripped the newcomer %y both arms
almost before he became aware of our
presencc.

“Over with him, Bennett—on his
back " rapped out the guv'nor, *‘‘ This
i3 certainly the rascal who caused—""

‘* Let me go—let me go!”

The voice came in a fierce tone, throb-
bing with fury. But T knew it in a
second. We were, indeed, grasping
Professor Cyrus Zinzrave himeelf! Thero
was practically ro struggle; it was a
complete capture.

The professor was on his back, and his
wrists were held by the guv'nor in a
vice-lke grip. I h:d already whipped
out my handkerchief and bound it round
the prisonct’s wrists in a twinkling.

Nelson Lee took the torch and flashed
1 upon Zingrave, It was necessiry for
him to kcep up his character as a House-
master, and he procee 'ed to do so.

“ Dear me! What a startling occur-
rence!”’ sid the guv'nor, in a shocked
voice. ‘‘ This is terrible, Bennectt—ter-
ritle! I'm sure 1 don’t know what to do
with- the man. How can we get him
back to the school?”

I had taken my cue.

“I—1 don’t know, sir,”” I said ner-
vously. * Hadn’t—hadn’t I better run
for the policeman? Is he a tramp?”

“I hardly know, Bennett,”” replied
Lee. ‘1T suppose he must be something
of the sort.” )

I nearly grinned. It sounied queer to
hear the guv’nor talking in that tone.
His voice, too, was more altered ghan
ever—and I had changed mine. We
gimply couldn’t be too careful with such
a keen rogue as Zingrave. ¢

He, for his part, had no suspicion of
our real identity; I was sure of that. He
couldn’s have recognised our voices, and
he hadn’t even glimpsed at our ‘¢ dials.”
It wouldn’t have mattered much if he
had done, if it comes to that. But we
had been in darkness, and were still in
darknees.

The torch was sending out a gleam of
light, it is true, but the blaze of it was
in the prisoner’s eyes, and everything be-
yond was hidden. We were beyond.
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with de-

Romehow, 1 felt like lhoutini' P
ing Hig

igebt as 1 gazed st the writ
I.ord.

“You fools!” he excluimed fiercely.
“lot e go! You don’t know what
you are doing' 1 was coming along this

passage in purauit of —''

Noﬂon Lee laughed.

“Come, oonen!’ he interrupted.
“ That won't do, myv [riend. l.
masters arc not quite so simple as you
soem to imagine. It is you who havo

been driven —--"
“Thoen whore sre your helpers?”’
sneered the professor, suddenly

ing calm. here is the man —another
master, | presume—and the two boys?
Why are they not here, close behind me?
‘hll:mm they aro dead—because I killed
m!’
“ Good heavens!' 1 bresthod, horror-
struck.
Had any other man uttered the state-
ment, | should have laughed. But 1|
Ringrave. He was capable of any
act of violence, if hi» own safety was at
stake. And the absence of Dr. Brett and
Montic an1 Tommy looked —

L

" You brute—you brute!

ohokmngly.

‘“*Qilence, DBennett!”  rap out
Nolson [ae. “ Allow mo to talk to this
soundrel. Nuot for one moment do 1

belicve his proposterous statement——"’

“ Go back along the tuuncl, then, and
o with your own eyes,’’' suarlod Zin-
grave, his usual silky tones made harsh
with u?. *“The wman is dead, and the
bo,n writhing in their death agonies!"”’
‘You said, a moment ago, that all
I.h’?: wore dead'"’ maid lee (‘Jmly.

pro t's oyes flashed.
o professor’ flashed

* 1 accopt the position,”’ he evcluimed.
*“ Joave me here with the boy, bound
as I am. and go down the second branch-
tunngl on the right.  You will find a
sﬂ.. i which the three unfortunates are

ying!”

| I

1 gaspud

g
*sd. meanwhile, you will cecape
ffom your bonde—eh?"’ asked the guv’nor
awoetly. ** No, my friend, 1 am not so
foolish. Your words have tald me that
tho roul situation is not so desperate as
you would havo moe beliove.”

Zingrave ovidontly had thought that he
could easily trick this simple (?) school-
master! Tho guv'nor and 1 had had
many ocwmounters with Professor Zin.
grave. But this was, to my mind, the
most satisfactory of any.

-1sbout Bir Montio
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~ 'T'here was something almost humorous
in the situation. 1 did not envy the High
Lord of the Circle of Terror at this
moment. His feclings must have been
terrific. He—he, the master criminal—
trapped by a paltry schoolmaster!

Zingrave wouldn’t have been to en-
nged had he known our real ideuntitios.
I'd never seen him fvo way to fury like
this before. And I knew the rea on. 1t
was because he thought that we were
nobhodies, .

At the same timd, 1 was terribly un-
casy. Had he boeen ugnlring the truth

the others. 1
simply couldn’t belisvo that they were
dying. The professor must have been
talking wildly.

But there was something in what he
said—] was positive of that. Perha
the disaster wlls not so appalling as ﬁ:
madn out. Kven so, it was probably
serious. My chums and their leader had
met with treachery at Zingrave’s hands.

I wanted to rush along the tunnel—
1 wanted to make sure. But the most
important thing was to render our
prisoner so helpless that any sttempt
at ecscape would be futile. The guv’'nor
was thinking the same way, I found.

‘ Bennett, you will find some thick
cord in m ft-hand coat-pocket,”’ he
said. ‘‘ Take it out, and bind this man’s
hands more securely. Then tic his ankles
as tightly as you can—""

While he was speaking, Nelson Lee
twirled round like a top. 1 had heard
nothing, and I looked round, too. And
the guv’'nor, it seem had only acted
in nick of time. For, as he spun
round, a heavy piece of wood whizsed

st his head, and caught him with great
orce on the shoulder.

