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T'ong

AUTHOR'S NOTE,

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank's College, to escape th-
attenticns of the murderous Chincse Secret Society, the Fu Chang |
, whose hatred they have incurred. Although living in the
school in the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and
Nipper, nevertheless, find many opporti.nities to utilise their unique |

detective ability tn various mysterious and advendurous cases.

CHAPTER L
(Set doun by Nipper.)
THE COMIN~ OF THE GREAT FLOOD,

AIN—rsin—rain! . ‘ :
R And still more rain after that'
Never, ,in all my born days,

had I known rain to come down
in such terrific torrents. I don’t exactly
mean that it was pouring with tropical
fury; but it rained day after day
as steadily as a clock ticks.

For a week past the sky had been
leaden, and it had poured thousands

of tons of water down upon the long-

suffering countryside almost every hour.
At St. I'rank’s we had been having frost
and snow, and the weather had been en-
joved by everybody. Rain’s all very
well when it behaves itself. But just now
it seemed as though it. had got beyond
all bounds. -

The clerk of the weather was either
mad. or he had gone away on a holiday.
'Anyhow, the elements seemed to be
doing just as they liked. And we poor
humans were helpless—we couldn’t do a
thing. What was the goold of grumbling?
The rain only seemed to come down more
epitefully.

The River Stowe, which

ran at the

—-—

| played a dirty trick. It had run over its
banks, and the football-ground was
nothing but a sodden marsh.  This hit
the St. Frank’s chaps more than any-
thing.

For days I had hcaird nothing but
growls from cverybodyv. Misery reigned
supreme. Everybody was talking about
serious floods. The people at Bellton,
the village which lay in a hollow, were
positively alarmed. Some, indeed, had
already shifted to Banmington

And to-dwy, just to emnphasise the fact
that it held the whip-hand, the weather
was worse than ever. Wind had come—
a cold, miserable, cutting wind. But the
fellows had been kept indoors for so long
that they had got fed up to the neck.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tomuny
Watson and I, in sheer desperation, had
decided to go for a walk as soon as lessona
were over. I won’t deny that we had
a selfish motive; for we went over tn
Holt’'s Farm to purchase some new-laid
eggs for tea.

We had put on our thickest boots and
our mackintoshes, and we were just {n
that state when we didn’t care a hang f
the rain hissed down in sheets  We'd

grown used to it, and simply ignored it.
It seemcd to be a necessary evil.
We had got our egygs, and were on the

bottom of the playing-fields. had already ! way home—cheerful, in spitc of the ele-
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nents.  Most of the fellows had been
gotting their spivits back, for the ram
ﬁml losted 20 long that it wasn’t any good
vemaining gham.

““* Never inind, dear bays,” said Tre-
i-llie-West, as we trudged aleng through
the mud.  * [f we can’t have footer,
we'll have some boatin’ on the playin’-
fields, begad!”’

It won't get so bad as that, you
axe!” 1 «aid. ‘1 shouldn’t be surprised
if it's n fine day to-morrow.”

‘* Wouldn’t you, Benny?’ asked Sir
Montie, mildly. ‘1 should be fright-
fully surprised—I should, really. I'm
resigned to the worst, 1It's goin’ to be a
second flood !’

“ IFathead!”’ granted Tommy Watson.

“Weo haven't had a flood yet!”

““ Dear boy, T mean a sccond Great
IFlond--the world’s goin’ to be sub-
morged, begaud!” explained Montie.
“ Wea shall have to make an Ark of the
feothall-boildings—""

*“ Oh, dry up!"’" I grinned.

** Dear fellow, I'd give anythin’ to,”
sighed Uregellis-West,  ¢° But how can 1
dey up when it keeps rainin’ cats an’
doga? Just look at those meadows over
there—they're rheots of water already.”

We paussd, and looked away towards
thee river. It was n dreary, drab scene
enough.  The river itself was scarcely
distinguishable, for the marshes on
cither side of it were completaly flooded.

‘“ Old Warren was talking about the
locks this morning,’”’ remarked Watson,
ns we walked on again along the little
country lane. ** He seems to be a bit
anxious about them. If they bust, there’ll
bo the vory dickens to pay.”’

‘“ J.ocks aro made to stand floods,”” 1
pard.  ‘* And what does old Warren know
about 1t. anyhow?”

‘“ Why. he was here when the last flood
happened, about ten years ago,’’ replied
Tommy. * There were lots of people
drowned at that time, and Bellton was
nearly swePt away.”’

*““ How cheerin’!”" said Montie. ‘“ An’
what about the school?”

““ Oh, St. Frank’s is safe enough,’’ said
Watson. ™ The school buildings are on
slightly highor ground, you know, and
they’d escape any serious inundation—
that's a good word, ain’t ®?”

** Dear boy, you remind me of Jappy,”’
suid Tregellis-West. ‘' He’'s always
stringin’ out long: wor% you know. 1
ulwavs fagl frightened when he's telkin’
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to me, in case I shouldn’t know what the
words meant!”’ ’

I grinned.

‘“ Inundation ain't a long woird,” 1
remarked.'‘ Let’s hope nothing like that
bappens here. There’s certainly a pond
in Bellton High Street, but you can’t
call it serious—"’

‘“ Begad! What om earth’s that?”’
:é!ked S8ir Montie, coming to a sudden

op.

Above the steady biss of the rain we
heard - a low, roaring neaise, which re-
minded me of the surf on a rocky beach.

It was most extraordinary, and grew
louder every minute. We were some
hittle distance from ithe vilage itself,
having taken the lanc from Holt’s farm
which led :ound the back of Bellton
Wood. The river was away to our right,
and the level of thc lane was about
similar to that of the river A high
bank divided the marshes, however, and
the lane was only muddy—although the
marshes themselves were flooded.

The roar increased, and from the direc-

| tion of the village we distinetly heard a

The
way off, and were
wind in waves.

dickens—"'  began

chorus of alarmed shouts amd cries.
sounds were a lon§
borne along with the

‘““ What the
Tommy.

‘“ It sounds Bke water!” said Tregellis-
West. “ It must be raitun’ a lot harder
over there—'’ .

‘“ Oh, don’t try to be funny, Montie!"’
I interrupted. ‘‘ There’s something queer
about that noise. By ljingo, it’s getting
louder all the time! wonder—— No,
I don’t suppose it's that.” H

‘“ What?”’ asked Watson bhmtly.

“ 1 was thinking of the locks.’

‘““ Do—do you think they’ve busted?’’
yelled Tommy, with a start.

“ Well, Listen—"' : .

‘“ Great Scott! Look there!’’ shouted
Tregellis-West abruptly.

He was pointing up the lane, and
Tommy and I stared in a fascinated kind
of way. Quite a distance from us, but
clearly vimble, a rolling mass of water
wus surging along like a tidal wave!

It was browny-white with foam, and
looked like a solid wall, four or five feet
high. It was sweeping the hedges liko
blades of before it, tearing up
bushes by the roots, and causing the sap-
lings to bend and shiver and snap. Tae
larger trees withstood the strain, but
shuddered before the onslaught, o

-
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¢ Good heavens!” choked Tommy
Watson, going pale.

Just for a moment I was rooted to the
ground. The oncoming mass of water
was not confined to the lane itseli. The
marshes presented the same appearance.
The whole stretch of land on both sides
of the river was attacked by the all-
powerful rush.

“It's the flood—the flood!” I gasped
breathlessly.

‘“ Dear fellows, we're in danger,’”’ was
Sir Montie's calm remark. ‘“ Begad,
we’d better run for it, you know. There’s
e steep bank just round the curve—"

While he was speaking we commenced
running with every ounce of speed we
were capable of. Behind us roired the
oncoming flood, now a deafening, hiss-
ing volume of sound. I'd never ex-
perienced anything like it in all my
life, and I'll admit that I was just a bit
scared.

““ The locks must have
panted, as we ran. ;

The remark was unnecessary, for the
truth was obvious. This was the first
mad torrent of water from the swollen
river. In a short while, of course, the
rush would be over, but we were catch-
ing the full brunt of it.

s The locks near the Bannington road
were big ones, but they had been unable
to bear the enormous strain. ~ Suddenly
giving way, millions of tons_of water had
been released. And this monstrous wave

- was the result. It was sweeping along
the valley, carrying all before it.

We ran like mad, hoping ta_gain the
tigh ground in time.

But our efforts were puny; we might
as well have stood still and waited for
the inevitable. As we ran, the flood
rushed behind us, and then we were
overwhelmed. I really can’t describe
what happened afterwards.

I'll try to, of course, but it won’t give
you much idea of the actual occurrence.
The three of us were swept from our feet
like corks in a drainpipe. Tossed up and
"down, we plunged beneath the surface of
the muddy water. Bushes, branches of
trees, and all manner of odds and ends
were dotted around us in the foam.

The flood was so swift that it was
utterly impossible for us to keep our
feet. Helpless, terrified, we were carried
along with the dreadful rush.

‘““We shall be drowred!"
Jommwry Watson wildly.

gone!” 1

gasped

SCHOOL 3

“Tt's shockin” " <pruttored Siv Monti -,
his hcad coming out of the water for
moment. ¢ Oh, begad' Ain't this wate
got a horrid tuste?” Benny boy, v.a't:
beit” swept Ugggegh!™

Montic's face was envelnped once oo
as an eddy caught him and whirled birr
unider. The water was as cold as i,
but we hardly had timme to notice i-
We were fighting—fighting to gain =+
mastery of the floud.

We migcht as well have tried to . oy
the waves on iihc seashore All .
cfforts were uscless.

But the flood, although terribly (-1
and powerful, wuas not deep. I meran
that we should have been able to tfind
our feet easily if the water had boern still,
Our only dangcer lay in being swept be-
neath the surfuce so many times that we
weakened with exhaustion.

This undoubtadly woull have been
the case if we had been carried aloug for
a sufficient length of time. But wo were
dashed through the topmost branchez of
the hedge, and carried round thie rear
of Bellton Wood. Here there was a
sloping bank, leading down into u krinud
of gully.

And, wirh terrific speed, we shot gown
the bank and disappeared into a foam-
ing vortex of muddy water. When we
came to the surface we found that we had
escaped the full rush—in short, we had
been flung into a kind of backwash.

““ Great Scott! Are we still alive,
dear fellows”’’ gasped Monttie.

““ Make—make for those rocks over
there!”” 1 spluttered, jerking a lump of
turf from my face. ¢ Oh, my goodness.
what a time we’re having'”

The gully was enveloped completely :
beneath us the water must have been
seven or ecight feet deep. The place was
a miniature lake. Our macks and othe:
clothing ' made swimming difficult, b:ut
the distance wasn't far.

‘“ Strike out,”” I said pantingly. Y ou
all right, Tommy ?"’ _
“Yes, fathead!” gasped Wats 1.

““ As right as you are, anyvhow!”

We struggled against the current, ai i
at last managed to find our feet. .\
rough, sloping cliff lay in front of u.—
and this afforded plenty of footholl
Sloping away from the top was a shor
stretch of rough grassland, with Bellt -
Wood bevond, a dense mass of trees.

We dragged ourselves out of the wate -
and we couldn't help experiencing
rummy sensation.  Often enough, '»
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sunny weather, we had scrambled up that
eliff from the gully. DBut then every-
thing had been dry, with no water nearer
than half-a-mile. The whole aspect of
every thing was now changed. |

Wo stood there among the rocks in the
gutherug dusk, with the rain still hissing
down in torrents. The first burst was
over, but a terrible amount of damage
must have been caused. - Not that we
thonght of that at the moment; we were
too much occupied in secking safety our-
selves, |

The spot was a very gloomy one at the
best of times, for the shadow of the
wood overhead cast a depresaing dreari-
neas over the whole scene. Now, in the
present circumstances, the place seemed
positively repellent.

The flood was swirling among the
rocks at our feet, but we were now out
of danger. It would be quite easy to
icach St. Frank’s by catting round the
wood and coming out opposite the main
gates,

““ Thank goodness we're all right!”’ I
excluimed buskily. ¢ We ought to con-
sider ourselves jolly lucky—"

Just as T was about to finish speaking
l paused abruptly. From the very
ground heueath my feet, so it secmed, a
sound camec. J caught my breath in.
'The others had hearﬁ it, too.

A wild, cerie cry reached our cars. It
was mufled and horrible. It ceased, and
was not repeated.

** What--what was that?”’ asked Wat-
son, shivering

‘““ Thero's somebody here,”” said Sir
Montie, looking round. *‘ I'll swear that
was 2 human sound, dear boys.”

But wc could see all round us clearly,
and there was not a living soul within
mght. Weo had the place utterly and
absolutely to ourselves.

‘“Jolly queer,” I exclaimed, in a low
voice.  ** What did it sound like to you,
-']‘Onlmy?”

‘“ Soemed like the cry of a ghost—""

“You ass!’’ I cut in sharply. *‘‘ Ghests
Jdon’t make noises like that. Besides,
there aren’t such things as ghosts.”’

Watson looked round uneasily.

** It—1t was thundering uncanny, any-
how,” he muttercd nervously. |

We had all caught that feeling, and I
dare say it was the desolate nature of our
~arroundings that brought it on. I only
kirow that we all had a tremendous desire

to got away from the place as quickly
y F & . ‘entered the gates.

ur Pnssible.

And, without wasting a- moment, ~we
commenced sctambling, helter-skelter, up
the cliff. Tec be quite frank, we dreaded
to remain on that mysterious spots -

CHAPTER 11.
(Nipper continues.) ,
IN WHICH MY CHUMS AND I GO-ON A BOATING
TRIP TO BANNINGTON.

E felt rather sheepish -when we

\K/ arrived at the top of the steep

slope. Althqugh we didn’t

admit it—even to ourselves—

wo knew that we had fled from the lower
ground—actually fled.

* It must have been the water,” I re-
marked, shivering. °

‘“The water?”’ asked 8ir Montie,
‘““ Which was the water, Benny boy?”’

‘“ Why—cr—that queer sound,” I re-
plied. ‘“ A stream running down be-
tween two of the rocks, I suppose.
‘Water does make rummy noises, you
know.”’

The others nodded. But they knew—
and I knew—that my explanation was
totally wrong. The most important
thing, however, was to get to St. Frank’s
without losing a -minute. @We weren’t
anxious to develop pneumonia, or some-
thing of that sort.

We looked awful scarecrows—drench-
ing wet, capleas, and coated with browny
mud all over. An ordinary wetting isn’t
so bad, but the flood had churned up
tho mud shockingly, and we were in a
terriblo condition. .

The clothing we wore was utterly
ruined—every scrap of it, except, per-
haps, our mackintoshes. But we were
thankful to be out of the flood alive.
The adventure might wecll have had a
tragic ending.

““ Come on!” I said, between my chat-
tering teeth. ¢ Let's run!”

We did run, ag hard as we could go.
8kirting the wood, we worked our way
round, and presently came out on the
meadow opposite the main gates. This
was rising ground, and was not affected
by the released water. |

Once through the hedge, however, we
found that the lane was a running stream
—but only to the depth of three or four
inches. 'The Triangle, too, was flooded.
The whole expanse was a cheet of water,
Warren, the parter, was ploughing his
way across it with unutterable disgust.

He gared at us speechlessly as we
It was now roarly
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dark, and I suppose we must have looked
rather {veird in the half-light. But War-
ren soon recovered his breath, and gave
a gasp.

. ““Lor’ save us!” he ejaculated.
“ You gave me quite a fright—"

‘“ We've been nearly drowned, Warren,
dear boy,”” panted Sir Montie. *‘‘ Please
Jook another way. I'm in such an
appallin’ state that I don’t want to be
gazed upon by anybody!”

 Blow me, if you ain't some o’ the
voung gents!’”’ gasped Warren. ¢ What
'ave you been a-doin’ of, young
masters?”’

“ Can't stop to tell you. old son,”’ T
said. ‘‘ Heard any news from the vil-
lage?"”

“ Not yet, young sir—"’

We didn’t give Warren a chance to say
anything further; or, if he did say it, he
addressed the rain-laden air. We were
scudding over to the Ancient House, and
Sir Montie groaned when he saw that the
Jobby was simply crowded with excited
juniors. There was a vell as we were
sighted.

‘“ Here they come!”’ roared Handforth,
of the Remove. * I'll bet it’s those Study
C asses! They're the only chaps out,
anyhow——"'

““ Great Scott! What’s happened to
lem?”’

‘ Oh, my only aunt!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a confusion of yells as we
came into the radius of electric light and
left the dusky Triangle behind us, and
we couldn’t possibly blame the fellows for
laughing as they did. We looked like
nigger minstrels who had had a ducking
and® had been chucked into a mud bath
afterwards.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!’