Loe went down with a fhud, the torch

fiying from his grip.
‘I‘ hrsn_t Scott!”hl gn;:.d._ .
ad just caught one Min mnrpee
of a lmthiah m:l in thick tlen 8l' over-
alls. The light ana out as he was

raising the wood lor a second blow.
Without a moment's hesitation 1 doubled
up and charged with my head. -

This is quite a trick in an
emergenc ut now it didn’t work.
Kither I misjudged, or the man shifted
his poeition. My head met nothing, and
I stumbled forward blindly.

My foet caught against Nelson Lee as
he was rising, and we both collapeed on
the floor of the tunnel. Quick footsteps
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were audible, and I heard Zingrave's
vo harsh with emotion.

‘“ Go, man—go!” he hissed.
lnllowinﬁ p?

** Right, air!”’ came another voice.

Nelson Lee was underneath my
eprawling form. I had expected him to

“T am

spring up like a jack-in-the-box, flin
me astde. But he didn't. He lay there
3:mdy for a few seconds, and then
wly raised himself.
‘““ Are you' hurt, my boy?’ he asked
hnskily.
““My head, sir!” I panted. *1
caught it against the wall as I fell. I—I

say, thag’ brute gave me a terrific

W)

‘* Just momentary agony, young 'un—
nothing more,” rephed the guv’nor.
‘“They are escaping, and we must give
-chase without loss of time. But for that
gct of treachery But what is the
use of talking?”’

We scrambled to our feet, and hurried
down the dark tunnel, Lee now using his
own electric-torch, We had little fear
of Zingrave and his underlin
ambush for us. They had
open. :

Zingrave's rescue¢ had been a com-
ete surprise. I dimly realised that he
d been talking to us to gain time. He

must have known that his confederate

was near by. But Nelson Lce, although
keenly on the alert, had received no
waerning until tho last second. We're
only human, the guv'nor and I, and we’re
just as liable to be attacked from the
year as anybody else. It was treachery
which bad robbed us of our victory. In
an open fight we should have won hands

Wh.

Mind you, I'm not trying to make out
that we were blameless. As the guv’nor
told me afterwards, wo had been at
fault in not keeping a sharper watch.
The second man had evidently beer. wait-
ing in the quarry—hidden, perhaps, be-
hind some masses of stone. }o had scen
us enter, and had followed.

As Nelson Lee and I hurried down the
tunnel I screwed a piece of paper nto
the palm of my hand. I hadn’t the
slightest idea what it was, but I put it
into my pocket mechanically. As I had
Deen getting to my feet, I felt the
paper on the ground. It was instinct, 1
suppose, which made me pick 1t up.

Weo emerged into the quarry without
warning. .

It was almost like coming out into day-

lying in
ed to the

<>

light, for there was a vast conirast be-
twecn the inky blackness of the tunnel
and the comparative brilliance of tha
ser‘r;-moon'l(ilght nighﬁ.
e could see right across the qua
distinctly. ¢ Ay
And there, racing towards the rough

ng | stairway, were two black figures. These

rudely hewn provided practically
the only means of gaining the moor, for
the edges of the quarry were steep and
treacherous,

‘“ Come, Nipper!'’ muttered Nelson Lee
quickly.

We simply pelted across. Even now
the guv’nor had not ‘%'rven up hope of
effecting a captare. e arrived at the
base of the cliff, and commenced mount-
ing the steps as hurriedly as possible.
Above us, -near the top, were the fugi-
tives. I couldn’t help realising that we
provided a fine mark for fancy revolver
practice.

Indeed, I half expected to hear the
sharp veports on the night air. But
Zingrave probably feared to create any
unusual noise. At all events, he made
no attempt to fire. Instead, he at-
tempted another dastardly trick.

A slight noise above us caused the guv’-
nor to glance upwards. The next
;Fcond he drew his breath in with a sharg

iss.

‘“ By James!”’ ho muttered. *‘ Quick,
lad! Ship on to that ledge!”’

Just at this point a narrow ledge ran
along the face of the chiff, on both sides
of the steps. The guv’'nor shot to one
sido and I to the other. The very m-
stant we had dore so a huge boulder,
weighing a couple of hundredweight,

| probably, crashed on to the steps almost

on the very spot where we had been
standing.

The noise was terrific, and splinters
flow in hundreds. They went outwaids
and upwards, however, and we hardly
received one. A moment later a terrifi
-rash from below told us that the mass
of rock had rcached the bottom.

In spite of myself, I was shivering from
head to foot.

It had been an appallingly narrow
shave. ' .

But for the guv'nor’s timely warning
we should have both been dashed to bitas.
Zingrave, of course, had. heaved the
thing over from the top And the steps,
being on a slight slope, had received the
boulder at the exact spot the professor
had requited.
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“ Oh, glory!”’ 1 panted. * That was
a squeak, guv'nor!”

Nelson Lee was looking upwards. But
now there was no sign of the two men.
Perhaps they thOungt their work was
accomplished, or perhaps they had con-
tinued their flight without waiting to see
the result of their villainy.

Three steps had been simply wiped
away, and the rocks were torn and
jagged. It was only with great difficulty
that . Nelson Lee succeeded in reaching
othe firm steps above. Then he gave me
a hand, and we swiftly mounted to the
top.

Even as I was running up behind the
guv'nor I had a queer feeling that
another great chunk of rock might follow
the first. DBut we rcached the top in
safety, and stood looking round.

The moor was desolate and gloomy.
There remained no sign whatever of Zin-
grave and his henchman. But just then,
as we stood there panting, our breath is-
suing like clouds of steam on the frosty
air, we heard a low, musical hum.