““ Who's been giving you a wash?”

‘““ Rats! Don’t chip ’em!”’ shouted
Owen major. ‘‘I reckon they must have
been caught in the flood or something.”

¢ Oh, no!” I said sarcastically. ¢ We
don’t look as if we've been caught in the
flood, dp we? We dived in, just to see if
the water was dirty."’

Sir Montie groaned aloud.

‘“ Be sporty, dear boys!"’ he pleaded.
““ Pray let us get through. I'm simply
dyin’ to get into a hot bath—I am, really!
We're all shockin’ly cold, an’ I believe
we're contractin’ rheumatic fever or
lumbago.” .

“ Hold on! We want to ask you ques-

tions,”” bellowed Handforth. ¢ Wi
about the flood? We can’t get to Lea-
anything about it——""

There was a commotiou from bel:i |
the crowd.

“ Now, boys—now. bovs!” came -
stern tones of Mr. Alvington—in othe
words, the guv'nor. “ Let me pass,
please! Good gracious! What a terribi-
state you boys are in! What have ~ou
been doing®"

“We were caugit by the flood when
it came along. sir,”” I explained, stil!
shivering. “ We couldn’t possibly help
being swept away—"

“ Of course not' I quite understan.d
that,”” saild Nelson Lee, with concern in
his voice. ‘ Followw me at once. boy-'
I only hope no serious cousequences wil'
come about. You mnst have a bath, and
get to bed at once !

We pushed through the excited <rowd
of fellows, and as we iollowed the
guv'nor, DMontie looked at me aunl
actually winked.

“ T dou’t think, dear follow!™ he muc-
mured.

“ You don’t think what:”

“Why, I'm not goin’ to be put to be'l
like a little boy !’ said Tregellis-Wesc.
“’Tain’t likely, 1s 1t” There's nothi:
wrong with us, reaily! Ouce we’ve haii
a bath an’ got into clean things we shall
be all right.”

And as a matter of fact we were. A\
hot bath and a change of clothes worked
wonders. We had been exerting our-
selves ever since our soaking. aud we
hadn't had time to contract chills. We
were quite fit by the time we had gort
iuto spare suits, and as hungry as
hunters.

“Why, I think you're quite weil,
boys,”” smiled Nelson Lee, who came into
the dormitory just as we were ready to
go down. * If you feel feverish, how-
ever, vou raust go to bed without delay.”

“Well, T am a bit feverish, guv'nor,” 1
grinned. ¢ I'in feverish to get down t»
Study (' and have a good feed! We'i
bought a dozen eggs, but they're buste.i
up completely now. I say, this 1]
looks jolly serious. doesn’t it?”

We were in the dormitory by our
selves, and as Tor.ny and Montie ware
in the.secret, I could spoak freely to th
guv nor.

He nodded gravely.

¢ The situation Is very serious indeel,
voung ‘wi,’ ' he replied. 1 have just
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had a telephone mes-age from Dellton,
but T douabt if communication will be pos-
«ible much longer. The telegraph-poles
im the village ave In a rocky state, I

understand.  Bellton itself is  badly
(looded.” .
‘““ Deep, sir?’ asked Sir Montie.

‘“ What about the poor villagers?”

““ They are having appalling hardship,”
sild Nelson Lee quietly. ‘“ Nearly all the
vottages on the %aistowe Road are sub-
merged. They are low-built, you know.
And in the H.gh Street the water 1s close
upon five feet deep.”

*“ Phew!” I wistled
1oiten!”

‘““The shops aro washed out almost
without exception,” went on the guv'nor,
** and the .inhabitants have had to take
refuge in the bedrooms. Bellton is quite
wwolated, I believe, and the flood is get-
ting worse.”

We all had long faces.

“* Anybody drowmned,
Watson, rather huskily.

*“T don't know, my boy,’
s hoolmaster-detective. *“ But it i3 quite
possible - that there have becn some
tragadies. We are extremely fortunate at
St. I'rank’s. The level of the ground here
i= only slightly above tHat of the village,
hut we are escaping the worst part of
the flood. There 18 no peril of the water
rizing *higher than a foot or two at 8St.
Frank’s, and even that is improbable. We
shall receive furthers news, I darc say,
i3 the morning,”’

Sir Montie adjusted his
Jowly.

*“ Can’t we do some rescue work, sir?”’
he asked. ‘* Can’t we go to the village
and help some of the poor people there?”

‘“ You may be . sure, Tregellis-West,
that everything is being done already,”
said the guv’nor. ‘‘ Large parties have
alrendy come from Bannington, and the
Liomeless people from the flooded arca
ar¢ being given shelter.”’

Sir Montie’s face brightened.

*“ That’s made me feel more comfort-
able, sir,”” he declarcd. ‘‘ Begad,
cculdn’t have eaten a morsel of tea if
you hadn’t told me that! Well, dear
boys, I suppose we’d better get down!”’

But, before descending, I told the
jruv 'nor about that cry we
tistened gravely, and

‘“ That’s simply

.
"

asked

gir?"’

’

replied the

pince-nez

suggested that

|

I

Srad heard. He,

somo unfortunatec man had been swept!

{o death by the flood. "But I told ‘. Qld
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the very ground itgelf. Ile was puzzled,
but advised e not to think about the
incident. There was possibly a natural
cause for the uncanny sound.

We had a ripping tea, in spite of the
lost eggs. Fellows from other studies
brought all sorts of contributions—sar-
dines and sausages and bacon, and I'm
blessed if I know what else. Wec oon-
sumed the meal in state, with a big
audience crowding round us, listening
vhile we related our adventures between
mouthfuls,

That night there was general excite-
ment. Prep. was completely forgotten
by everybody in the Lower School, and
not a junior got to sleep until an hour
after the usual time. The rain was still
hissing down outside without a pause.

In the morning, however, the sky was
leaden, but it had ceased to weep. The
air was comparatively clear, and there
was a strange sccne visible from the
dormitory windows,

The Triangle was nearly a foot under
water now, .and the playing-fields were
submerged to a depth of over three feet.
The effect was queer. Hedges and fences
and trees stuck out aof the water in the
most extraordinary fashion. As I gazed
out with Sir Montie and Tommy, 1 saw
Warren passing through the gateway
into the Triangle—in a boat!

‘“ Begad,” said Sir Montie, in surprise,
‘“the water must be frightfully deep!”

‘“ Not necessarily,”’ I replied. “‘ That’s
a flat-bottomed boat. It doesn’t draw
more than seven or eight inches. War-
ren’s got sense. He doesn’t want to get
his tootsies damp. Look at the pole .he’s
using. It doesn’t go in more than a
foot.”

Warren punted the hoat acress to the
College House steps, and used them as a
landing-stage. . .

“ High old times-—what?’ chuckled
Hubbard gleefully, looking out.

““ Rather !” said Handforth. “1It's a
half-holiday this afternoon. We’ll go
ont boating across the playing-fields!
Doesn’t it sound rummy?”’ .

The juniors were a thoughtless crew,
but there was nothing surprising in that.

} Boys don’t look into things very deeply.

The Removites were m high glee. The
flood at St. Frank’s was a novelty. They
revelled in it. 'The deptression had gone,
and everybody was as keen as mustard.
And now that the rain had stopped there

Myy » ybat, tlng?.,ﬁdil’i&,cll. Jad. ‘_c‘c'ig'ijg_’_!,'f,t'mn | was nothing .to.grumhle at.
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'At breakfast-time we learned further
details of the flood.

‘FThe water was higher in Bellton, but

the stranded villagers wero all being
cared for. Two or three people had been
«dnjured, but nobody killed. Further
¢ down the valley, however, there had
been some deaths, and there were any
number of sheep and pigs drowned, to
say nothing of poultry. But it’'s impos-
sible for a serious flood to come without
tragedy accompanying it.

Telegraphic and telephonic communi-

cation was cut off from Bellton and the
school. The railway, from Bannington
downwards, was out off. No trains were
able to come through Bellton, for the
cutting was a deep river by this time.
- Morning lessons at St. Frank's were a
farce. Nobody paid any attention, and
the masters made no attempt to subdue
the juniors. Permission was granted for
the boys to use the school boats in the
“ grounds,”’ but nobody was to venture
beyond. On the river itself the current
was tereibly strong.

Just before dinner the guv'nor sent
for me, and I went to his study, wonder-
ing what was in the wind.

‘““ Ah, Bennett,”’ he said, as I appeared,
“I want you to do me a favour. Shut
the door! I want you to go over to
Bannington this afternoori, by boat.”

‘““ Any old thing, guv’nor!” I said.
¢ Another supply of cigars?”’

The guv’nor chuckled.

‘““ None of your' cheek, Nipper!”’ he
remarked. ‘‘I shouldn’t send you to
Bannington for cigars. A new boy is
due to arrive this afternoon, and he can't
come to Bellton, owing to the flooded
condition of the railway. The position,
therefore, is rather awkward.”

“1 suppese he’ll get out at Banning-
ton?” I asked. *‘° Who is the chap, any-
how? A little kid for the faggery, sir?”’

‘ No, Nipper. The new boy will go
into the Remove. His name 1s Burton;
Tom Burton, I believe. He 1s the son of
a retired captain—a merchant service
skipper of the old school. Came into a
fortune, I believe, or something of that
gort. At all events, my boy, Burton is to
board in the Ancient House, and I'll
-leave you to find him a study. It would
be rather nice if you met hun at Ban-
ningtcon."’

“I don’t mind, guv'nor,” I said. ‘¢ Of
course, under ordinary circumstances, he
could find his own giddy way. But it's

a Lit diffictdt with all this water abof
isn't 1t?"’

‘“ Exactly!" nodded Nelson
“ You may take your chums with yon,
of course. Pick your way carefully, il
avold the main ejream. You'll be abie
to work round and strike the Banningt 1
road, if it is possible to distinguish :-.
Near the town there i3 a hill, and that, ¢
course, 18 high and dry. So I advise you
to moor your boat there and walk i1
Bannington, to the station.”’

‘“ Is Bannington flooded, sir?”’

““Only :hightly, in the lower part -7
the town, which you won't need to visit, "
replied Lee. ¢ Bring Burton back,
Nipper, and decliver him at the Ancien-
House. After that, of course, you can
leave him to his own devices, if wvou
choose.’”

““ Right vou are,
fully.

So, after dinner, Tregellis-West and
Watson and I went on our trip. Several
other fellows—Handforth particularly—
declared in no uncertain terms that it
was a bit offside that we should be
allowed to go right to Banningten, while
the other juniors were compelled to r2-
main within bounds. But as Handforth
was always grumbling at ssmething, we
didn’t take any notice of him.

Warren had brought all the boats it
the Triangle, and several fights were u
progress among the juniors as to who
should go for a row first. I, having o
special mission to perform, had a boat
reserved for me, and I stavted off with
my chums in state. '

We glided off across the Triangie,
scraping the gravel now and again; bur,
once on to the flooded pluving-fields, wa
were able to use the oars, and got along
in fine style. The sun was attempting ta
break out at times, but it was weak ani
watery, and there was a promise of mors
rain-in the air.

But the floods were still rising, and
wouldn't subside for days, cven if thwo
rain held off all the while.

It was strange, rowing over the spota
we had often trodden by foot. As far as
the eye could see in every direction la:
sheets of glassy water, with trees ar.
buildings sticking out of 1t 1 the most
bizarre fashion.  The ouly really dJdr:
pieces of ground were the lLills abon-
Bellton Wood.

We took it m turns at steeving,
managed to kcep clear of rhe river

v .
1200

* 1Y)y

art’ I satd clieer-
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proper. This could only be distinguished
bi the swift current, which in places was
whirling dangerously.

All manner of articles were floating
down the stream—planks, hen-coops,
bushes, portions of wooden fencing, and
occastonally big treces. Although we waere
in gcood spirits, we couldn’t help feeling
depressed  occastonally. THe wheole
aspect of the countryside was one of
desalation and waste.

*“ Just look at Bellton!”’ said Montie
reriously.  “ Ain’t it shockin’?”’

The village was clearly visible. Some
of the low cottages were nearly sub-
merged, only the chimney-pots protrud-
g above the water, but the majority
of the buildings were habitable on the
upper floors. Beats were passing up and
«own the space which had once been the
High Street.

* I suppose it’ll get right in?"’
asked Tommy Watson. € e

‘““Yea ass! Of course it will!’’ I re-
plied. ** Why, in some districts they have
floods like this everﬁ two or three years!
Some of the ramshackle buildings will
collapse, of course; but that may be a
blessing in disguise. Anyhow, Bellton
will look itself again when the river goes
lown,”’ |

We continued our jowney, and crossed
the current much higher up, where it
was flowing fairly sedately. Lower down,
near the weir, the river was a dangerous

torrent—a death-trap if any bout was
aught in its clutches.

The hill we were making for staod out
distinctly across the great stretch of
water. There were plenty of other boats,
of oourse, for there was no other way of

vommunicating with the isolated village
‘vt Bellton. ‘

We ran ashore, so to speak, easily, and
tied the painter of the boat to a tree
which grew near by. Then we jumped
vrat, and had a little argument as to who
~hould remain with the boat whilst the
others went to meet the train.

At last Tornmy Watson agreed to re-
muain in charge, and Sir Montie and 1
trudged away mto Bannmington. The
roads were muddy, of course, but quite
above the flooded area. We arrived at
the station in good time, and had to
wiait twenty minutes. The train, how-
rver, was nearly twelve minutes overdue,

From what we conld #ther, the flood

was only a local one—that is, 1t was’t
gerious anywhere except in the fowe
valley—which. after all, was only, . minor
locality, It affected St. Frasx's and
Bellton move than any other place.

The train came in, and Sir Montin
and I saw a boy descend ¢lumsily from a
first-class compartmant. He was dressed
in Etons, bat they didn’t fit him at all
—at least, he didn’t know how to wear
them properly.

He was a big-limbed sort of chap, and
struck mo as being of the type who
couldn’t enter a room without kno king
everything over. ,

As we approached him we saw that his
face was as brown as a berry. His cyes
were open and frank, with a kind of in-
nocent expression in them. 1 took to
him at once, instinctively.

‘““T suppose you're Burton?’ I asked,
getting straight to the point.
‘“ You've got my name,’”’ he replied in

a big, gruff voice. ‘‘ Souse me, you're
from St. Frank’s, I'll bet!”

‘“ Begad!’ murmured Sir Montie.
“ How did you know, dear boy?"

““ Well, your oaps give the game away,
don’t they?’ laughed Burton. ‘¢ What’s
wrong up t—h,e line? I hear there’s been -
a heavy sea.’

His manner was Wonderfully jolly, and
his face was the very personification of

genmality. His eyes twinkled with
natural good-humour?
‘““ Bellton’s flooded,”” I said. ‘ The

only way of getting to St. Frank’s is by
boat just at present, and wo've come
along to do the honours. We're going
to convey you to the school in state. I'm
Dick Bennett, of the Remove. But I'm
rude—this cheerful image is Sir Lancelot
Montgomery Tregellis-West, Baronet—
also of the Remove!”’ .
The new boy’s eyes opened wide,

‘¢ Bust my tops’l!” he exclaimed with
great heartiness. ‘¢ That’s a good name,
ain’t it? Why, you're kidding me.
You’re not g baronct, are you?’”’

Sir Montie sighed.

‘¢ It’s shockin’, but it’s true, dear fel-
low,”” he admitted apolagetieally. ‘It
was horrid of Benny to string out my
name like that. I'm afraid you'll think
me an appallin’ swanker, Burton. But
Fm not—I'm not, really!”

‘““ Well, wash my scuppers!” exclaimed

Burton. ‘‘ You've given me a surprise.’
“ Dear boy. we've a lot move sup.1sad
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“Shiver my bows!' mevmimved Pur
ton.

Qir Mountie eyed the new boy throwgh
his pince-nez with open wonder and aas
tonishment.  His weird expressions were
starthing, but 1 corld quite understand
“hf he used them. Having lived as a
child upon a big sailing ship, he had
naturally picked up all manner of rough
terms, amT it would bhe years before he
dropped the habit: especially if he made
no attempt to put tue brake on.

I could seo that Tom Burton would
create quite a sensation at 8St. Frank's.
But he was auch a huge, lnmbering Inm
of good nature that ho would get on waﬁ
with nearly everybody. And his very
size would protect him from the sneers

of cads likea Fullwood or De" Valerie or
Merrell.

“I'm zorry T came!"’ exclaimed Bur-
ton suddenlv, as he fownd Sir Montie's
eyes upon him. “ I'va a good mind to
go back by the next train. I told my
dad that I should be out of place at St.
Frank’'s—and [ shall be, too! You fel-
lows are shocked, T know. T didn't
thin!t’ I should bave to be with baronets

than  you are,” said  Tregellis-West
gently. **I hate to be rude, but I
baven't the slightest idea what your scup-
pers are. An' do they really need
washin’?"’

The new boy's face expressed dismay.

““ There! My dad told me to be cave-
ful,”” he exclaimed, in a startled voice.
“But T can’t forget: I'm blowed if I
can. He told me to speak properly. And
I’'ve been talking like a fo'c’sle hand!”

L

» I grinned.
‘““ My dear chap, this is a free country,

and every chap’s got the right of free
speech,”’ 1 saitt ‘“ It doesn’t matter- to
us how you talk. - Some of the fellows at
St. Frank'’s might jeer at you—such as
‘Fullwood and his crowd—but jeering
from them ia rather a compliment. But
I must admit you seem to be a bit
original."’

“It ain't m{ fault, you know,” he
said confidentially. ‘ My father was the
skipper of a big sailing ship before he
wont into steam, and soon after that he
vetired. Ever since I was a little nipper
I usad to run about the ship, and mix
with the hands. And I Kickod u% all
sorts of expressions I oughtn’t to have| ™, :
done. And, souse me, I'm blowed if 1 Tregellis-West Wr'n!: y¥ery rm:l'. .
can get out of 'em. Why, my dad alwaya] ‘' Dear boy, forgive ~me!” he said
calls me ‘ Bo'sun ' now!” earnestly. ‘‘ If anybody’s been rude, it'e

« T30 0w : : me. I was starin’ at you in the moat ill-
T ‘B‘eszlfll;rh:;:d Slruxgmnl?m‘?qui mannered way, bog'nd); You're the very
it gad . & 1q ' sort we want at St. Frank's—you are,

: . ly. in't
‘“ It means ‘boat-swain ' really,’’ said really. There ain’'t many really decent

. like in’ e
Burton. ‘‘ But when I was about three ehﬁpf)o:s‘: y?:. kug:;kugbouﬁmwn'" [
—as soon as I beggn to talk, in f?“v my I chuckled. “ You're the right sort.”
dad called mo Bo sun—and that’s been The Bo'sun’s innocent eyes sparkledd
my name ever since. I’ve never had a

with joy.
e enat I remember, and the | "u/'gois my main-deck!  You're too

, : : : good to me!"" he exclaimed, with hearty

Burton’s openness coricerning hia child- } o/ ,thusiasm. *“ I hope you'll let me be

hood was rather f“m”i“f;i and he didn'$ |5 messmate of yours?” he added
seem to mind telling us his whole family

: 1ously.
history.  But the station platform at N Bacy

J i B d! A m s tP?" k d Sir
Bannington was hardly the place to go Monti?x‘;)ildly. s hexe
into details. |

_ ‘““ A—a chum, 1 mean.”
“Well, look here, Bo'sun,” T said| ¢« Oh!" said 8ir Moutie. “ Of course
cheerfully, ¢ we'll get along—"

—er, B&’sun.  You've a chum of ours
“ Great marlinspikes!" exclaimed Bur-|alreudy, ain’t you? Come along, an
ton. ‘* You ain’t going to call me

we'll soon introduce you to a rippin’

Bo’sun, are you?” chap named Watson. We're goin’ to

““My dear chap, the name suits you | row you home. Don’t bothee about your

down to the ground,”” I grinned. ** Why, | luggage—it's a frightful bore, loekin’
with a few whiskers, you'd look a bo'sun

alter luggage. That'll vogie on after-
to the life! TI'll bet anything that

wards."”’
you're known all over St. Frank's as| And, seizing the Bo'sun’s arms, we
(BN

‘ Do'suu ' hefore to-morrow night! marched him ont ef the statien,
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CHAPTER 111

BAIDIORTH MAKES HIMARLP A BIGUER AxN
THAN URSUAL -AFND THNRERRE IS AN ADVEN.
TURS. WRICR NEARLY BYCOMNMES A TRAGEDY,

DWARD OSWALD HAND.
E FORTH uttered a snort.

‘“You're an sss, Armold

Mo lure !** he exclaimed warmly.

Why shouldn't we further? 1

pore 1 can handle a boat, can't 17"

“ You know jaolly well that we’re for-

bhiddrn  to go beyond bounds,” eid

Mo lure, with equal warmth, * The

rivei’'s dangerous, and wo don’t want to
gt capes What do you my,
Church*'’

“Why, we'll atick to the rulea’ bn
wiid  promptly. * Handforth's off his
chump to suggest—"'

“Dul yon say I'm off my chump,
\'Vs‘!‘ilvr (hurchl” decimandod Handforsh
arnly.

“Ain't your bLig enough?'”
g-owled Chaech,

The redoubtablo leader of Study D
teod up, and commenood to roll up his
slenves.

“l.ook out, you guldy
1oarcel MClure, in alarnn.  * You'll
have tho bost over in half-a-tick! The
water min’t deep, but I dou’t want to get
dronched ! Rit down, you cuckoo!"’

Hl{:::urth ':lolll' coul-imﬂmd to stand in
the t, whi was floal placadl
noar the sports pavilion. lluﬁhnd(ortl

was about the dumsirst chap at 8t

cars

fathead '’

rank's, and he ot forward de-
Libeiately—with the eerful intention
of pundhing Churh on the foee.

Tho boat rocked wildly, and Handforth
aat down much svoner than he oxpected.
Incidentally, he to overbuoard,
and only just saved hunsell by clutching
at McClure, whueo cap flopped into the
muddy water with a splash.

howled

‘“look what you've done?”
roared Haudforth.

McClure.

“T7 don't care!”’

** Yuu shouldn’t rock about so much'
Do you think you can play aboud as you
like in a bost of this sort?"’

“ Well, my hat!" said Church faintly.
* Loave htm slone, Clurey. He's past all
"OP! Nearly capsized us, and then says
wo e to blame!”

‘“ What nb&rn my cap!’ belloned

u.(.'luro.
side, aud rocovered

He tished over the
his Hecadgear, which,*® &umtrly. was

sup- [boat. |
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only wet ou the outside. K had floated
like a bowl, and was still wearable.
Handlorth snorted again, but remained
in a Jstting posture.

“ Yon wait till T get you chaps on dry
land !’ he said threatemngly. * You're
taking advantage of me—that's what
you're domng! You think you can insult
me as much as you like now we’re in this

oat, tell you, I'm going further
out !

‘“* And then we shall canad!”’
growled Church. * Rats to you! Wb,
the dickens ean’t you stick te the Head's
orders?’’ : -

“* The Head,” said Handforth, with a
wave of his haud, ** =in’t the right chap
to give orders. What does he kuow
s our wants? Why should he msake
the bounds 80 jolly narrow? What's the
good of all this water if we can't use
iw?”

The question, being dificult to anewer,
remamed nnansv erad,

‘ Bewdes,”” went Hasndforth
-nml{‘. ‘ Bennett and those other iilly
ames have gone to Bannington. If they
can go, we cai. | vote we slip away
and met ‘'em. Weo can have a squint at
the now fellow——"

* But Bennett can handle a boat pro-
perly,”” argned Church thoughtliesaly.

“ boou that mean to say 1 can’t?’
roard Edward Oswald. ‘It seems to
me, Church, that you're asking for
trouble. My hat, you'll get it .
long! You wouldn’t like to Ko head-
firet into this waler, would you?’’

* look here, Handy, don't be
said Church uneasily. ‘“ You can ha
goﬁb;n! all right, but—bat the current’s
] strong——'

‘] don't care’' We'll
that';h sll,'; -:ll;‘l. Hzxm “ Tve
enow 0 t argument.
Never knew such for arguing in all
my lifel s a w r 1 stand you !’

Privataly, Church and MeClure won-
dered how they stood Handforth. He
1;:1 certainly hard‘to t on with; and,
if ® badn’t been for hi ine good-
nature, he woald have h‘muchum. at
all. But Church and Md(Bure regarded it
as a duty to loek after thetr leader For-
tunately for thidm, Haudfprih didn'®
know that they held this view.

** Well, let’s see what the water’s like

an

out of 1

round the old mo ruins,”’ skl
Chupch c.:’anh-ly. ‘*“Grab the oars,
Tare. .

Haudforth lau'qu grimly,
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“That’s o fine game, ain't it°" he
asked. ‘' You leave those oars alone,
McClure. I'm going to break bounds.
What arc bounds made for, anyhow?
1f the Head's orders were reasonable, I'd
keep to ‘emn i1» a minute. But I don't
see why I should be sat on'"

_ Handforth had got his faithful chums
in his power., Had they been on dry
land they would have recfused, point-
blank, to accompany him if they didn‘tu
want to. But they couldn’t very well
step out of the boat and leave him to
himself. Where he went they had to
. and argument was evident y useless,

0
zhndfnrth was always more difficult to
deal with if his will was thwarted. It
saved a lot of trouble, therefore, to give
In 'f"l: ogce. o A

e boat was pushed through a gap in
the top of the hedge at the lower end of
the playing-fields, and the mvincible trio
started off on their trip. Several shouts
from other juniors, in various boats, were
loftily ignored. Out of sheer bravado
Handforth had already Jdecided to go for
quite a long row. | l

_And Church and McClure, having re-
signed themselves, rather enjoyed the ad-
venture. It was no good being gloomy,
anyhow, )

Once away from the achool grounds,
Haundforth obligingdly handed the oars to
his long-autfering chums, and took the
tillor-ropes. Then he sat back in luxury,
and steered. .

““ You just work away at the oars,”” he
said comfortably. *‘ You can trust me to
steer all right. We'll just go round in a
big circle, and then come back. My
hat, we can sce Bellton from here!”

They looked at the village with in-
terest, and Church and McClure rowed
on easily and steadily. It was no good
asking Handforth to turn if he didn't
want to. THey went right on over the
. flooded meadows and marshes until St.
Frank's was nearly out of sight. Hand-
forth was steering in the direction of
Banuington, and he took especial delight
in fouling floating bushes and tree-
branches. As a matter of fact, he at-
tempted, in every case, to steer clear of
them. .

At list they cut across the stream.
Church and McClure didn’t know it, but
Handforth had his own ideas. He had
cnught sight of a boat in the far dis-
tance, and he had no idea that it con-
trined Nipper and (o.

But it was then that disaster overtook

I1

the boating-party. Church had glanced
round, mainly because Handforth seemed
to be looking everyvwhere except ahead.
And Church nearly dropped his oar in
dismay.

‘“Look out, you a:s!" he shouted.
“ What's that whacking great thing float-
ing towards us? There'll be & collision
in half-a-tick—""

“By  George!’ said Handforth,
startled. ‘“ All right: leave it to me, my
sons. I'll steer clear all nght.”

This assurance did not give hia chums
much comfort. They were practically in
mid-stream now—that' is. right upon the
bosom of the Stowe itself. And, comirg
towards them with the current, was a
big, wooden structure, which looked
strangely out of place in the water.

‘“ It’s a chicken-house!'" said McClure.
A chicken-house or some sort of hin.
If we hit that, Handy, we shall be
smashed up. Why the dickens don’t
you steer round it? Pull the left rope,
you ass—the left rope!"

Handforth, in spite of his confidence,
was rather flustered.

‘“ Fathead! 'I'hat would only make
matters worse!’”’ he snapped.

And he pulled the right rope. Peos-
sibly the boat would have scraped clear. .
But Church and McClure, in great dis-
may, used their oars violently. In cor-
scfience, the boat took no direction at
all, but remained in practically the same
position. Between the three of them
they got into a hopeless muddle—which 12
usually the case when le lose thair
heads.  Handforth lost his more com-
pletely than the others did. And before
they could realise it, there was a terrifie
crash, and all three were thrown down

in a heap. _ ‘
had hit the oncoming

The boat
chicker-house—which was a substantial
The shock

wooden structure—hows-on.
was considerable. And as the trio were
scrambling up, really frightened, the nose
of the boat slid round and the frail craft
was caught broadside.

She ttpped and the water swirled in
over the gunwale in a rush. The boat
simply slipped under water in a few
seconds, and left Handforth and Co.
struggling desperately. They were not
on a mere fooded meadow, with the
water merely waist-deep. The rviver
itself was beneath them, deep and

treacherous. :
** Oh, my hat!" spluttered Hanidforch

wildly. ] .
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Exoctly how they ruanaged it, they
didn't knew ; but they all three wrambled
upon  the ﬁoating strueture, and st
astrade the reef, dripping and pale. Their
'bamn of refuge was precarrus ut the
hest,

’ Don’t- —don’t shift abewt:’ panted

Cbureh desperutely.  * YouR bave us
overtwrned, Handy'! Ob, yow ase—you
uss! [ knew we should have an avei-
dent! The boat’s gone, and there’s no
tellin:: what'i happen to us P’
*“That's right—blame. me?’
Handforth, “ I8 was your famlt, yeu
ase:! \Why the thunder couldn’t you
leave the strering to me? We shall have
ta float dovu now untid we gut to Bellton
or snmewhere, "’

‘““ What—what ubout the weir?’ asked
Church, shivering.

Y pale

gasped

“Mandforth turued dv

' Great gans! 1 forgot thas!™ he suid
huskily. * Oh, my ygeodness, we shall be
swept over! Jt's only just ever a nrle
duown! We'd better swim for it while we
can "’

“Bwim !’ excluimed McClure shriby.
* Do youw think we could swim in this
current, you med xhot? Besides, we
should have to swin for miles over these
looded mecadows! Look, there's a baat
over thery! Let’'s yell!”

Handforth, quite subdued for
Wiuew that his chum’s advice was
and e commenced yelling on the instant,
wavimg his arms wiﬁy at the sume time.
‘Tha bhoat, which was sume listle way
oft, wus steering straight towards the
unfortunato trio, and an answermg wuve
could be socen.
*They’ve  spotted nus!’ . gosped
MiClure. ** But they can’t get '
time !

in

We're being swept down Iﬁeﬂ)e
carrent! Oh, weu:guu be drawned

The accupants of the othey boat wese
Nipper and 1Tregellis-\Vest and W
and the new jouior. Tom Burton
heen introduced to Waitson, and

ware now procceding leisurely towards

the wschool. 'The framtic wmris:s of

put

Haadforth and Co., however, h
a stap to thewr genial coaversation.

‘* Bomebody’s had am accident¥” ex-|

claimed Nipper brskly. ‘‘ Row like the
diekens, Montie! We ~hall have te go to
.tha rescue. The current’s jolly streag,
but—— Great Scott, wimt about the

weir?”’ .
*“ [t's over g mile d " sapt Tommy

. Wytson. ** but that's ot Tur in a currend

thing to wonder at.
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like this. I don't wmind the .risk, bat it
would be a fut-headed thing te get owur-
selves overturned as well! Why, I
believe 1it’s Handforth | -
Nipper grunted. = . ‘
“ ¢ exphlains i, thgn,” he wmaid.
‘““ Just like Handforth! If they ain’t
careful, they’ll get drowned! Coma on!
You sit tight, Bo'sunl”’ . -
Tom Burton opemed his mowth, but
hesitated. "
** Shaill—shall I row?”’ ke asked mer-

vously,. “I doa’t wamt to r myvet]
forward, memmate, but Fm a dandy with
'the oars. I've Lamdied boals in sorts

of rough seas——"’

Nifpr was as keen as a razor.

“1 caux row a bit myself,”” he said,
““ but I dare sa mre bctter, Bo'sun.
Come on! Gra 1’
seamiing Nippers proverts. " Bk the mavs

ueg s protests. £ the next.
e iy o e o s

AvO & y oa w
l‘uply amased the athers. er him-
self was one of the moat skalful carsmen
at St. Frank’s, but he fireely admisted
that he ¢ouldn’t hold o candle to the new

" Fie
boat simply flew throu the
water. Burton went ltke clockwo.tz,. and
so rapudly that the other members of the
boat’s crew watched in sheer fasemation,
It was an amazing performance. |
The Bo'nm’as strength, soo, was some-
He seemed to be
mahkmg no effort, but the boat’s speed

told dlearly enough that he was pustinj
terrific “'Eed” go e werk. A lnll‘-

ing wake trailed away behind.
‘‘“ By Jove,” said Nip admiringly,
“E;uauahdutow er " |
knew gumite well that the Bu'sun
wae deing much better alone then he
could have done with Ni s kelp. He
werked the twe oars as they were
ome, rowing with astounding precision.
Indeed, list)e eralt- sesmed to skim
gver the wafer as though propelled by »

w\nlhl engine. Sir Montw and Tommy
atson: were taoo astonished to speak at
all. With never a flag, the Bo'surx eon-
tinued his plucky efiort.