‘““ By Jingoe! A motor-car!”
clanned furiously.
~_*“ No, Nipper. Not a motor-car,’
Nelson Leo’s grim replv. ‘ Don’t you
recagnise that sound?  Professor Zin-
grave travels in his own special carriage
:t—l,l’e is leaying this spot as he approached
it.

‘““ An aeroplane!” T gasped.

“ Undoubtedly.”’

The guv’nor was right. We stood
there, helpless and angry. Something
moved a gond distance along the face
of the moor. And then a dim shape came
between us and the sky. A fast bi-plane
was mounting steeply into the air. Its
2ngine was astonishingly quiet, gnd the
machine faded into a speck almost at
once. .

Nelson Lee and I were alone upon the
face of Bannington Moor.

I

> was

ex-

G Wp—

CHAPTER VIIL
(Narrated by Nelson Lee.)

THINGS ARE NOT SO BAD AS WE AT FIRST
SUPPOSED, AND THE AFFAIR ENDS WELL.

IPPER turned to me with a slight
N shiver.
“We have failed, guv’nor!'"’

he exclaimed huskily. ‘“ We have
failled miserably !’
1 turned from my reflective contem-

|

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

plation of the bleak expanse of moor, and
patted my voung assistant on the back.

‘““On the contrary, Nipper, we have
been successful,”’ I replied softly.

‘““ That’'s a fine kind of success, ain’t
it?"’ he growled, pointing to the spot in
the sky where we had last seen the acro-
plane.

‘““I was not referring to Zingrave’s
escape, young 'un,’”’ I said. ‘¢ That was
most uniortunate. You seem to forgct,
however, that Yakama’s life is now out
of immediate peril. Professor Zingrave's
dastardly scheme has been outwitted, and
he has fled in disorder. Who will say
that he has been successful, and that we
have failed?”’

‘“ But--but what abont Montia and ti:a
others?”’ asked Nipper. ‘“ Oh, guv’nor,

d¢ you think Zingrave was speaking the
truth ”

I patted Nippei’s shoulder a little
harder.

~ ‘“ An idle threat, my boy,” I replied.
“ We shall not find the doctor and our
¢hums particularly harmed. But come,
we' will re-enter the tunnel, and explore
without further delay.”

~Even while I was giving utterance to
the words I felt that they were insincere,
For, to tell the truth, I was gravely
troubled concerning the fate of the
trio I had sent down into the monastery
vault. Their failure to put in any ap-
pearance had filled me with vague and
terrible doubt.

It was idle, however, to let my imagina-
tion run riot. 'The better course was to
&mike an exploration without the slightest

elay.

N ivpper and I descended the stone stair-
way cautiously. ‘T'he lad’s nerves had
been severely shaken by the boulder in-
cident a few minutes before. And, truth
to tell, I was somewhat affected myself,
1 should have been scarcely human had
it not been so.

At last we re-cntered the old tunnel.
And now, with my torch flashing out, I
proceeded along the ancient passage-way,
with Nipper olose behind me. Occasion-
ally we would stop and shaut, but ouly
the echo ef our own voices would come
booming back.

After we had proceeded a fair distance
we came to a cross-passage. Here we
again shouted, but with the same result.

““« Shall we explore it, sir?’ asked
Nipper.

‘“ Not now, young 'un—-later on,”’ I re-
plied. ‘It is improbablc in any case,



THE MYSTERY OF THE MOOR OUARRY

thas our friends will be in
vicinity."

We went on, looking for signs, but
finding none. Just as we were continu-
mg our walk, after having shouted, Nip-
per Bﬂ‘fped my arm.

*“ Di ;ou hear?”’” he asked quickly.

L1 Np. ”»

‘* Listen, guav’'nor—listen!”

We stood stock still; and then an un-
mistakable cry came to our ears. It
sounded strange and weird in that nar-
row, dank tunnel. Hurrying onwards,
we presently came upon another side pas-
sage. And here, in answer té our hail,
the reply came with extriordinary dis-
tmctgeu.d Ite B

‘* Begad ! t's Benny boy!
Bena ! Ecscgg!” 7 ooy

‘* Thank goodness!" gasped Nipper.

That shout had been distinctly Egarty,
and my own deubts faded away. We
ran_up the passage quickly, and I sud-
denly checked myeelf with great abrupt-
ness, causing Nipper to bump into my
buck. For a vawning hole uppeared in
the ground at my foet.

Ana the light from my torch, gleam-
ing downwards, flashed upon the cxcited
anrd flushed faces of Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, Watson, and Dr. Brett.

‘*You seemn to be in trouble,” I re-
marked calmly.

‘*“ I'm confoundedly ashamed of myself,
Alvington,” called up the doctor in a
rueful voice. ‘“ That brute tricked
m! 1 2,

‘“Then it seems that we may cr
quits,’” I cut in. ‘‘ Bennett and myself
actually succeeded in capturing the fel-
low, but he got away owing to tho un-
ex d attack of a confederate.”’

r. Brett looked almost relieved.

“ Hang it all, we can’t talk like this,”
he exclaimed. ‘¢ For 'mercy’s sake, get
ws out of this infernal hole!™

“We're shiverin'  like
begad "’ murmured Sir Montie. .

And five minutes later the unfortunate
trio were safely in the tunnel—bruised.
seratched, but veg little the worse for
their adventure. I ipPer and myself were
feeling positively joytul.

We had expected to find our three
friends in a far more serious plight Sir
Montie himself has told you of what
happened in his own words. Dr. Brett
gave me - the yarn, and I certainly
couldn’t blame him for what had oc-

Rescue,

anythan’,

curred, There had been a gge:t deal of
excitement—but’ Proiqssor. Zingrave, ak

this j usual, had cluded capture.
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‘ The famone
rasci seemed to bear someo kind of clarmn
1 _that way,

But, notwithstanding his undonbtel

cleverness, he had failed miserably.