He kunew well enough that the adven-
tuzg was dangerous, but there was a
smie upen his sun-browned face and his
eyes shone with pure goy. : :
Hangd ower fist, the boat cverbauled the
drifting weoden shed, and Nipper cwuld
now see that the three: sozked figures
werg thoee of Homdforth..and. Lis two.
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chums. And Handforth was not satisfied
even yet.

He commenced waving and edged his
way along the roof towards the end.
Those in the boat heard a’ distinct yell
of warning from Church and McClure.
But it was too late! andforth could be
nothing but ram-headed, and once again
he had brought disaster.

The chicken-house gave a lurch,
swayed. and then turned turtle. The
three terrified juniors plinged into the
swollen river, and were left struggling
in the water.

‘““ Begad, they’ll
Sir Montie huskily.

““ Souse. my scuppers,” muttered the
Bo’sun, ‘I shall have to use my full
strength, after all!”’
 Nipper and Co. simply gasped as Bur-
ton plied his oars even faster than before.
It was now the strength of sheer deter-
mination. The new boy was proving his
character in a manner which would never
be forgotten.

He was using his utmost effort to go to
the rescue of three fellows he had never
asen in lus life before. It seemed im-
possible that any human being could pro-
pel a boat with such speed, considering
its load.

And almost at once, so it appeared,
Handforth and Co. were overtaken.
Nipper, steering, sent the craft so that
the struggling juniors could grip 1t as it
drew up on a level with them. Three
pairs of hands clutched desperately, and
they all gained a hold.

¢ Careful !I"" warned the Bo'sun, resting
-on his oars. ¢ Go easy, messmates! If
we're upset now, there’ll be no escape
for us.”’

Handforth and (lo., soaked and ex-
hausted, were dragged aboard. They lay
in the boat panting heavily, too spent
to speak a word. |

And now the Bo'sun was using his skill
to save the whole party from disaster.
‘Ahead ¢ould be seen the boiling, foaming
water of the weir. The current had
caught the boat fairly, and it was being
whirled onwards to destruction. Even
now the issue was in great doubt.

‘““We shall have to help you now,
Bo’sun,’” said Nipper quickly.

“I'd rather do it alone, Bennett,”
rumbled Burton. ‘I don't mean any
offence, messmates, but we'll stand more
chanco—souse ‘me if we won't! Wae shall
get inuddled if we all go at the oars.™

drown'"' exclaimed

I

Nipper nodded, and not another word
was said. The boys sat tense and anxious.
All depended now upon the Bo'sun's
skill.

Ahead luy almost certain death. Over
to th.e I:f¢ were many flood-swept trees,
sticking out of the water with their
branches torn away, leaving jagged,
treacherous stumps. There was no safety
in  that direction, although a great
expanse of calm water lay beyvond.

~ To the right, and fairly close, a slop-
ing hill met the water, and the current
swirled foamingly along the rougl
stubble at the foot. Burton took one
glance, and then nodded to himself. In
that direction only could safety be
reached.

But the current hLere was of terrific
strength. \When the Bo'sun attempted to
turn the nose of the boat, he hardly
effected any change.

“By the cox'n’s whiskers,” he mut-
tered, ¢ it's going to be a struggle!™

He worked with the fury of a grim,
settled determination. The perspiration
poured down his face in streams.

Nipper, ~itting idle, felt inexpressibly
mean. He wanted to help, to do some-
thing; but there was only one set of
oars, and he knew that they could be in
no better hands.

Everybody thought that the new boy's
efforts were useless, but almost imper-
ceptibly the boat was being turned
against the carrent, and i: odged slowly
and surely towards the putting hill.

Burton snapped his teeth and com-
pressed his lips. Then he” used his last
remaining effort. The boat seemed to
give a jump, and it simply hissed across
the current and shot like an arrow
towards the haven of safety.

('rash! .

It was all over in a moment. A hidden
boulder had torn a deep gash in the silde
of the little craft. It overturned, and
flung its occupants in a tangled heap inta
the water. i}

But the situation had been saved. They
felt the muddy bottomn, and were only
waist-deep. The hissing .flood swirled
round them, and tried to tear them away
in irs geip.  Church, indeed, was being
carried off. But Nipper. striking out,
made 2 grab for hun aud pulled him
back in the nick of time.

When Nipper siruggled ashore, ha

found Tom Burton lying upon his back,
panting heavilv. The new boy had vol-
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hpﬁ'd frmu s:wvr !'*xh.'aU'ficm. "ibt them
was A unile npoa us fuer and b oL ked
swprewel; contente.,

The paaty was aved!

CHAPTER IV.
TRE BN'SUN'S WKILL COVMES IN OAXDY —
TBY MVYSTERY OF THE WIRD MAN.

N hour had md.

A Toan Burton had prarhieally
recoversd, amd was Jeaidedly an-
comfortabls. Nipper and Co. and

MWandforth and Church and McCluwe had

Mreajnal praise upon him unti? he be

thein (. stop e prrsi deoclared

that he Lad done nothing warth shoeting
about, and this modesty on Bis prrt ealy
made them shous the more.

Lwo unportant fact: had heen dis-
l%lﬁl17ﬂj.

The boat was crocked, for there was

a gapiug hole in one side of # neurly

large enough for a boy te crawl Nhwough. |

‘T saevind fact was even more starthing.
Ju short, the party was mavconed!

Vpon investigation, Nipper had found
tsat the hill was completely isolated fram
tha rrst of the hiq\ ground. The dope
nn wineh Hellton Wood stoud was separ-
ated from the hill by a wide expanse of
water. This, ot | far eand of the
“ivland,”’ wus quite ¢nha, bus the dis
tance wus too {ar for the boxy to seim
Burton Jdeclired that be could do 20
casily, bug the athers positively refused
t let hun make the attempt.

It wne exasperntiug to be within sight
ol sufety, hut to he holpluss. Rel
Wood wus clearly visthle in the distance,

but it was beyond reach. N \ appar-
untly, had, seen the disuster, for the spnt
wae u very deserted ane.  The Ballton

hoats were all an the far swdw of the
river, quite out of sight. ‘

Usually these hills wese 8 were wild
wn&‘;’ of grouad, sloping down from the
WwWaonlQ.
mched 1n the hadlows, but thess wnere
now ten or twelve feet under water.

The only thing to he damwe was to heap
i maotion, so that 4 chill shauld nat he
contrated. I8 might be heurs befare any
roseur was effocted.  Indeed, dusk wase
already coming on, aml it wae quite pos-
bl !Ymt the huys would bave to reinain
on tiit. hill durmnyg the whole night. A
seargh-party would neves shink ql.imhing
for the iniming junios h#A@® N

LI {

In the sununer time the boys pic |
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Haodforth, foir once, was only too
anxigus to admit his faults. 5

“It was my doing all slong,”™ he
dectared agaim and again, pemrtently.
** Chereh arnd McChare tried to stop me,
but 1 mlin’ulirn to 'eh. And now
we're all m a ! Anybody can knock
we down i be hkes!”’ .

“Don't be am ass, Handy!' said
wr. ‘* You've done the mght thing

owned to youws fault. That's
emaugh ; Id wants asy move.”’

‘* An’ we've al} got te thamk the Bo'san
for havin' saved us, begad,’”” said Sir
Moatie. ‘I ean’s believe it even new,
y’ know! It's sunply smazm’! We

ht 10 be dend bL:ih'- time |”’
m Borton laughed.
‘* Why, you don’t need to thank me!”

he exclaimed, in has big voice. * That
caxrent was tickimh, l’lif admit. But it
didn’s collar us, did it And I'm not

ure @vem ROW that we ean’t fake thungs

up-

“ How do you mean?”’ asked Nipper
curicusly.
The Bo’sum poinded

“If wa get to that other hill, mese
n:i we're all right, arent we?’ he

** Of course!”” replied Nipper. ¢ That's
Beilton Wood there! Owee om that high
we can skirt round the wood and
enter the gatses of 8t. Frank'’s in the uwal
vuzh 'l‘hgn’.l onl si’oot ﬂ:o foot of water
in Triangle. » courtyard in
fremt of the school.”’ ’
The Bo'sun cyed the smasbed boat
reflectively. ‘
“ We counld got acram in five mimates,”
he mid * Pm soused i we dom™s do it [

Nipper stared. . _
‘“ We ean’t regair that bond!”’ he mid.
“ My desr chap, ik's heyond all hope. .
No; we'd boster this dance antil

we're rescued. We're half dry akrendy,
amd if R doesn't coame onn o rEin agan
we shell be O K.” -

The boys wexe, indwed, rn-ﬂ'j Ity dry.
Constant «xertiss, slthough tiring, had
kept them warm. tvere not seri-
ocuwly uffected by their iinmersion. N:ipper
had ke on the move almost
sinre the moment of landing. This was
really the only way to avert grnve con-
sc ces.

t it was obvikiisly impussible for
thess to run or walk about the whole
night thyough. Human endurance has a

Flimit. The greuml was -oaking, aul to
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lie «j-on 1t would be fatal.  The only fless, for it would huve collapsed at the
possibility would be to climb the trees | most awlkward moment, in all proba-
which grew upon the hill, and seek a |bility.
little rest there. But even this woulq be| The fact that there were ro efficient
risky. tools was a great handicap. But Pur-
““ That boat doesn’t look beyond repair | ton didu't grumble once. He performei
to me,” said the Bo'sun slowly. “ We|his work cheerily, and kept the others
can make a shot at mending it, anyhow, } in good spirits alf the time.

messmates. The’re's nothing like perse- Strip by strip, the gap was filled up.
verance. That’s what my dad ¢ wayat Not a single atom of wood was p]aoed

t-el'ls me.."' Lo in hurriedly. Each piece was made per-
The ‘‘ messmates "' looked on wonder- fectly secure. And, at last, the repair

il’lgly. .Handforth and Co., under ordi- neared c@mplet«ion,
nary circumstances, would have cackled| A: {he best, it was a hopeless botch

unceasingly at the new boKs strange | B+ itq sole purpoze was to carry the

style of address. But they had a very| . \ : -

heartfelt respect for him—they were]P2rY, across the.wnde stretch Of.HOOde*d
rateful And  th ldn't  hav grassland. After that, a proper repair
gratelul. n Bﬂimwou n ave 1 could be made at leisure.

dr‘e‘a;'rflod of chipping do it B “*She'll leak,”” declared the Bo’sun.
yoll say you can do it, Burton, |« ghe'|] Jeak like a sieve. But I recko:
I recken that’s good enough,” exclaimed we’ll be able to get across all 1ight.”

Handforth heartily. I ain't surprised| o R - PO
at anythi'ng you do. But I'd like to know Mkegzﬁég;e\;.e better go in two parties’
how you're going to start the job. T don't reckon it'll make much dii-

The Bo’sun pulled the boat over, and ference, old mate,”’ replied Burton.
carefully examined the jagged hole. He|‘ And the second journey might prove
didn’t speak for some’time, bwt wrinkled | too much. We'd better ail go at once."”
his brow thoughtfully. It was a bit of Darkness, of course, had now set in
a problem, for the smashed portions had completely. The last vestige of daylight
been swept away. had departed long since. A faint moon

In the locker, at the stern, some old|was rising behind the clouds, however,
lengths of tarred siring had been dis-|and the boy: were just able to see what
covered. This, and a rusty screwdriver, they were doing. The rain mercitully
caused Burton to smile. He looked up, | held off.

and nodded brightly. The party was now anxious to tesb the
“We'll do it,”" he declared. ¢ Leave |experiment. They were all ravenously
it to me, messmates." hungry, and keen to get back to St.

‘The dusk was now very deep, and Bur- | Frank’s at the earliest possible moment.
ton had great difficulty in seeing his | But the Bo’sun positively refused to
work.“ The others looked ou, and helped | hurry himself.
when possible. Nipper very soon began| ¢ JWhy, we might mess the .whole thing
to zee what the new boy was doing. up,”” he declared, when Tommy Watson

Heo had torn up age of the pieces of | showed some sign of impatience. “ You
wopd from the stern geat. This he placed | reckon I'm doing this too well?  Great
acwoss the jagged hole, and- lashed it |marlinspikes! We'd look fine if we all
socurely into position. Then, bit by bit, | collapsed in the middle of the flood,
he filed in the other spaces. The juniors | wouldn’t weo. There'll be a big pres-
were sent to collect strong twigs, and]sure on ﬂ}}s pach, and I ve got to make 4
these were nearly all found a place. 1t strong.

Every atom of the string was used up.{__For another half-hour Burton laboured.
The main plank served to fill up the§He had been filling up the crannies, one
greater part of the cavity, and all the by one, with surprising patieuce aud per-
other pieces of wood were jammed|severance. The others were satighed

‘ ' i sunninglv into posi- | with the repair long before he was. But
?g)ﬁllﬁ:rgh;sﬁdttﬁz?: s gl:, wep this bluff son of the deep sea knew what
The Bo'sun displayed great skill in|he \\'33.d0"1££-. right enough. .
the manner in which he performed the] It pained him more than he admatted
job. Tt was slow, tedious work, for it§to make such an ugly botch of the re-
had to be done thoroughly. A hurried | pair. But the fact that he had repaired
repair would have heen worse than use " it at all was greatlv to his credit.  And,
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al length, he straightcned his back wih

am .
he’ll do, mesasmates—she N > he
exclammed. “ | rechon we can lau her
prst as soon as you hike. It muel be
geitm’ near eight hells.”
g‘ said  Sir

*“ Bogad ! ight  hells™
Montie mildly.
** Not quite <o Iate as that,”” chuwekled
Nwpper  ** Seven hells would bo nearer
the mark, Bo'sunr—thut's half-past seven,
sea-time, 1sn't it?”’

Burton nodded.

‘“} thought it was later,” he sanl
“ Well, «hall we launch her?"”

o B-‘:l’u or!" sakl everybody.

Aud, withowt further delay, the boat
was placed into the water. The eurrent,

nt this spot, Wwus strong—fer it was
where they had ltm:led Brt, b towing
vho hoat round the ** islund,” water
wias reached. The repair amad the test
wplendidly, for hardly u (rop of water
Ionl\ml through

' We shall ship pleuty when wa're -all
aboud,” diclared the new bay. shaking
Wis head. * Yon nmustn't go by this,
esematee—she's empty now.  Pie i,

bat be carcful not to stave her side
?h'rtmg'h ”

The janiara climbed in with great eare.
Burtou took his place last. And then,
with tirm strokes, he commenced rowing
towards the dimly visible bulk ef the
yjutting hill opgesite.

'The hoys could hear the water trickling
shrough the interstices of the pe.khwork

air. But ® only came through dowly.
‘Phere wus danger, of comrve, of & sudden
collupse, and everybody was on tenter-
hoaks,

If the botch gave way, the boat wauld
hll in about thire = und they
uould all be precipitated info the water.

Montw could ferl o spurt of icy

‘ ouldneu hissing agamnst bic leg. But he
didn’'t utter a word of com

wado no attgmpt to shiff the pasion of

his foot. uch a cour<e would have
been perilous.

And, graduulBly, the other Ml grew
nearer,

Nat u ward was spoken untll tho jour-
ey was over half-c

*We're all right now, in ay case,’

murmured Nipper. ‘“Even if we do
Lqﬂupw we shall Le able to swimr this
lt..’

* Fathead!” sand Churgh, *“ ¥ can't

syvim more than a deazen yards!”’

 turned, a.nd looked.

 moonlight shone

‘tha shoulders, and water

awd
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‘“0Ob, we can haul you along,” said
Nipper cheerily.
Bus no sueh course was neces:ary. Tho

ngexm s mepeir held d—just. As the
y side of the Bellton “ood hill was
nesrext nn ominous bissing was heard by

aﬂ. Neabody spoke, but Chlll(‘h loomed
aneasy.

The bottomr of the boat became a: wash
with mruddy water, and it grew cdeeper
and deepel The ‘frail craft eontinued
its course shnggishly, Burton plying the
oars with great caution. Any suddem
swerve or Jerh might kave caused 2 fat:d
collapse.

Water was lp\ntlng thro the
smashed =zide i es Ao t the
** shore ’ was dm And the Bo'sun,
after one glanee bebhinrd, him, worked
whh sidden vizor. The boat hissed

forward, and grated agaimst the stony

growvnd juet ax a lowd rending sound
cawe from the repsair.

‘““ Bust my mins’'l!™ murmured the
Bo'san, * ske’s pust dome is, old mates—
and ooy jJuast, too.. Stll, a mes is a9
good as & mile, } reckon—""

“* Great Scott I’”? ejoculsted Nippor, as
he steed up.

He was starmg at a spot above him,
at the top of the steep hill. The others
R And there' out-
lmed aganst , betwpan two ¢lumps
of trees, & strange, weirdfigure stood.

It was quite motionless, and the weak
upen it eerily. Two
ov three of the boys eanght therr breath
in sharply. Church shivercll.
And, undoubtedly, -there was some
excuse for t.h- juniors’ attibude.

The ou the bill-top weemed to
be some —somethiug ly. It
looked like that af an old . pent and

ruiirm. Haw lay m tangled mmwses upon
o cal was dripping
om ands, th'g umg loosel
froma the fgure’s su}u. ¥
‘“ What—what s n!™ askked Tommy

Watsgn hosreely.
‘“Dear boy, FIFm startled—I am,
really !’” murmuered S8ir Montie. B

reminds me of—of ¢ Smdbad the Bailor,’

begad! This cheery-lookin’ merchant
n?’nt be the Old Man of the Sea—
what "’

Meontio’s chmnphon wasn’'t so far off
the mark.

‘“* Rats!'’ mottered “ Yow
chapa seam te thinh it's a g.rcst or sone.
thtng. } expoct he’s some poor



The frenzied old man gave the plank a push and it slid into the \water.
‘““ Now you will go !’ he snaried. ‘‘ You will gota your death!’'— 5. . 20

W



18 THE NELSON

villagor, who was caught by the flood
Let’s run up and see, anyhow."”

Nipper's calm tones acted upon the
boys, and they all scrambled from the
beat, and commenced ascending the hill,
the Bo'sun was just behind Nipper,
whe led the way. But the juniors had
only completed half the distance when
the strange figure turned abruptly, and
vanished.

. ¢ Great pip!"' muttered McClure.
—1t was a ghost——"

** Rot!"" snorted Nipper.
off, that’s all!”

By the time' they arrived at the top
of the slope they were all puffed, but
feeling all the better for their exertion.
‘And, near the dark trees of the wood,
they saw theie strange quarry. He had
paused 1n his ilight, and was looking
back.

‘““ Come on!"' said Nipper
“ I'm going to see who he 1s!”
- They ‘hurried on, and, once again, the
dripping, ragged figure ran before them.
Right round the edge of the wood the
fugitive went, aud the boys rapidly
overhauled him, Nipper and Tommy
Watson and Tregellis-West. recognised
the spot at once. It was just here, at
the foot of the cliff, that they had
struggled ashore when the flood caught
them the previous evening.
| The strange old man ran on blindly,
as though unaware that a rough, sloping
cliff lay immediately in front of him.
‘Nipper, just behind, yelled out a warn-
1ng, but the feeing figure did not turn.

The boys reckoned that they would
have their quarry cornered at the cliff-
edge. DBut to everybody’s astonishment
'the old man leapt clean into space, and
plunged down the short cliff.

. A loud splash sounded, and the boys
xushed to the edge. The weak moon-
light was playing upon the flood below,
and a great many ripples were causing
the muddy water to lap against
rocks.

But there was no sign whatever of the
wild, hairy figure!

< It.

‘“ He's run

grimly.

‘““ Gireat Scott!’ panted Nipper, gazing |
““ Where the dickens can

downwards.
he have gone to? I—I wonder if——"
» ¢ If what?”’ asked Handforth huskily.

" ¢ Well, this water ain’t very deep, and 1

the old chap might have dived in head

first,”” said Nipper. ** Supposing he

cauiht his head on a chunk of rock?”
The Bo’sun took a deep breath.

the |

LT.E 11BRARY
“Souse my maiu-deck!" he said
quickly.

And, before the others could preveut
him, he scrambled: down the rough
sloping face of the cliff, and plungm‘i
straight in. The water came up to his
shoulders, and he turned as Nipper
made as if to follow him.

“Don't you come, messmate!"' said
Burton. ‘It ain’t neccseary for two of
us to do a job like this.” .

As he finished speaking he dived. It
secmed a terrible time before he came
up. When he did so he was alone.
Time after time he bobbed under the
surface, but his efforts were all fruit-
less.

In some astoundiug, uneanny fashion,-
the old man had disappeared! /

CHAPTER V.
(Told by Nipper.)

IN WHICH THE WIND BECOMES A GALE, AND
SIR MONTIF. AND I SEE SOMETHING QUEER
FROM THE DORMITORY.

OM BURTON was forced to give

I up his cfforts, for it was useless
remaining in the water. I can’t

deny that I was feeling just a

bit scared. Sir Montie and Tommy and
the others, too, were also somewhat pale.
What was the explanation of this mys-

tery? Had the old man dived to his
death? Had he been swept away by the
flood? Or was McClure’s half-whispered

suggestion the real solution?

McClure had asked if the thing had
really been a man, after all; he had put
the idea into our minds that we had
beenn chasing something which wasn’t
human. And, certainly, the figure's
strange disappearance lent certain colout
to this wild supposition.

““ Oh, rot!"" I said, shaking mysclf imn-
patiently. ‘““You're an ass, McClure.
Ghosts!  There ain’t such thinzs, you
chump! Either the old chap’s slipped
away safely, or he fell in the floond. Wao
heard a splash, anyhow. But it's no
good us staying here all might. 'The
Bo’sun’s done his best.”

““ The old fellow ain't anywhere near
land,”” declared Burton. ‘I reckon he
must have been swept away, old muates.
It's pretty rotten, but I don’t se« thas
we can do anything else.”’

““ Yes, we can,’”’ I put in briskly. “ Wa
can hurry off to St. Frank’s—that duck-
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g husn't done you any guod, Bu'san.

It doean't matter about the boat—we

v leave her where she 1s.”’

- ind, -without further ado, we hastened

off. x1:ind the wood—rather glad, in fact,
to gkt away from ths spot. Sic Mantie
and:. Tommy and I couldn’t heip remem-
bering that unearthly cry we had heard
ths previous evening.

Onve round the wood, we eut off across
the meadow straight for the scheel. UOnly
the Iower and of the meadow was under

water, but tho lanes waa like 3 youmg|into the care of Mrs. Poulter, the homely

‘matron of the Ancient House. The gnod
-ald sgul bustled about, and we wer: soon
'supplred with dry

tiver, the flovd being over a foot deep.

“Flee lights of the school were very

welcome to us, and we entered the gates
witlr a feeling of relief. It wasn’t very
late, but the gates cught to have been
clased by this time. They were wide

open, however, amet 'we splashed towards.

the Ancient Heuse, fecling dog-tired.
‘The wind, which had been rising eon-

sderably during the last hour, was nmow

blowing anmd whistling amgrily, carrying

witl it a few drops of rain from. the}

I shivered when I
redicament.

sewrrying  clouds.
thouizht of eour late

Haze bheen upan thet bleals unsheltered
“wlind.”” It wasn't pleasant to wonder
how we should have fared dnring the
Iong night. -
Just as we were wadin
Ancient: Heuse.
epened amd several fi
2 the bright eleetrie
;within the lobby.
tguv'nor easily, and there were several
prefects with him. :
. . Nelson Lee heard the splashes of our

feet, and quickly camre out.

res: stood outlined

. *“Who "is. that?”’ he . asked sharply, |

peering inta the darkness. -
¢ It’a all right, sir,”” X ssid cheerfully.

' We've just brought the new fellow sdjusted bia glusses womderingly.

back, as you asked——""

‘“ Goad, gracieus! H ia the
clhimed’ the guv'nor in relieved tanes.
“ Aly, but what of Handforth and Church
and’ MeClure?”

“ We're here, sir!”’ bawled out Hands
Jorth. ** As large ag life, sir, only a bit
dump. This is where the baud begims to
p'ay,”’ he added under his breath to his
chums. “ Look out for squalls; my
Bucks!? We shall get it in the neck !’”

Church and McClure wero not par-
ticularly despamdent. Canings and hnes
swemed mere’ txivialities compared to
their late experience.

+ We found: timg-‘i Mr. AlNiogiond! ~m

‘gux nor to find that we were safe

wimced that we
‘thre current, and
for the story af onr asvemtares.

frear But.
foir the Bo’sun’s skill, we should stul]

smiled” with relief and pleasare.
‘ghtnce had told therr that we were prac-

towards the |
the big daor |
"fhﬂ whreh gleamed }
recagnieed the |
- ful} secount of what had ba

boys > ex- |

 proud of

[e

just an the puind of stuvting out with fouy
prefects on a scaech. They wers merely
waiting for Wacren te being 3 boat
round. It was a greads relief for the

and
sound. '

All sorts of stories had run through
the sehaok Same fellows were quite con-
d bmen curried off by

e were eagerly pressed

Nelson Lee, Bhowewer, handed us over

clothmg. Having

changed eompletely, we went inta Murs.

Paulter’s ewn sitting-room and sat down
-t & hot meal, with a glowing fire blazing

near us. Handforth and Co. wera hugely
pleased. It seemed as though they were

‘ta reCtive ma punishment, after zll.
- It was now

past bedtime, and the other
s had gone to the dormitory in a
1sted frame of mind. Their curigsity

had beerr umsatisfied, and nobody thoughs
-of slcep.

Nelson Eea and the Head came m us
when we had fimished supper, and they
Oue

tically nome the worse for our chilly ox.
Sirience. Out of all the lot of us, only
_l}grch showed signs af having caught a
eold.

Tom:. Burton set i his chair, red and
umreomfortable, as I related a true and
ppened. The
Be’sun didn’t like #t at all, and his feel-

" 1gs overcanse him at last.

‘““ Souse me, but I didn't do anything
to talk about,’’ he protested. * Dont’t you
believe half he says, skipper!”

The Head, whe had beem addressed,

‘“But I do believe it, Barton,” he said.
‘“ Benmett, I know, would mot give you

praise which you do not degparve. Ben-
nett 13 a level-headed boxggrd he s not
‘addicted to exaggerating, I quite under-

stand that your Jtuchy conduet, Burton,

saved the lives of the whole party. Your

action is beyond a.ll"’t!;.raise_ my boy. 1

am proud of you ' The wﬁo.le achaol is
ul”’

Tha B‘cr’;gn turned redder thamn ever,

“ Shiver my bows,”” ha murmured, * I

—F 9

He pnmad, mot knowing’ what to .y
and the Het'd"glabced a'B“Nel'sft‘::ﬁS 'l!,e'e'.".t '
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““ Dear me! The boy's expressions ave
extraordinary,”” he murmured, aside.
“* He will soon drop them, I dare say.
“ Well, Burton,'' he added to the Bo'sun,
“ you have mado a splendid beginning at
St. Frank’s. I hope vou will be com-
fortable and happy under this roof.”

s By hokey, Y reckon this craft'll suit
ane rigt down to the water-line!"’ said
'the new boy eagerly.g “‘ I'm—I'm glad
vou think I've started well, sir. I shall
'get on fine with these messmates——"’

. ¢ J—er—Dbeg your pardon, Burton?”
said the Head mildly.

““ These shipmates—chums—{riends,
sir!”" gasped the Bo'sun. ¢ Oh, corks!
1I'm geting properly mussed up, skipper.’’

Nelson gLee chuckled, and Burton was
allowed to get over his confusion. I and
the other fellows were grinning hugely.
The Bo’sun’s manner of speech was cer-
tainly novel and quaint.

But he was such n huge, clumsy, good-
natured fellow that it was positively dif-
ficult to be cross with him. And the
Head had every reason to be grateful to
ltho' new boy in the Remove—and so had
we !

Before going up to bed, T managed to
speak to the guv'nor alone for a minute
or two. 1 told him of the queer incident
of the wild figure behind Bellton Wood.
" Nelson Lee listened carefully.

“You saw this figure clearly, young
"un?"’ he asked,

““ Not exactly clearly, sir,”" 1 replied.
“JIt was dim, von know. The cha
seemed to be as old as Methuselah, with
hair all over him like a giddy gorilla.
‘And he dived right into the water, and
didn't come up again! 1 tell you, we all
felt a bLit queer. Burton dived in, but
he didn’t find anyvthing !

Nelzon Lee nodded slowly.

“T hardly know what to think, my
foy,” he raid. ¢ At all events, we can
do nothing to-night. Go to bed now, and
to-morrow, perl:afs. we shall be able to
gct some news. The man was a villager,
prolmbly."

“ That's what I thought, sir.”

. And feeling tired, but fit otherwise, we
all went to the Remove dormitory. Bur-
ton, as was usual, would occupy the
'special little bedroom which was set apart
for the use of new boys on their first
night at the school. The Bo’sun was very
‘glad of this, for he would not be present
‘during the second recital of his doings.
The new fellow was very simple and
modest. Vo

Ivery dozy myself.

LEE LIBRARY

In the dormitory we found everybody
awake. A chorus of inquiries greeted us
as we entered. Fullwood and Co. and
De Valeric looked rather disappointed.
They had probably expected us to be
mere wrecks.

Handforth did most of the talking now,
and for once he didn’t say much about
himself. As a general ruie the sayings
of Edward Oswald Handforth concerned
the doings of his mighty self. Now, how-
ever, he spoke with great enthusiasm of
Tom Burton. He created great wonder,
in fact, by actually calling himself a
silly ass for leaving the school grounds—
or waters.

Naturally, Handforth piled it on a bit
thick. The story, as related by hiin, was
somewhat embroidered. The fellows lis-
tened with bated breath, and there was
onl1y one fault to find with Handforth’s
tale.

Being very fond of his own voice, he
genially started all over again as soon
as he had finished, going into fuller
details. He sat in bed, hugging his knees,
talking with great enthusiasm.

And one by one the juniors fell off to
sleep. It was all very well to listen with
interest, but the same yarn a second time
lost its charm. And Handforth’s voice,
although not exactly musical, was
monotonous. |

In about twenty minutes I was feeling
The words of the
speaker were a long blur in my ears;
but I became aware that the voice had

stopped, and a snort followed.

““ Ain't you chaps listening®”’ de-
manded Handforth indignantly. ”

Silence, except for a few general snores.

“Well, I'm blessed! If they ain’t the
limit!"" declared Handforth, snorting
again. ‘‘ I've been making myself hoarse
just for the sake of you chaps, and you
all drop off to sleep!”’

It was rather exasperating, and Hand-
forth, feeling injured, snuggled down into
his bed and dropped off to sleep in a few
minutes. As a matter of fact, he had
tired himself out by his vocal efforts.

The wind roared round the Ancient

House angrily. It had risen still higher,
and sudden gusts swept down with ter-
vific velocity. The whistle of the gale aa
it tore round the angles of the building
was stupendous at times. |

I was just half asleep and half awake,
on the point of going off soundly, when
there came the sound of a rending crash
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feany: somewhere outside. I wasn't any-
thing slight, and I sat up in bed wonder-
ingly: A
;- Pear boy, 1Is
-dbwn?”’ eeme & sleepy inquiry from the
next bhed. -

Sir Montie was sitting up.

. * Blessed if T know!” I replied. - 1
suppose one of the trees went aver.

of the flood, could it? I'm going ta have
a sqamt out of the window, Nfontie."

- I slippéd out of bed, and found: that
I'rcgellis-West had followed my example.
Yhe other fellows were all soundly asleep.

Wo stepped to the wind d shed |
SIoPP Tt wasa’t necessary | F tapped at the door of Nelsor: Lee's bed.

the curtaing aside. It wasn’t necessary
to' raise the sush;, for we cowld: see fairly
distinetly.

The: mogon was higher now, and was
clea¥ly visible* betweer a break in the
hurrying elouds, The seft, pale light
bathed the stretch of wwter below us.
Trees: and hedges were bendmg nearly
double under the forve of the wind.

‘“Can’t see anything wromg,” I mur-

inured. :
** It ‘ain’t’ the flood, anyhew,”” sid Sir
Mcntie comfortably. ‘“ Perhaps it was
the Head's fernce, dear boy.”
I loocked over towarde the Head’s
garden, and therr I nodded. 3
‘' No, Montie; it’s not the fence,’” T
said.  ““ Don’t yau remember that old
chestaut-tree behind the toolshed?
blown down, and must have smashed
the shed in doing so. Oh, well, ®'s
nething serious——" 7
*“ Begad,” muarmured Montie abruptly,
“ did you sce—" -
' Yes—yes!” I cat in, “ Great Scott!
’’s that old man!”
- While we had bheen watching, a weird,
strange figure had come into view from
the rear of the

across the Triangle: towards the angle of
the Caollege House. - '

The igure disappeared, and we caught |

our breuth in.