T made a point of seeing Yakama in the
morning, early. The hoy had uu
doubte { been hypnotised. " But a good
nicht’s sleep had caused him to resume
his- normal herlthy condition, and he
remembered nothing of what had rakaon
place since his descent with Do Valeri
mto the old vaalt.

[ did ot think it wise to inform him
of the peril which had assailed him. I
hinted, however, that all was not as it
shoull be, and questivred him closely
¢s to any posuble ¢nemies. ‘

Yakaina displayel a childlike suypri-o,
and nssured me that he Liew nothing
whatever of an*body who was ill-dispoacd
towavds him. could not nelp helieving
hin, although his bland smile conld
cavily havo been deceptive.

Nobody bt Nipper and s chame ar.-!
Do Valerie knew of the night's happsn-
ings—with the exception, of course, «f
Dr. Breit. He hud promised me that he
would refrain from mentioning the sul-
Ject to anybody, for it was against myv
wish that the incident should talke!
about and converted into local gossip.

Naturally, T informed Dr. Stafford f
what had taken place—tho headmuster
being mn my full confidence. He was co-
tent to leave the matter entirely in my
hands, aud this was gratifying.

With reguwd to Cecil de Valerie, I hud
a most serious talk with the boy. Before
breakfast [ took him into my study, and
made him stand before me. 1 knew, i.-
stinctively, that Do Valene was a shifty,
rascally sort of fellow. But I could uot
believe that he was guilty of anythinz
seriously wicked.

** Now, De Valerie,”” 1 said cuietly,
‘“ your better course will be to be per-
fectly open and frank. Nobody in the
school knows of your corduct except Ben-
nett and Watson and Tregellis-Wex,
and Yakama. They have promised me
that they will ray nothing to the other
boys. You deliberately enticed Yakama
from the dormitory in order to place hin
in the hands of o man who was waiting
in the vault. No; let mo finish. I muay

a8 well tell you, now, that other activi-

tios of yours are knowa to me. li waa
owing . tn your duplicity that ‘tha mun,
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Howard Dale, was admitted into the
school a week or so ago. You lied to me
that night, and concealed the truth. Yaéu
wore perfeotly aware that Dale tampered
with the wall of the bedroom, fixing up
an apparatus which enclosed a type of
syringe. It was voun, also, who operatgd
that syringe on Yukama’'s first might at

the school. You have much to answer
for, De Valerie.”

The boy stood before me, as pale as a
ghost. is lips were set, and therc was
a look of wild anxiety in his dark eyes.
I had been referring to matters which
concerned an episode—two episcdes, in
fact—which had taken place before the
wrrival of the Japanese boy.

De Valerie found his voice at last.

‘““ Are you going to sack me, sir?”’ he
asked huskily.

““ Let me hear your defence first, De
Vaierie,”” I replied. ¢ You undoubtedly
deserve expulsion, but Dr. Stafford may
bo disposed to deal leniently with you.
It depends largely upon your attitude
now. Do not fabricate—J shall know at
once if vou are giving voice to falsehoods.
Do you realise, my boy, the terrible cx-
tent of your rascality. Do you realise
that on two occasions vou have nearly
brought Yakama to a frightful death?”’

De Valerie gulped.

“I—1 didn’t know, sir!”’ he exclaimed
wildly. ‘“ And—and you said twice—"’

““ Exactly. The first occasion was when
vou operated that syringe. At the time
the bulb of the apparatus contained pure
water, but that was only because I re-
moved the original contents. That bulb,
De Valerie, contained & deadly poison.

“I didn’t know, sir!” he repeated.
‘“ Oh, won't you believe me? I'd never
have had anything to do with it if I'd
known the truth. Last night, when I
saw that Yakama was going to jump off
the roof, I rushed forward and saved
him.”’

I nodded.

“T am well aware of that, ™ De
Valerie,”” I replied. *¢ Indeed; yous con-
duct was prasseworthy in the extreme,
and T may as well tell you that it was
that act which decided me to plead for
mercy on your behalf. If vou remain
at St. Frank’s, it will be Because of your
courageous action last night.”

“ I've been a fool, sir!”’ muttered the
boy, almost brokenly. ‘ Oh, I've been
mad! DBut I never expecied anything of
this nature—I didn’t dream that there
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would be any attempt to kill—to kill
Yakama !”’

‘““ Tell me, exactly, how you first bhe-
cameo involved.”’

‘“ It was in the train, on my way down
from London, sir,”’ replied De Valerie.
““1 had been at Barcombe School, in the
Midlands, and my pater took me away,
and sent me straight here. I—I wasn’t
sacked, sir—"’

““ No, De Valerie, I :m awars of that,”
I put in. ““I am also aware that your
father took vou from Barcombe becausc
you had managed to get yourself involved
i some disagreeable trouble However,
I will not go into that matter. I hope
that you will mend your ways while
you are at St. Frank’s.”

De Valerie nodded earnestly.

“If I'm allowed to stay, sir, I'll prove
myself all right,”’ he declared. ‘¢ Well,
in the train I met that man, Dale. He
told me that a Japanese boy, named
Yakama was soon coming to St. Frank’s
—about four days after me. He told me
that I should have to sleep in a special
bedroom on my first night, and that
Yakama would occupy it on his first
night. He said a lot of things I forget,
sir. But he gave me twenty-five pounds
to help him to get into the school. If
you remember, sir, I hauled him out of
the river, and he pretended to be 1ll. It
was Dale who fixed up that syringe affair
—but I'll swear that I didn’t know there
was any poigon 1in it!”’

““1 believe you, De Valerie,”” 1 said.
“ Well, go on. Why did this man want
to fix up the syringe? What story did
he tell you?”