“Well, that proves one thing
right,”” T wlhispered, almost with relief.
*“ The old ftellow didn’t die, Mentie.
“ That's the suume man who jumped into
the' flood behind the wood!
queer, old son!”’ -

*“ Dear Benny, the chap must be anr-
phib—amphib~— Begad, ¥'ve forgotten
the Lally word ; but it means that he can
Bre inthe: water just as ensily as he can

F =

I Montie.

| By.
Jingo, it couldn’t lrave beew another burst |

. degided' to ga downstairs at once.
‘had’ slipped oft our gowns, too, and we
“accampanied the

;We were just goin
Nelson Lee thought of the larder.

It's it & petty theft,

D I over, it would met be worth while.”

_ m, and now it com- |
menced paddling awiftly and stealthiiy |

all |
thang, was @& trifle more baisterous thar

‘inches.
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live on the land,” said ‘Yregeilis-Wrst
 laendly. l
‘has honoured St. Frank’s with 2 visit.’’
the hoase blowin’ |

“ But E was wenderin’ why he

“On ‘the pinch, F expect,” 1 said
gi'tmly.

‘“* The pimmeh, dear bey?’ repeated Sir
‘“ Why should that poor old
fellow come nosin’ about St. Frank’s?

‘What 15 there to pinch, anyhow?”’

“It’s no geod asking me riddles,” I
went on. ‘“ The man kasn’t any right in

the school grounds, and I'm going to

skip along to the guv’mor’s bedroom. I

'don’t suppose he’ll be asleep yet, and
‘somebody ouglit to know.”

‘Do, a few ramutes later, Sir Montie and

room. Nelson Lee was asleep, as it

,’ha[ﬁjened, but he awcke at omce and cam»

1e door in his dressing-gown.

He heard what we had te say, and
We
- ﬂv’ nor. There was no
signr of an entry having been madc, and
upstairs again when

And here the windew was wide open,

and there was ample evidence that the
:place had been ransacked. The guv’nor

ghed as he elosed tho window.

“ Merely a bedraggled tramp, my
boys;,”” he said smalingly. ¢ The rascal
tock advantagwe of the wid nighs to com-
He has gut the foed.
and a chase would be hapeless. Mare-

And so we.returned to bed. But some-

how I couldn’t quite brimg myself tc
-believe thas the wewd-lookmg old mau
.was a casual tramp.

CHAPTER VI

ON THE WABCH—TEE MYSTERIOUS CREVICE
——NEIXSON LERE VANISHES,

stormy.
Rain was again falling, althougk
slightly. But the wind, if any

;THE morning broke rough and

o the previous night. The aspect of th<

countryside was. ugly and miserable.
It’s jolly | |
Franl’s was greatly upset.

The regular romtine of work at St.
The school
grounds were in a shocking state. The
water was higher than before by severa
If the flood rose much more
the Ancient House wonld be invadel
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by the muddy flow. The College House,
beig slightly lower, was already invaded
wn certain portions.

- Warren, the porter, was working at
double pressure, and he reported, soon
after breakfast, that a drum of paraffin
had disappeared from an outhouse. It
had cobviously been stolen during the

niiht-.

. Nelson Lee, when he heard this piece

of news, was thoughtful. He informed

Nipper just before lessons, and the pair

werge not guessing when they suggested

H:?tfthe oifhad been stolen by the pantry
ef.

‘“But why, guv’'nor?”’ asked Nipper.
;S"l}e chap couldn’t drink paraffin, could
.. Nelson Lee smiled.
~ “Waell, he could, Nipper,
wouldn’t be a wise proceeding,”” he re-
plied drily. *‘ The theft seems to point
to the fact that the man rteeded the oil
for lighting or heating purposes. The
drum contained three gallons, I believe.
dhere is an element of mysterv about the
affair which rather atiracts me."

} ““ Who do you think the blighter is,
sir?”’

“I am not going to conjecture, my
lad,”’ said Nelson Lee. ¢ First of all, you
brought me the story of a strange, un-
earthly cry from the bowels of the earth.
¥ ou heard that cry near the cliff at the
back of Bellton Wood. Next you saw a
strange figure disappear into the water
at the very same spot. The figure didn’t
come to the surface again. And that was
suggestive, Nipper.”

: *“ Suggestive, guv’'nor—of what?”

r *“I'll leave you to think it cut for your-
sell,”” remarked the schoolmaster-detec-
tive. ‘‘ Well, we know no more, except
that the hairy gentleman honoured St.
Krank's by a visit last night. He took
food and oil—which, again, is suggestive.
it 1s quite posdible that the unknown will
continue his depredations.”’

“Why, do you think he will come

again, sir?”’ asked Nipper.
* “ There 1s a distinot possibility of such
an event, Nipper,” said Lee. *‘‘From
what you have told me, and from what
hae happened, I gather that this strange
creature is located near the wood. He
rame here for food—and obtained it.
Why did he want food?’

**1 dare say bh{il wafls hungry?’ sug-
gested Nipper brilliantly.

&% Exa-.*tl?f)e Well, ™M¥. Poulier reports

but it
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that only a cemparativoly sinall quantity -
of food was in the larder lagt night. The
plun-erer, therofore, obtained a mero
biting-on, so to speak. It is more than
likely that our mysterious friend will
ocome again to-night, with hopes of a
better haul.”

** But, of course, the larder will be
locked——"" -

‘“On the contrary, my lad, T shall give
orders to have the window left partially
open,”’ said Nelson Lece calmly. *‘‘ Fur-
thermore, there will be a quantity of food
placed wathin easy reach.’

“'?Vhy, that's encouraging the beg-
oar.

““No doubt. But I want to watch for
the man, young 'un, and follow him to
his lair,”’ said Nelson [ce. *' T have an
idea that the experiment will be worth
while. At all events, no harm will be
<one by keeping a careful watch.”

Nipper looked rather disappointed.

“If you're going to play that game,
guv'ror, I'd like to be with vou,”” ha
said. “‘ There’s no telling, vou muy run
into danger——''

““There is very little fear of that,” in.
terposed the detective. ‘‘ However, if
you are o cager, vou may as well keep
watch with me. Come downstairs at
half-past ten. You may bhring your
chums, if you choose. At ordinary times
I wouldn’t allow such licence, but at
prescnt everything 18 more or less upside-
down, and strict routine carnot be main-
tained.”’

Nipper went off to lessbns ahortly
afterwards, and he told his chums of the
schame later on They were intorested,
but not exactly cnthusiastic. Tommy
Watson hinted that he would rather be
snugly in bed than waiting in the cold
for nomebody who might not turn up.
But, in response to Nipper's remark that
he could remain in bed if he wished,
Tommy merely sniffed.

Morning lessons had been more or ks
of a fiasco, for it was quite impossible for
the boys to rettle themselves senously to
work. In the afternoon the wind died
down considerably, and by evening 1t

was merely a boisterous breeze. ‘I'he
rain, too, had clearrd off again.

The general situation was very much
the same. Bellton village was atill

isolated, and the only way of reaching it
from St. Frank’s was by boat. Oun or
two cottages had collapsed, but thera
was nothing more ex:eiting to beo told.
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The S4. Frank's fellows were already be. ought to have beon far elumsier than
giimi:pg to get tired of the lood. It had [ Handforth He wae big D every
ocn navel at first, but the novelty was way. Pullwood dcchrJ"thot the
wearing off. By the time the water sub- | Bo'sun's arms were like \hoes of a
sided they would bave had more than |bargee: but, in poins of fact, Burton was

absolutely ) n his manness com-

endugh. |

The Bo’sun got on famously in the|parei with the rodoubteble Handforth.
Remove. He was popular at once, and |One expected him to knock thin ovey
his queer terms amuscd the juniors tre- |as snon ae he touched them, bu-b?o was
nanlmly. Only cads like Fullwood or | rrally very
De Valere sneered at him—and they only
did that behind his back. He was far

too formidable to sneer at openly.

Burton hud taken up his qaarters in
SBtady F, with Conroy minor, a
thoroughly decont fellow, who ha4 besm
on the out for a dufy -mate for some

S e e B TR G T P

A first ime. His bed wae placed next to

The new bo rsistently referred to ’
Study F as his ga in, and he’mu.:ul much I"mx"m *, and he referrod g it
hilarty by neming the Remove class- By half-past tan, bowever. the dormi-

room ‘‘ the fo'c'sle.”” He had so many - -
oty : fory was qinet. Fverybody seemed b0 bo
mvitations to tes that he was quito con- salcep—und over wis sslech es-

fused; and doo'ded, in the enl, to re- ! - '
ol . ’ cor. oy ﬂ? ing Nipper snd the Bo'sun.
main 1n h"' own etudy with (,onmy hese two sat up almost ad the mme
minor. Th: "| l"‘“ 3 stop to all argument. moment, and sk fromv their bede,
uﬁ‘n‘::j for g I'Eol::n l:(';.glol:‘::::i; 8ir Mowtie T lie- Wesh 'll‘.l' Tnm!ny
u‘kod‘to be inolu in the programme. Watson wae fash anleep. nobwithstanding

Nipper was mther dJubious, but smiled u'ﬁhnr.m"‘ h:p.'o”';m“h ﬂ?‘“‘ ¥ whis
after a moment or two. e pesed Nipper, shaking them in torn.
*Oh, it docen't matter a jot,”" he S Wo're Into as it i’
+  "“We'll all go down together

- Bir Montie yawned, '
Bo’'sun, and Mr. Al won't send| O°F, . v
L of :m:;:m " beve sll It’s shookin |{vcold, Benry,”” he re-

our trouble for mar ked }’hld':‘l?“ -
** That won't matter, .memmlo," waid] .. Rate ) up! )
p_wnbnab:.;h S R
O m in ¥ it’s ") 1) . : t
weer ?g’?r“ gu old &m&. isn's is? By a..?ﬁ* you?' asked Nipper grimly. " I
&c, ° water like . .
a fish. 1 want t0 see what sort of a &:MI |'|Mn.. Sorom "’E Ng.“ m‘h‘:
swab he is. his noble obum ex the ookl air.
And 50 # was arreuged that the [Sir Montie » and eom-
Bo'sun ehould watch with the others. | 1 oneed dressing with meek feaignation.
Ni r would bave M to be alone w.m' m the fate of his ham,
&%“f"llﬂm i!h‘t.h? ‘“.:’m ipped [rom between the sheste with sur-
; for ree oasy alaerity
with Bir Montie sod Tomo “as these | hinute
itwo were in secred. But Nipper was
very pnxious to oblige his new friond.
Nobody else was told, for there would
only have been a Jot of comment and
) sy. Handforth, for one, would
iuu;din;ihd : going. And E::dia&
greator use sleeping in

Kf&’. l?io‘_*nn’t ous out for dol‘gule'

I wam's likely, therefore, that he would
Jeopurdise the stcces of Nelson Lee's
plass. Aud, later on, he might prove
wreful. The othora were to Gnd thet the
Bo'sun’s preecine was highly necessary '
There was a litthe more Wik in
dormitory than usual thw night, enwpeci-
ally s Burten waa taking bis place in

minutes the quarteite were dressed. Then

reached ground feor.
wes waiting in the lobby.
“Pear me! Four of you:” be x-

d“f Burtgn wan come, sir,’’ said
Nipper, with a wink., ‘' You don’t mind,
do ?.'" 1‘

"'g' judge by appearapces, the Bo'ssn snppoge Purton hee as mwuch right
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o come as you other beys™ said  Nel-
son Lee, with a smie. ¢ You musat con-
wder yoursolf very privileged, Burton.
‘Keocapadces of this sort are most unusual
at St. I"'rank’s.”

The Bo'sun lovked nervous.

“lI—I'Hl go back to bed if you order
me to, skipper."

“S8o I am °‘skipper,” now, Burton,
oh?’ chuckled Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Don't
woerry yourself, my boy: I sha'n’t send
you back to bed.. Come, we will take
our places. n The marauder may not
1-4)_1'}1?' at. all to-night, but I fancy that he
'will.

The detective was quite right.

For the watchers had not kept up their
vigil for longer than twenty minutes
before the sound of gentle splashing came
from outside. Nelson Lee and the boys
were crouching in a big dairy, next to
tho pantry itself. The window was wide
opan, but this could not be observed from
outside, for a big wirework covering was
over the window-frame.

Through this the figure of the ap-
mrowhing man could be seen.  The
moon wus rather brighter to-night, and
it shoue at intervals between the clouds.
The intruder was the ragged old man
with the long hair.

Tho boys were all excitod—excepting
‘Nipper, who was well accustomed to such
situations. Lee, at the window,. saw the
stranger come and steal stealthily to the
darder window, which had been left par-
11ally open.

After five minutes the plunderer took
his doparture, carrying a well-filled cloth

over his shoulder.

‘““ Now, boys, be careful not to make
any sound,’”’ said Nelson Lee, under his
breath. I am going to follow this
anan, and you may come bchind me if
you ohoose. 1 don't suppose you will
ocome to any harm. On no acoount, how-
ever, g\ve the quarry any warning.”

The detegtive pushed back the wire-
work ocovering on its hinges, and stepped
out. The wator nearly reached his knees
at this particular point, and it was a
ticklish task following the marauder
without making any sounds. This, in-
deed, was well-ntgh mmpossible ; but the
thiof himself was splashing away to such
un extent he could certainly hear no-
thing else. Having gained his booty, he
was making off with all haste.

It was a queer little procession. Lee
followed the man, just keeping him 1in

sight, and the boys, led by Nipper, just

|

L
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kept Lee in sight. And so .they pro-
cecded until Bellton Wood had been
reached.

Here, of cowrse, they were well above
the level of the flood, and were walking
on practically dry ground. Nelson Lee
became aware of the fact that the queer,
ragged figure had crept down over the
chift e-dge.

The detective hurried forward, threw
himself flat, and cautiously peered over
the edge of the sloping, jagged gully.
And there, just below him. half-way
down the steep slope. he saw the stranger.

He appeared to be pushing his cloth
sack through a crevice in the rocks, Was
this place a cachc? Was this where the
mysterious man stored his looted pro-
vender? At all events, when he rose,
he had rid himself of his burden.

He did not look up, but walked down
to the edge of the water. And then, to
Lee’'s astonishment, the fellow walked
deliberately into the lood—and vanished!

A few bubbles on the “surface—nothing
more.

‘““Dear me!"”” murmured the detective
softly. ‘“ This 13 remarkably singular.”

It had been no slip—no accident. The
strange man had purposely stepped down
into the water, i1ust as though he had
been descending a staircase. Lee was
reminded of a scenc in a revue which he
had once seen. Meombers of the chorus
had walked down a wide staircase right
into a big tank of water until they were
totally submerged. The trick
simple one, although effective.

Nelson Lee nodded grimly, and smiled.

Then he slithered down the rocks, and

halted against the crevice.  Here he
peered into the black cavity. Curious
sounds reached his ears—dull, echoing

sounds. Then be bacame aware of a
faint, vellowish glow. It seemed to be
right in the heart of the cliff.
€ remainec lhsteninz for some

moments, and the sounds grew faint. Be-
hind him, the water of the flood lappei
the rocks. Lee could hear stealthy
sounds just above. and he knew that
Nipper and the others were near.

He looked up, in order to warn the
boys to remain quiet.

Ard, just at that second, two wet and
slippery hands—as cold as ice itself—
ﬁl.ut:]:she';l him round the throat from be-
ind.

Nelson Iee uttered a ohoking cry.

He was pulled back, and was off his
balanoce in a second. . Therz was no

was a .



JHE FLOODED SCHOOL

-

25

chance of reocavering his equilibrium. | many objccts—boxes, a smashed chair, a

Down he went, backwards, the death-like
hands staill clutching him. He fell into
the water with o great splash, and he
was dravn down—down—until he dis-
appeared below the surface.

Nipper and tho Bo’sun and Sir Montie
and Tommy, creepinz up ocautiously,
heard the startled cry. They dashed for-
ward, anl arrived at the cliff-edge just
in time to see the detective drawn helow
the water.

'The water was converted into foam for
a few ccconds, and then it became calm
once more. . Nelson Lece had plinged
into the flood—and he had not come up!

CHAPTER VII.
THE CLIFF-DWELLER, AND HIS HOME —THE
PLANFE—IN THE CUGRRENT’S GRIP.