De Valerie flushed with indignation.

““ Why, sir, now I know it all, T was
a fool to believe him,’” he exclaimed.
“ But I was hard-up—the pater had sent
me to St. Frank’s without much money—
and that twenty-five pounds put me off
my balance. Dale told me that there was
some political trouble—a Japanese crisis,
or something. Yakama was concerned in
it—I was led to believe that he was the
son of a high official at the Japanese Em-
bassy. Anyhow, Dale told me that some
political agents merely wanted to get
Yakama from the school—they weren’t
going to harm him in the lesst.  And
another twenty-five pounds came by post
on the day Yakama arrived. There was

| 2 reminder, too. that T had to work the

syringe that night.”
I smiled grimly. .
“« You deliberately. chose to he blind
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to obvious facts, De Valerie,” 1 said
sternly. * You wanted tho money, and
stifled_your suspicion. Come, that 13 the
truth—you cannot deny it. The whole
story is palpably absurd.”

“T know it is, sir,”’ said De Valerie
despera_tely. “ But it's all T know—I
swear it! And the night before last 1
was forced to meet another man who
fave me further orders. I couldn't re-
use, because they had mo in their power.
¥'d taken the moncy, and I had to earn
16, I simply daren’t refuse to obey.
That’s why I got Yukama into the vault
last night.” |

** And you know nothing more?”

‘“ Nothing, sir—nothing at all!"’

I nodded, and remained silent for a
while. I felt sure that De Valerio was
quite capable of lying; but I knew that
he had been telling mo the truth now.
He had, of course, heen duped in the
most barefaced fashion. He had been
fooled right and left, and had suspected
this himself. But I gavo the boy the
benefit of the doubt—I could not believe
that he had known of tho true plot.
Indeed, his action in saving Yakama's
lide was evidence of that.

‘““De Valerie, you have been guilty of
very serious rascality,”” I said sternly.
“ Your excuse is weak and thin. You
may go for the present, and I will report
to the neadmaster. It may be neces-
sary for you to appear before Dr. Staf-
ford personaliy. But you may receivesorae
camfort in the information that your
punishment will not be so serious as to
necessitate your leaving the school.”

‘“Thank you, sir!”’ said De Valerie
huskily.

He walked out of my study without
another word.

Dr. Stafford was grave when I told him
everything. After due deliberation, how-
ever, it was decided that De Valerie
sho i1ld receive a severo flogging—not in
public—as I had no wish for the facts
ta become known.

After breakfast, therefore, De Valcrie
was called to the head's study. He re-
ceived his flogging pluckilj-—-probably be-
cause he knew he so well deserved it. He
was further punished by ths imposition
of a thousand lines and total * gating ™’
for the period of fourteen days. Upon
the top of this his pocket-money was

THE
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stopped for the remainder of tho term—
that is, the pocket-money which was NHp-
plied to tho head by De Valerie scuior
for weekly allotment to his son.

The junior seemed to care ver little,
for he was ns cool as ever when I passed
him in the Triangle later in the day. His
own lounge had returned, and there was
the same half-insolent expression in his

eyes.

Nipper brought me a most im-
portant item of news towards tlia oven:
ing. It appeared that he had picked up
a piece of paper in the tunnel just after
the struggle with Zingrave. Upon look:
ing at it the lad had discovered that it
was a small shcet torn from the pages
of a pocket-diary. Upon it were severul
rotes—written in the secret shorthand of
tho Circlo of Terror!

The information was brief, but impor-
tant. By what T could make out, an
agent of the Circle of Terror, numed
Brunton, was to have an interview with
a certain Mr. Toko Nagamo on the fol
| lowing Tuesday at noon. 'This interview
wus to take place in a big offictal build
ing in London. Nagamo, 1 learned, was
a iighly-placed Japanese attache, and a
man of excellent repute.

'This private shorthand note, however,
told me much. It practically proved that
the Oriental was d. eply concerned m the
plot—that, indeed, the Circle of Terror
was ecting under hmw instructions, and
taking his money. '

“1 cannot beﬁevo. Nipper, that this
shcet of paper was dropped for the sole
purpose of my picking 1t up,” I declared

uietly to my joung assistant. It 1
?rom Zingravo's ket by accident in
the tusale. It does not matter if ha
misses it, for he will feel suro that it can-
not be read.” .

Nipper nodded brightly.

‘* But what the Jdickens can we do?"’ he
asked. ‘* We'ro stuck down here at St.
Frank's, guv’'nor—" _ _

‘* But there is such a thing as taking
a trip to London, young ’un,” I =aul
grimly. ‘I mean to pursue this affan
to the end. The next move will be ta

interview the excellent Nagamo, and to

discover his game. T intend, in fact. to

bring matters to a head without delay.”’
And I will not deny that the outlouk

pleased me,
END.

NEXT WEEK!—(8ee p. iu of cover.)
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BEGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!

In the Hands 3. Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

TIT:. NELSON LEE LIBKARY

The Chief Charactera in this Story are :

TeEp Morrrre, (Groner Gray, and his
bOrother JAck, who are the English sta
of the Berlin Kovera, a football club 1n
Germany.

O1r0 BRACK 18 @ (erman member of the
team. DBut another German, named

CArL HorrMmanN, 18 friendly. He advises
the three Englishmen to leave (lermany
al once, as war 18 rmmainent. Ted
Morris ia the only one who takes this
advice. The (Orays are betrayed the
next night by their landlord Kutz, who
bringa sn the police. They escape, hov -
ever, by the window, and get into the
strect. I3ut here they are surrounded by
a hostile erowd, who ahower inmlts upon
them. Just when thinga look very black
a car drives up, and the owner asks
them t» get in. He s the American
Ambasaador, and takes them to hi~
Embasay.