ELSON LEE had passed through
N many startling adventures in the
course of his strenucus carcer.
But this incident, coming so un-
ex_pecfed-gr, had taken him completely off
his guard. |
Heo felt the icy water close over his
head, and he instinctively smapped his
mouth shut, and held his breath. The
clutching hands: were releasel fvom his
thrcat, and he reccived a heavy, violent
shove.

His head banged against something,
and he attempiced to rise m the water.
Again his head touched rock, and he
knew then that he had been push:d mnto
a narrow, submerged tunnel.

Ancther blow from the rear sent ham
floundering forward. He stumbled, and
felt some rough steps at his feet. Up
these he staggered, and emerged, in a
vouple of seconds, into a warm, olcse
atmcesphere. -

Lce took a deep breath. A yollow

light was above, and he shoock the water
from his eyes. But, just then. his hands
were seized and twisted behind him, and
as he attampted to twist round, his wrists
were fiereely bound.

‘“ Up—up with you!’ grated a harsh,
trembling voice,

IFor the moment Nelsen Lee was help-
less. He walked up the retmaining steps,
and then found himself in a low, rock
cavern. The place was illuminated by a
sminall - oil-lamp, and a rusty . ailstove
waa burning against one of the rock-
walls, The floor-space was littered wrth

La.ge
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pile of straw, and simiar things.

The dctcotive was not surprised. He
knew that this could be the only ex-
planation. He was in a rock-cavern, ta9
only exit to which was by means of a
narrow stairway, leading to a cavity
lower down. This cavity, of course, was
submerged by the flood, while thie cavern
itself remained well above the level of it.
The crevice he bad seen from outeide
was wcll-nigh inwvisible here, owing to

.
the formation of the rock. But the space

wes only wide enough to allow the pas-
of a amall dog; no human being
could have crawled through. Thus, to
aaiu the open air, it was necesuary to
plunge through tino water.

But who was this strange chiff-dweller?
Nipper had described him as an old mdn,
and Lea had been of that belief him-
self. But his captor was possessed of
appalling strength. His grip was like
that of a vice,

Lee and the weird stranger faced one
another in the yellow lamp-light. Water
ran in streams from them both. The
detective was quite calm, and he studied
his companion with interest. L

The man was fully six feet in height,
and he had great, powerful arms. Hs
hair was long and matted, and reached
his shoulders. His face was almost con-
cealed bechind a mass of 1ron-grey
whiskers. From beneath bushy eyebrows
his eyes glittered evilly. ] _

‘ You infernal spy!”’ he exclaimed, his
voice shaking with fury. -

““ When you have calmed down, my
friend—"’ .

* Your {riend—your friend!” snarled
the other. ‘ You mad fool, to come
here I’

He threw himself forward, and Lee,
caught unexpectedly, crashed to the rock
floar. In a few momemnts his feet wero
tied by a piece of old rope. The detec-
tive was now helpless; the advantage hal
been with his captor all the while.

He was sure that this strange man was
insane, A hermit, probably, who had
lost his reason owing to years of soli-
tude— .

““ You cur—you palice-spy!”’ exclaimed
the cliff-dweller harvshly.  ‘“ Yon havo
discovered my biding-place, but you
sha’n’t take me back—you sha’n’'t! Hang
vou, I'll take your life first! Oh, yes,
1 heard you uat the crevice, and I took
meazures to render you helpless. Yon
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are ir: my power now, and yoa thall not
oscape.”’ -

Ioc began to readjust his views.  This
hairy individual didu’t seem very mad;
he could talk lucidly, at all events. He
npohr-, rather, as t‘mu h he were a
criminal, fearful of the law's grim
atm.

‘“ You do not understand,” said Nel-

mon 1.ee (]uiotly. ‘““1 am a master from
‘St Frank®s, and I—" .
‘“ Bah! Am [ to believe that?'’ inter-

rupted the other. ‘ A master, eh? A
‘?p.v-—-a.n acoursed police-spy. A warder
rom the prison! That's what you are.
But you sha’'n’'t take me—you sha’'n’t
reap the reward of your dirty spying.’’
clson Lee smiled.

‘““ You aro smusing,'’ .he said, doter-
mined to remain calm. ¢ You scem to
imagine—"'

“ Imagine! That's what Will ia always
saying.'' snarled the man. “ Will is
alwavs saying it.  But I dou't imagine
these things. I have known of your

y-work for wecks past—wceks past!

nd now I've got you!"

The tective’'s captor had worked
himiselfl 1nto a frenzy. He was talkimy
wildly now, at all events. His imagina-
Lion was more vivid than he realised, and
1.0e knew that his position was greatly
Jmperilled by this curious old man's in-
sane rage. e telieved that somnebod
had been on his track for weeks; and,
now, finding Lec, he supposed that his
conviction had been well founded.

To arguoe with him was impossible. To
attempt to explain the position was
vqually impossible. Lee could ouly re-
main quiet, and trust that his captor’s
froury would dio down, and leave reasoun
behind.  Then, perhaps, the situation
might- be explainad. And, meanwhile,
the boys would possibly
plan.

But the occupaut of this cavern was
determined to act without dolay ; he was
nent upon wreaking his vengeance while
his madness {asted.

““ Now I've got vou!"' hp repeated, his
eves gleaming. ‘Do you think vou'll
escape? Do you think you'll get out of
this pluce? Oh, yes, you will get out of
it—but you'll go to your death!'”

Nelson Lee realised that the situation
was veally grave.

* Let us be calm,” he said quietly. ““ A
few words will explain- —"’

““T will hear nothing—notbing'"’

The old man spragg forward, and

adopt sen..
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pulled Leo's handkerchief from his
pocket. He bound this securely round his
risoner’s mouth. Then, twisting round,
1e looked towards the other side of the
cavern. -

““ The very thing—the very thing,’’ he
muttered exultantly.

Crossing over, {)o grasped a heavy,
wooden plank, about six feet in lengtg.
which rested upon two boxes. There
were some plates lying upon it, and an
old tin saucepan. But the p‘ank was
jetrked up, and the plates and the sauce-

n went crashing and clattering to the

oor.

‘““ A ride—yes, a ride down to the
weir!”’ muttered the cliff-dweller, with a
wild kind of joy. “ There will be no
escape for you—only death!”

He placed the plank upon the floor,
and rolled Lee on to it. Then, with trem-
bling fingers, he proceeded to lash his
victim to the plank, using odds and ends
of rope gnd string. In less than five
minutes Nelson Lee was completely help-
loss ;*he could scarcely move an inch,

He knew only too well what his fate
would bhe if this maniac was allowed to
have his way. The current ran fairly
sluggishly outside, but quickly gathered
spred further along, running with the
swiftnesa of a mill-race. Once in that
streamn, the plank and its burden would
rush down inta the main stream; and if
[ee did not drown then, he would be
dashed over the lower weir, to die help-
lessly in the seething smother.

The old man did not pause for breath
after his labours; he lost not a second
in putting his plan into execution. For
he commenced to drag the . plank across
the floor towards the jagged opening
which marked the stome stairway.

Down these steps Lee was jerked in a
scries of heavy bumps. He felt his feet
plunge into the icy water, and knew
that the lower end of the plank was sub-
mcr{cd. The frenzied old man gave the
plank a push, and it slid completely into

the water.
““Now you will go!” he
‘“ You will to your death!” .
With a mighty heave, which must have
taxed even his great strength, he
sent the plank with its burden shooting
forward through the water.

Lee felt himself nearly choking, for

snarled.

he had had no time to gulp a breath. He
seemned to be rising, and then, with a
rush, he bobbed to the surface. The

plunk was broad, and Lee was upon the
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upper side; had the plink overturned
the.dotective would have boen submcr;zr:d
ecompl-tely, even when floating,

.. Tho handkerchief round his month and
noee was soaking, and would hardly pass
any air throngh it. DBut Nelson Lee
oould feel thai he was caught by the
current, and that he was being earricd
steadily down to the swifter stream.

. And then T pansed. Right bolow me,
it seemed, and from the very earth iiself,
there came the sound of scmething smazh-
in%—-as though some crockery had heen
broken in the very bowels of the earth.

I started. A suspicion of the truth
had come %0 me, and, without any at-
tempt at czution, 1 pfung-c-d down to a
spat where 1 had scen a crack in the
rocks. It was situated about midway be-
tween the ch'ﬂ’-lg and the water,

I had to pag arly for my rashnesa.

. Although the slope was steep, I foal-
¥ 1magined that I could jump down it
agtaly. I slipped, clutched at the air,
amtl fell with a erash which jarred every
bone in my body.

The distanoe waan’t far, of course—
mevely to the ledge where the cresice was
situated. But, in falling, T had twisted,
my shoulder ca the rocks heavily
Just for a second I really thought that
my arm was broken. After the first
' ¥, bhowever, I knew that my injury
amounted to a severe bruize and a
sprain. : '

““Great marlinspikes!”” came the
Bo’sun’s veoice from above. ‘" Are you
hul"tbl%emte:g?" b I U

‘“Unly—only a bruise!” 1. gasped

nfully. “It’s al right—I was too

rried, that’s all. Hold on a minute
while I listen at this hole here.”

I stuck my head into the cavity as far
as possible. And, a second later, T com-
pletely forgot my pain, and almost yelled
with relief. A faint yellowish glow came
n})wards, and, with it, the blurred sounds
of human voices. -

That meant that the situation wasn’t
a quarter so bad as I had imagined.
What a silly ; s 1'd been!

Of course, re WAS a cavern, or some-
thing, in the cliff. That wasn't surpris-
ing. For the side of this old gully ‘was
pmotiw.[‘li composed of rock. The spot

J

CHAPTER VIIIL
(T'old by Nippcr.)

TN WHICH I MEET WITH A MISHAP, AND THE
BO'SUN GIVES A WODERFUL EMAMPLE OP
HIS PLUCK—THE CAPTURE OF WILD

FARRINCPON-—AN EXPLANATION, ‘

SCARCELY knew what to do.

l Ten minutee had ‘elapsed since we
had seen the guv’nor disappoar be-
nenth the sm%me of yhe watar—

drawn down, it seemed, by the queer old

man we had been following.

Neleon Lee had completely vanished,
and the whole affair was utterly startlin
ang uncanny. Both the Bo’sun and
had plunged into the water at the start.
Jt was only five feet deep, but we had
found nothing. |

And now, desperate and wild with
anuety, we stood upon the cliff-edge
again, having scrambled up. I had never
felt so helpless in my life before. But,
somehow, I had a strong conviction that
the guv’'nor wasn’t dead. :

Only the previous night we hud seen
the old man dive beneath the water—but
he had turned up again two or three
hours later.  Surely, then, Nclson Lee
#ould repeat that performance?

- At the same time, my mind was filied

with doubt and worry. It was awful to

sand up there, helples. Burton and I

didu’t think of our dripping, scaking con-

dition. We had no time for such

Frifles. - . _

*“ Bust my main-deck !’ exclaimed the
Bo’sun huskily. ‘‘ It's a queer go, mass-
mates. He’s gone—swallowed up- com-
pletely. And T'l box my compass if I
can make head or tail of it! It fair
knocks me out o’ the rigging!”’ _

** Dear fellows, it's most amazin’
thing I've ever seen!” exclaimed Sir
Montie anxiowsly.  “ Poor old Alvy!
Ha's gone,hbegzdr 1 o i T

‘“ He’s—he's drowned !”’ pan ‘omim
waiﬂmf’ P y forgotten my sprained shouler for the

T don't believe it!"” I said between momemt. But now, as I moved, an ex-
‘.H tegth. T don’t——) .,  ,. . . Jeruciating. pain.she through :me.. Tha

was hardly ever visited by a soul, sum-
mer or winter. The entrance, in normal
times, was at the base of the sloping
cliff ; but now, owing to the flood, it was
submerged. There was nothing simpler.,

T listened intently, remaining still for
fully three or four minutes. But I could
not distinguish a word which was spoken;
At last, realising that my chums ought
te he tald, I commenced scrambling up.

‘“Oh, glory!” T gasped.

I had been in one position, and had
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aprain was worse than I bhud imagined.
A coukln't move my left arm an inch
without terrific agony.

But, tomehow or other, I managed to
crawl up. At the top I gasped, and the
Bo'sun ﬁelped me up on to my pins.

““ Thanks!” I panted. “‘I caught my
gsh-ulder a terrific bang, and I can
hardly move my giddy arm now. Old
Alvy's right beneath us.”

‘““ Begad! Are you dreamin’, dear fcl-
low?"' usked Montie mildly.

I explaincd as briefly as possible, and
there was general relicf. But just then
we heard a gurgling of tlie water below.

““He's coming up'”’ cjaculated Tommy
Watson excitedly.

" The guv'nror wuas! Bult we were
shocked when we saw his predicament.
There was an abrupt splash some yards
out: and there, in the moonlight, we
<aw Nelsori Lee tied hand and foot to a
long, broad plank. Something coverved
-his mouth, and he was obviously incap-
nble of eryving out.

““ (ivod  heavens!" exclaimed
hoarsely. .

The others stared speechlesslv.  For
the moment we were all too amazed to
do a thing. And, as we watched, the
long plauk drifted from the ‘“ shore ’’ and
was caught abruptly in the swifter cur-
rent.

““ Shiver my scuppers!”
Bo'sun.  ““ Doesu'’t this lead into the
main fairway, Bennett? Why, Mnr.
Al\'i,l’lgif)ll will be carried over the weir

‘* Oh, begud!"" shouted Sir Moutie, hor-
rifiea.

I scemned to go cold all over.  This
place, of course, was comparatively near
to the spot where we had all landed after
that perilous fight with the current. Nel-
son Lce, helpless, would drift down in
less than five minutes, and would be sent
whirling over—

“I'm going to
shouted wildly. :

And then T groaned. My sprained
shoulder made it utterly impossible for
me to sywim a stroke. I was physically
incapable of doing so. Sir Montie and
Tommy, although handy in the water,
couldn’t possibly fight with such a cur-
rent.

¢“ Sousc me'! This is where I step in,
ain't it?”’ said the Bo'sun, ripping off
his jacke} hurriedly. “ You're crockeqd,
' N

d

gasped the

to him!” 1

swim
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Bennett.  Leave this to me, old mate!
By hokey, I'll soon have—"'

““ But you can't swim against the cur-
rent, Bo’sun,”” I choked. |

““ There’s no time for arguing,”” said
Tom Burton quietly. ‘ See here, the
plank’s gone right past already. We'd
better run down this slope for all, we're
worth. I’ll strike out from the far end,
and head the plank off. That’s the only
way, messmates. Once she gets in the
current, there’ll be no saving her.”

Without waiting for us to reply, the
Bo’sun set off like a deer, throwing his
waistcoat off as he ran. We raced after
him, and saw him take a clean, ncat
dive into the murky water.

The Bo’sun struck out with swift,
steady strokes which amazed me. I
prided myself that I could swim, but I
suddenly realised that I couldn’t. Com-
pared to the Bo’sun, I could only wallow.

He was like a fish, and his strokes car-
ried him out with astounding rapidity.
From this spot we could see the plank,
moving fairly swiftly now. It was a race
—a race between the new boy and the
plank.

If the current carried Nelson Lee past,
it would be madness for the Bo’sun to
pursuc it. He would merely get into the
current himself, and would be swept
down to certain death.

And all depended upon his efforts now.
If he failed, Nelson Lee would plunge to
dostruct-i;n. But the Bo'sun was making
treinendous progress. He left a wake
behind him like a miniature destroyer.

‘“ Begad! It's—it’s amazin’!” said Sir
Moutie tensely.

“He'll do it—he'll do 1t!” I mut-
tered. .
But I wasn’t sure, even <then. I

watched with straining eyes, and had an
overpowering desire to plunge into the
water myself. But common-sense told

me that I could have done nothing, even
if I hadn’t been crocked.

It was touch and go with the Bo'sun,
and he could cut through the water like
a shark after its prey. The current was
not excessively stroug here, and that was
the only hopeful factor. Once beyond
the bend, the Bo’sun could not procued
further, unless he wished to go to his
dcath,

If he could only reach the plank now,
evervthing would be all right.

We saw him alter his course slightly,
and then he made even faster progresy,
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For he had seen that an almost snper-

human effort was necessary. The plank,

with its living burden, was gaining speed.
It might, even now. slip past the swim-
mer's fingers. |

" "There was just a moment of ghastly
doubt..

We saw Burton rcach the plank. His
hand shot out, but failed to grasp its
objeotive. The plank wobbled dizzily,
and turned slighily. The next moment

it swung right round, and the Bo’sun

fhing up his arm.