(Now read on.)

BOUND FOR ENGLAND!

VENTS were moving with ever-

‘E quickening pace. Up till the

moment of their rescue from the

crowd by the American Ambas-

‘mwdor mneither George Gray nor his

:brother, in spite of the many warnings

they had reccived and their unhappy ex-

periences at the hands of the Berliners,

van be said to have really thoroughly
understood the peril of their situation.

But when the well-trained and n-
scrutable manservant had left themm and
thoy were alone in the rooms that had
beun placed at their disposal at the Em-
bu}ssy, the brothers looked fixedly at cach
other,

For some seconds neither spoke. At
last Jack said, with the faint flicker of a
smilo on his lips:

‘*“ George. I could never have believed

By CLEMENT HALE.
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4 ““ Why not?

‘““ Did—did you see the huge crowd of
men and women, mostly women waiting

that Englishmen were so hated in Berliu

as thny seem to be to-day.” ‘
‘“ It's the racial character coming out,
my boy. Germany hopes to rand the

British Empire limb from limb some day.
(iad, and to think that they’'ve got the
spirit and will to do it, too.”

** Do—do you think the Ambassador
will be able to arrange for our railway
journey, George?'’

I should think so ”’

?!?

to sce him

“1 did, Jack boy.”

‘““They weren’t Americans, George.
Nearly all of them were British, most
of ’em ladies, too; and a few were Rus-
ssans and French——"

‘““ Oh, the French will he tmprizoned
struight away. He'll never be able to
save them. The others, like ourselves,
will have a chance, I hope. ¥ What dis-
gusting boasts the German officials are,
old boy. Did you read how they treated
the French Ambassador?”’

Jack clenched his fists.

“I wish I could fight some of ’'cm,
George. I'd attempt it, at any rate. It
makes my blood boil to think of the way
the cads go on.”

With a laugh, George dropped his
hands on his brother’s shoulders.

‘‘ There, don't excite yourself, Jack,”
satd he. ** You know it’s bad for you.
You're not strong. We'll keep quiet
here, and get to bed early to-night. And
we'll leave this hole of a city, I trust,
in the morning.”’

The day seemed never-ending to the
brothers. Acting upon advice, they no
longer showed themselves abroad. In
the evening they saw the kindly Amcuri-
can Ambassador again for some minutes

Ho informed them that he would hand
them their passports in the morning.

“1 have drawn especial attention to
your case,”’ he said with a kindly smile.
" Your Embassy 1s besicged. 1t is impos-
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sible for your harrassed Ambassador and
his staff to deal with the thousands of
applicants who ezre clamouring at his
doors. I will get your affairs attended
to, however. But I can’t guarantee that
any of the advertised trains will start
at the timas appointed in the morning.

‘““ Does 1t really mean war, sir?”’

Again George Gray put the ‘question,
hoping against hope to receive an as-
surance that there was no danger of such
a catastrophe.

Gravely the answer was given.

‘““ Yes. It is certain. I have been be-
hind the scenes, and I know.”

‘“ Then it’s lucky we’ll be able, thanks
to you, sir, to lcave the country. 1
shouldn’t care to leave myself in German
han :s if war broke out between Germany

and Great Britain.”’
The Ambassador nodded.

“Yes. It would not be pleasant,”’ he
observed. ‘ Be at the station early.
Leave by the first train. You may bo
lucky enough to gain the frontier with-
out turther trouble—"'

‘Then, is there a doubt about it
gir?”’

“ It 1s no certainty.
say.”’

So he wished them a cheery good-night
and hastened to meet other an
weightier obligations.

George and Jack turned in at half-past
nine o’clock that night, but they did not
fall to sleep until the midnight hour had
chimed from a hundred city clocks. Even
then sounds of noise and revelry echoed
from tho restless streets. The German
war beast had, indeed, been roused.

In the morning George and Jack ‘rose
at half-past five, bathed and dressed, and
then anxiously went downstairs to find
out whether their new passports were
ready for them.

Yes. One of the secretaries of the
Embassy, who was already up and doing,
handed them the necessary vouchers,
which they examined with feelings of de-
vout relief.

A half an hour later they ate their
breakfast, and then craved an interview
with the American Ambassador.

Upon this occasion his smile and air
of complete serenity were absent. He
looked tired, worried. Raising his eye-
brows, he eyed them with a grave
smile.

More I cannot

‘“ We wish to thank you, sir, for all the |

kindness you Have 'shown us,” sail
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Grorge. ““I'm afraid we shall never bLe
able to repay you.”

The Ambassador held up his hand.

‘““ Don’t talk of repayment,”’ he cried.
‘“ It is little enough I am able to do in
this terrible time. 1 can only give you
a moment I hope you will succeed in
crossing a neutral frontier. And I wish
you God speed.”

He grasped them heartily by the hand,
smiled, then turned sadly away.

‘“ The decision has been arrived at.
Britain will make her declaration to-day,

perhaps. To-morrow at the latest. Ger-
many has defied her. It is war.”
The pronouncement was not unex-

pected, and yet, on hearing it, George
started as if a blow had struck him, then
looked at his younger brother. Jack was
very pale. His lips twitched nervously.

“Old man,” said the elder brother
brokenly, * let’s start for the station
quick. We must get back to England as
fast ar we can. Don’t you see what th's
means?”’

““ Yes, wo've got to fight, George.”

‘““We have, old man. And we will
fight, too.”

They said good-bye to the Ambassador,
but he was alrcady deeply engrossed in
some perplexing question of international
law with two of -his secretaries. . So
George and Jack left him, and, hurrying
through the streets, at last gained the
rallway terminus, which they found be-
steged by an amazing crowd of English
people and foreigners.

Jack gasped as his eyes took in the
magnitude of the crowd.

‘“ George,”” said he, ‘‘ we shall never

do 1it. There’ll never be trains enough to
take this lot. We don’t stand a doz’s
chance.” | .
- *“ At any rate,”’ cried George, as he
pushed his way among the clamouring,
surging, and excited travellers, dodging
piles of luggage, and adroitly getting
nearer and nearer the ticket offices,
“ wo'll try.”

THE RAILWAY JOURNEY.

I ’ RY! Never could George Gray

have believed it possible that

such utter chaos and confusion

could reign at any railway-

station as ihat which, for the time being,

at any rate, completely demoralised
boasted German organisation there.

True, the queues waiting to get to the

ticket-offices wero orderly encuch, Dbnt
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how white-faced, tired and anxious the
women lookeds

It seemed an age ere George managed
to secure his tickets for himself and
brother.

‘“We give no guarantees,”’ said the
stiff-necked offictal when George asked
him if they ran any risk of not reaching
the frontier.

At last George and Jack shook them-
sclves free of the queues, and reached the
main-departure platform.

On the way they addressed themselves
to half a dozen uniformed officials in
order to find out what time the next train
departed, and if they were on the right
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platform.

None of them knew, or if they did,
would not tell. They scowled at the un-
mistakable ring of the English voices, and
studied the faces of the two travellers in-
tently.

‘““ There 1s only one more train,”’ was
all they could wring from the sullen
porters. ‘‘ It'll be the last to leave from
Berlin. Ach. The trains for Russia are
already stopped. There’s nothing going
east,”” and, with a grim chuckle, the
speaker waved his hand at an adjoin-
ing platform which was crowded with
hopeless-looking refugees. ¢ Look!”’

George Gray looked. The picture that
met his eyes was one he never forgot.
The majority of the forlorn and dejected
creatures who flooded the platform were
Russians. There was no mistaking them.

Nearly all were women. Many of the
women had children with them.

Heaps of luggage were piled in hope-
less confusion, with hardly room to stand
or walk between. Some of the women
were in tears. Children were screaming
or crying for food. Some of the dis-
traoted refugees were quarrclling among
themselves. Despair gripped at the
hearts of most of them, for they were
now outcasts in an enemy country, and
they had already been made to feel their
position.

For hours, George Gray afterwards
learned, the majority of them had sat
there. Already he had come in contact
with some of the grim realities of war.

Up and down the main-departure plat-
form he and Jack walked. '

It was thronged with people, mostly
English men and, women. Every moment
the crowd increased. At last there was
suoch a crowd that the surging thousands
of a Footbal Cup Final were as a fool

|
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to it.
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And after an interminable period of
waiting, the train steamed in. A cer-
tain part of it was reserved for a strong
military guard that was to accompany
the departing foreigners to the fron-
ier,

Every carriage door was locked, so that
though the doors were stormed and the
handles turned, none could be opened.

The imperturbable military guard
boarded the ‘‘express,’’ which was to
beat all German records in the way of
slow travelling.

At last some railwa
along, and the doors of tKe
opened. :

‘“ Stand back there—take your time,”
was the order, but the eager passengers
fought for places, only the women being
spared, and not always them.

Every compartment was soon
crammed, the corridors were chock-a-
block, and the atmosphere indescribable.

‘“If we don’t start soon,” growled
George in his brother’s ears, as they
stood at one end of a compartment,
George leaning against the door, his
brother holding on to a strap, * we shall
die of suffocation.’”’ -

_Then came a tedious examination of
tickets and passports. Nobody was
spared. Finally, the train began to
move, and, passing out under leaden
skies, swept onward, the rain already be-
ginning to fall.

Sighs and exclamations of deep relief
accompanied the start. Anything was
better than the suspense they had so long
endured. Berlin was being left behind.
They were bound for England.

Against that one fact what did any-
thing else matter? -

‘““ George, I've often wished I'd never
seen the place,” said Jack, who looked
very pale and washed out. ‘ I've never
liked Berlin, and I feel happy at the
mere thought of being in London again.”

‘“We haven't got there yet,” said
George, with a grim smile, and a Ger-
man who shared the discomfort of the
compartment laughed.

George glared at him.

““ You nefer will see 1t, mine friend,”’
said he; “ or when you do you will find
it in German hands ”’

George flamed to the ears.

‘“ Never, you beer-swilling sausage
eater!”’ he retorted, and the German rose
in his wrath.

There might have been a scene had

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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rot a lady in the compartment chose on
that moment to faint, and so draw the
attention to her own piteous plight, to
the detriment of the Hun.

Space was cleared, the windows were
let down until the rain was driven in.
And the corridor outside having cleared
somewhat, George and Jack made their
way thither.

Here they were able to-smoke, and the
time passed less tediously.

Most of the other occupants of the cor-
ridor were KEnghshmen like themselves,
and all glad to get away.

The wildest rumours were -passed from
mouth to mouth.

Desperate fighting had already taken
place between the Germans and the Rus-
sians. The. Huns had invaded Belgium.
The forts of Liege had been blown down
as if they’d been made of cardboard. Or
else Liege was defended ° stoutly, and
already a whole army corps of wounded
had been brought back to Germany.

Bnitain was at war. Britain was going
to hold her hand. ,

The German. fleet -had bombarded
Portsmouth. The British fleet had
already come to loggerheads with the
German Drcadnoughts, and two of the
latter had been sunk. And, wildest state-
ment of all, the fuss was all about
nothing, and therc.wasn’t going to be
any war at all. It was just—bluff.

. These and.-similar rumours were
'bandied aboit, and the much:vaunted-ex-
press kept on stopping on the shghtest
pretext, and was often held up to allow
troop-trains to go thundering by. _

At least here was fact, and not
rumour. As he watched those heavily
loaded trains, chock-a-block with Ger-
man soldiers in field grey, armed to the
‘teeth, soldiers who cheered madly, and
sung hymns of praise of the Fatherland;
an he 3zaw trucks bearing guns onward
in their hundreds, George knew that the
world’s peace was being threatened, and
began to wonder what part-he .and Jack
would play in tha trouble that was to
come.

Sometimes a- German civilian would
stroll along, smoking his big pipe, and
chatting pleasantly 1n English, first to
one passenger, then to another.

They had been on the rails for some
hours before it struck George that there
was method behind all this casual ex-
change of chit-chat on the part of the
Germans. He began to notice how

critically these men studied the daoes afh:
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the passengers, and how thei- scemingl
aimless and friendly questions were cal
culated to make every passenger spoken
to reveal his business or profession,
and to state why he was in such a hurry
to get to the frontier.

" Jack,” said George, bending down
and speaking just above his breath.

i “Yes, old man?”’

““Those men who keep on talking to
the passengers. That young chap whe
spoke to us—they are German spies.”’

L Jack started.

‘“ Surely not—’
- “It’s a fact. I'm sureof . That Eng-
ishman who spoke to us a litfle whilo
ago said that he tried to get to the lug-
gage cage, so that he could fish his to-
bacco and pipe out of his bag, and they
would not let him pass. The luggage wua
being protected by the guards. Do you
krow why?”

Jack shook his head.

‘““1 believe they’re examining every bit
of :t during the journey. They're going
to make 1t hot for some of us.”

Jack smiled ruefully.

“Well, we'll be all vight, anvway,”
said he, *‘ for we haven’t got any.”

So the journey proceeded, until at
length, as the day arew to its close,
and ounly a third of the distance to th:
frontier had been covcred, the express
pulled up at a pretentious-looking
| station, and they were informed thut

there would be a long wait, as the main
lines ‘were required for the mibtary.

The brothers alighted with other pas-

sengers, glad of the opportunity to
stretch their cramped limbs, and walked
up and down the platform.

The rain was teeming down. Every-
where they looked they saw crowds of
soldiers in the all-familiar uniform. Arms
were stacked- everywhere.  The troops

1 were either standing or sitting at their

ease. - _ :
All looked tired, but they were elated

and talkative, notwithstanding.
The officers kept themfizelves apart.
Every platform was crowded. Trains
came in ahd ftilled up, then departed—
whither none knew. :
Others passed through the station, and
yet the Berlin express was strandel.
“I'm sick of this Jack,”” said George.
““ Let's see if we can find out when weo
will start.”’ '
They made inquiries, but could discover
nothing. They might resume the journey

T (Continued overleal.y:
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in hall an hour, an hour, or two hours,
perhaps, or they might be kept there till
morning.

The women began to weep and to show
signs of distress. . Some had brought food.
with them, but not all.

They . tried to obtain refreshment, but
were informed that the station had. been

cleared out of everything. Not even a
p;l ass ‘of 'milk-was «to be got.  (Gold
couldn’t have bought it.

George, ‘complained to one of the
cuards, and the German laughed in his
face.

Up and down
rroups of  women
{-;mlh(-r strolled.  They got rid of théir
Jaot sandwiches. . They, too, were be-
ginning to feel hungry.

The day waned in deepening purple,
and mght came.  Sull 1t rained.

“T'm sick of this, If (mlv we could
leave the station for a bit,’ " said Jack.

past.  the distressful
(reorgo and  his.

“Let's try.  There's no sign of the
triomn gomg on.” We can’t make a start
11l the rest of hd\f‘ gone.

the troo

"That nnuh lhnv have toﬁl me,”’” vouch-
safed Georoe, “So Jet's sh()]( into the
town and have a foed at a cafe.”

“ (ot saud  Jack, and they
wondered whiy they hadn’t 1hought of 1t
helore, /\n\ul\ not to lose. their traln
had kept them hanging about no doubt.

Along the platformn th(\y walked, and
down “the slvps leading ™ to the tunnelled
way below. they hurried. They made
for the station exit, and found it blocked
by an armed guard.

As they neared the exit the soldiers
lowered their  rifles and  gleaming

’l‘lf »?

LI:IE

snapped a German officer,

{leave
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bayonets were presented at the English-
men's breasts.

** Here, what’s the meaning of this*’
asked (xc-orge ndignantly, ¢ We are
tired and hunglv \\e are only going
to the nearest cafe.’

“To the nearest prison, you mean,
striding to-

““No one is.allowed _to
station under penalty of

17

wards, them,
tllc
arrest.’
(teorge plecaded and argued, when the
ofhccr pushed him sa.vagoly back ' t
‘8 av another “01d you English
swine,’””. he cried, ¢ “and I'll remove you
under guard.”
Jack pulled at his brother’s s]éove
‘“It's no good old man,” .he said.
““ Let's go back and stick it out.”

So up to the platform they climbed
again, and when theyv arrived there,
found a number of officials, backed by an
armed military guard, moving from onc
group of passengers to another.

. Why,* whatcver’s the matter?” asked
C:oo:rro in dismay, turning to a white-
faced woman who stood ’nemb]mrr near
him. -

‘“ Oh, it’s intolerable, infamous,” she
ansmmc(l hec.,tedl T They’re puttmrr
every one’ of .us to the severest cross-
mammutlon 2 They say they -are scarch--
ing for'spies, and we are 1o be detained:
hom till morning.”

- The morning, .which was approaching
so swiftly.in spite of the: :seemingly end-
less tedium’ of their enforced wait, was
the morning of August 4th.

(Another Instalment of this Thriliing
New Serial Next Week.)
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