He had done the trick! But now the
groater task was before him. He had to
swim back, hanling his burden. He
commenced the arduous task etraight
away, and his progress was so slow that
he scarcely seemed to be moving. He
fought the current, however—he fought
it successfully.

After five minutes continuous work he
was' much nearer to us. And then
through sheer exhaustion, he p:msed:
clinging to the plank. e saw him
fumbling, somehow or cther, and T under-
stood. .

The Bo’sun had taken his knife out,
and was slashing through the ropes
which boun Nelson Lee. Almost at
once the guv’'nor shock himself free, and
we dietinctly saw him shake hands with
his rescuer 1n the water.

““Oh, my goodness!” I gasped. ‘‘ Tt's
all rizht now!”’

The plank drifted with the current, and
Neélson Lee and the Bo’sun struck out
easily for the sloping, grasay bank which
formed- the shore. 1 found it hard %o
roalise that this place was really a dry
little valley, quite a long way from the
river itself.

The pair staggered up towards us, and
Buiton sank down, panting heavily. The
guv'nor, who was ocomparatively f{resh,
bent over him with deep concern.

“My boy, I am afraid that words are
useless at a moment like this,”’ he said
gquietly. ‘‘ Your action was noble and
courageous. You risked your own life
to save mine, and I owe you a debt winch
I can nover repay.”’ :

‘“ Souse me, I don’t want thanks, skip-
per!” said the Bo’sun, sitting up. * Why,
it was only a little swim. I—I enjoyed
it.l'! .

*“ You nearly went to your death—and

ou know it, Burton,” replied Neleon

. **But for your plucky action, I
uld have been swept to a terrble

been caught before morning, in any

all feelin
my shoulder was black and blue, the
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dcom myself. Tha scoundrel wlo. placeil
mo in that position shall suffcr dearly,
I can assgure you.”

- ““Bennett wanted to go in, sir,”” [ut
in Tommy Watson quickly. ‘““ But he
bruised his shoulder, and his arm’s
crocked. Besides, he coulin’t swim like
Burton, and ke wculdn’t have done any
godd." :

The guv’nor looked at me,

“You have all done your best, and
you have done splendidly,” " he - said.
“What i3 wrong with yéur arm, my
boy?” |

I explainel, and as the Bo'sun got to
his fcet, Nelson Lee gave ua a biidf
outline of what had happened in the
cavern,

“Y am firmly convinced that the man
i3 half insane,” eoncluded the guv'nor.
‘* That is some excuse for his action, cer-
tainly, but he is a dangerous criminal to
be at large. As soon as we get to tho
achool T shall make plans for his imme-
diate capture.”

_And, without further delay, we hu:-
ried off towards St. Frank’ss. We were
to find, however, that our work was to
be made easy. For, as we slipped over
the school wall into the Triangle, we saw
}.he wild figure of the cave-dweller creep-
ng stealthily towards the Collego House.
Not satisfed with one plundering visit,
he had comé on another!
"Nelson Lee acted promptly. Hoe
dashed forward, and %e followed. The
old man saw us, and attemptcd to
ocscape, But it was too late.  Within
three minutes he was down, lying in a
foot of water, and Nelson Lee and three
of ws on the top of him. He was secured,
hand and foot, raving and shrieking.

The capture had been sooner thin we
bad expected, but it made little differ-

ence, really. The old man would have
case.

A gecures prisoner, he was locked in a

| ﬂar' with Warren mounting guard over

And in the morning, when we were
practically fit again, although

The prisoner was recognised at once.

He turned out to be a man known as

‘“ Wild ” Farrington, a criminal who

had been sent to penal servitude for a
brutal attempted murder.

He was not



30 "ITHE NELSON

usane, but praclically upon the verge of
1t.

Finding that his capture was complete.

thes told hiy story, and I lcarned of it
}afborwa,rds. It was a quecer one. He
had been serving his time in the big con-
vict prison” which was situated on the
far side of Bannington Moor—six miles
¥rom the school. Over a yecar ago he had
wacaped from the quarry.
' The prison authorities believed that he
had _been helped from outside.  The
escaffe had been effected on a misty
afternoon, and one of the warders had
been severely injured. Farrington had
vanished completely, and nothing had
since been seen or heard of him—until
o,

According to his own story, he would
have been safe but for the flood. The
'flood was responsible for everything—
his jwredicament, his attack on Lee, his
capture.

At the time of his ¢‘ get away "’ he had
been assisted by his son William—who
dhad secured a job, under another name,
at Holt's Farm. William had been at
‘the farm ever since. He was a cripple,
‘and generally looked upon as half-witted.
'But this, of course, had been part of the
sohene.

The father and son had fled across the

moor in the night. Wilham, knowinz of
the cavern in the cliff, had prepared it
for his father’s reception, until it was
safe to get cleay away. Once in the
icavern, the conviot had felt himself
secure. Nobody suspected the simple
cripple at Holt’s Farm.
- But yet William had taken his father’s
food regularly, and had never once
aroused suspicion. He had begged the
oonvict to go from the neighbourhcod on
several .occasions, saying that ell was
safe. But Farrington had been nervous,
land the cavern, moreover, was quite a
icomfortable abode. @ He had remained
jthere, secure and unknown.

And then the flcod had come. Far-
rington had found himself bottled up.

THE
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He huad soon discovered, however, that
he could get 1m and out as he chooue,
provided he soaked himself on  each
occaslon.

The son had met with an accident, and
that spoiled evervthing. When the locks
had burst, William had been swept away,
and had been scriously injured. He had
been taken to Bannington hospital un.
CONECIOUS.

Thus, the ol man had beer left de-
sorted, although unintentionally. He
had had no food, for his son had bcen
overdue at the time of the flood. And
he had been forced to pilfer by night in
order to live. It was in this way that
Nelson Lee had got on his track, with the
help of myself and the other chaps.

We were rather pleased with ourselves.
The convict was a desperate character,
really, and it was just as well for him
to be locked up again. And his mad,
murderous attack upon the guv’'nor had
left us cold hearted as to his fate. He
thoroughly deserved to go to prison
again.

But the guv’'nor undoubtedly owed his
life to the noble efforts of the new boy
in the Remove—the Bo’sun. And I was
jolly pleased when ‘ Old Alvy ™ got up
on his hind legs, so to speak, and told
the whole school of ®Burton’s wonderfully
plucky swim.

The Bo’sun was cheered to the echo,
and his popularity at St. Frank's was
absolutely  assurel. As ~everybody
agreed, he was one of the best.

J The flood subsided much sooner than

overybody had expected, for a spcll of
fine, dry weather sct in. It wasn’t so
very long before the countryside resumed
its normal appearance. But there wasn’t
a fellow at St. Frank’s who would forget
that eventful, cxciting week.

As for the Bo’sun, something rather
startling happened.

But 1 haven't got room to say any-

thing about that herc! Before long,
you’Tl know all about it. :
END.
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“ What now?’ he snarled.
WITHOUT MERCY OR PITY. ‘“ Just this, sir,”" thunderel George,

, ‘““that you may sign whatever you

HE commandant ignored the|please, and deliver whatever sentenco
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1 aan nrepared to answer to those set
hn higher authorily over me!” And the
President of the Court saluted gravely.
** Meanwhile, the order has been made
out, and you* will be removed under
strict guard. And I should not advise
you to attempt to escape, for if you do,
our soldiers- have orders to shoot you
down like dogs!”

“ What, they would murder us, when
our countries are at peace?’ The womds
were thundered out.

“Peace? Bah! You Englishmen are
fools. War has been declared betwcen
Britain and Germany. Every English-
man in Germany has been arrested. And
vou and your brother will be confined
uantil the end of the war—unless our
higher command send you for trial on
‘the capital charge!”’

He handed the formts to an under-
officer, the latter issued a command, and
Jack and George were seized and
roughly forced towards the door, too be-
wildered for a moment to realise the
extreme gravity of their situation. And
at the same moment a frenzied cheer
from the cxcited populace gathered out-
pide the gaol, told that they, too, knew
that Germanv and Britain werc at war,

George felt that he and his brother
were now, within the toils indeed.

After their commital George Gray and
his brother were marched back through
the stone corridors and ‘passages of the
prison to their cells.

As they went they heard frenzied
cheering and wild outcries echoing from
the street, and Xknew how to properly
interpret such sounds at last.

Great Britain was at war grips with
Germany., The threatening cloud that
had overshadowed the British Empire
for so many years had burst, ‘and the
two nations were to test their skill and
prowess on the field of battle.

““If only we could get out of this
cursed place, and return to England; if
only we could join the Army, and fight,”
said Jack to his brother, as they paced
along between their sullen-faced guards.

‘“ That’s just what we in Germany in-
tend vou s()m’n’t do,”” cried a voice be-
hind them. ¢ Every dog of an English-

man will be interned before the world
is four-and-twenty hours older.”’

George looked at the speaker. He
was a coarse-visaged goldier, whose mock-
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ing smile of triumph was vastly irritat
ing. :

L If you shut us up, I swear that no
German prison shall keef) us long,'’ re-
terted  George.  ““ We'll escape some-
how.”’

The soldier jeered.

““ Our German guards will see to that,”
he said.

So they tramped on and on, until they
reached the cells in which they had been
confined, and were once more thrust into
them, this time with increased roughness
and signs of contempt. Indeed, Jack
was thrown so forcibly as to fall prone
upon the stone floor.

He rose, hurled himself at the brute
who had handled him so roughly, and
was brought up short by the iron-
?heeted cell door, which banged to in his
ace.

During the days that followed, for they
remained prisoners in this gaol for the
better part of a week before they were
removed, they languished, to endure the
sneers, the jeers, and the hostile brutality
of their guards, who seemed to have lost
all sense of decency.

Their food, such as there was of it,
was flung at them ; they were denied com-
forts and considerations such as the worst
criminal has the right to demand, and
endured tortures at times in consequence.

To complain was useless.

And, what was worst of all, they had

b to listen to the insults and gibes of their

warders, who told them that Belgium
had already been conquered, that France
was reeling under hammer blows, and
would soon collapse, and that the con-
temptible British Army would not last
a week against the Kaiser’s legions.

““ We shall take Paris and London.
Britain shall beg for mercy on her
knees,”” they cried, and George Gra
biting his lips until he drew blood, woufci
have the greatest difficulty in keeping his
hands off the brutes. |

He had written out an appeal on his
brother’s behalf, which he’d addressed
to the German commandant of the
prison, but had received no reply to
it. |

And at last one morning he was in-
formed that he and his brother, to-
gether with other British prisoners,
would start in an hour for the intern
ment camp at Oberhemmel.

(Continued on p iii, of cove-,)
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That was good news, at any rate. Any
break to the brutal and confined mono-
tony of their prison would be welcome.

Hali an heur later they were marched
from their cells into the parade-ground,
cr exercise yard. :

Here they found other men, ‘prisoners
like themselves, lined up and waiting.

There were women, too, about sixty of
them, but they were kept apart.

The prisoners, as far as they could
tell, belonged to almost every station of
life. Most of them looked grave and
woiried. Some of the women were weep-
ing, and the guards who.strode up and
down their ranks every now and then
called them to order with some short,
" sharp, and brutal command.

George Gray and his brother took
their places in the line of male prisoners.
Then, in spite of orders to the contrary,
they all began to talk eagerly together,
discussing the situation, and wondering
how things were going on in dear old
England.

For an hour or more they were kept
standing about, while their names were
taken, and full particulars of every in-
dividual taken down for about the
twentieth time since their arress.

But at last the ordeal was ended, a
command was given, guards closed in
around them, in front of them, behind
them, and off they marched, swinging
out of the parade-ground, passing along
a gravelled pathway which'led under a
deep tunnel, ' above which the main
building of the prison stood, into the sun-
it street beyon(?.

It was a glorious day, hot and joyous.
The pavement simply flashed in the
burning rays of the sun.

The street was gay with bunting, and
flags fluttered from every window.

They were the flags of Germany,
Austria, Hungary, and the various
States that make up the Germanic and
Austro-Hungarian Empires.

Soldiers swarmed everywhere. The
people of the town were walking abroad
as if it were a holiday. And all this in
celebration of the war.

As he studied the faces of the people

George was struck by the joy depicted

upon them. Herein lay the fundamental
differences between the rival races.

Na . Britisher would rejoice at a de-
¢laration of war like these,

‘War ‘
fearful, amd dreadful-thiwg ; they-ente

|
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was to the British a sacred, |

ti

it against their inclination, but once I,
fought to the bitter end.

The Germans loved it, hoasted of their
military prowess, laughed at colossal
losses in the field as if the sacrifice of
their brothers’ lives was something to
be proud of.

As he thought of aud realised thesa
things, for the first timo in his life
George Gray hated all Germ:s.

‘“ Jack,”” he whispered, ‘‘ it would be
a glorious thing for the world if these
people were wiped off the face_of tho
carth. Look at the brutes. WRy, the
women and children are almost as ivmd."

And then, as they swung round the
corner of a street, a mighty crowd came
towards them.

It was composed mostly of men over
military age, and women of all ages and
all classes, together with a smattering
of soldiers in the field-grey uniform.

Swiftly they closed in upon the
prisoners and their guards, shrieking,
shouting, yelling, their eyes blazing, their
faces distorted. :

““PDown with the English!”’ they
roared. ‘‘ Lynch the cursed spies! - Kill
them! Kill, kill. kill!”’

Aund, they loocked as if they meant to
carry their threat into execution, too.

¢ Stand by, Jack,” said George Gray.
‘“ There’s going to be trouble.

At the same moment the officer in coft-
mand of the escort came riding back,
spurning the enraged German civilians
as if they were mud beneath his horse's
hoofs.

His ' commands rang loudly. Tho
guards halted and closed in on the
prisoners, and the next moment the
human avalanche hurled itself upon the
walls of armed soldiery who formed the
only protecting barrier to the unarmed
prisoners whose lives we™e threatened,
and whose peril was grave.

|

MOB LAW.
EORGE CRAY never forgot the
G short ten minutes that fol-
lowed.

Only a blurred impression re-
mained, but it was burnt so deep in tho
tablets of his memory as to remain there
for all time.

He saw fremnzied men and women who

(Cosrtmusd overieal.)
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were frantic with blood-lust strike andy punches off, and then swung and hooked
‘tear and snatch at the faces of the un-| right and left, striking tlte brutal face
fortunate English men and women who | before him with astonishing effect. He
were being led into captivity. And some- | cut the fellow’s cheek, he split his lip,
times they came perilously close to break- | he flattened his nose, and finally he
ing the hine of guards that held them at | knocked him clean off his feet with a one-

bay. : : . | two that would have done credit to a
George saw fists whirling an inch or| world’s champion.

fwo away from” hiy face, and more than| Down went the rascal, to howl and

once ducked to avoird a punch. - | sh#ut no move.

And at first the German guards]| . B}{t_ in a moment a dozen filled his
grinned and enjoyed the fun. C plgge.'f o . i .
. "Their only  consideration was them- '.l.‘_h?.y‘hurlc('] themselves with cries of
selves.  As long as they escaped injury, ﬁend'?l‘l hatred upon the daring English-
they did not care a rap what happened | ™20 o
to tho ;)ris:onors.‘ P ]__L .pp‘ Y h\“'.“'.ﬁ.t”:‘}‘]"l, by, Ja‘f_'f! . yelled George,
If any of these got thrown down and itting hard at CVELX/ face he saw.
| As his knuckles'bit home in the yield-

trampled to death, well, that would. be] SO g :
ono mouth less to feed, and Germany ing flesh, a savagé”joy thrilled him.

wans at war. Besides, an English mun or Jack leapt in to take his share in the
woman didn't count in their eyes, grg)ﬂlllng.} lbed. The ori ¢
SR, | L ! ers helped. e prisoners of war
But when one of them had his cheek | ¢,/ uht ™ side by . side against  their
,eut open by a”flving stone, “and another | L T 0T fousrht so valiantly  that
wis knocked to his knees by the blow of | 0 = ™4 hadg ssed t:l';e?g x)\:ero aa
" heavy stick“whilst others weredriven | 3 - bleeding : dpg- ornlited civili:
from® their placex)” and "'_\hm-nth'(l by the i;ifﬁ;]in'gﬁol?gmim lscornlited cavillans
voling crowd, -they began to take notiee, The: he . : :
F e CLOWHL L DCRRLL T TR MO, en the guard, clubbing right and
g = 13 1‘( ‘ those ﬁdogs‘ back'! N( l‘()dQl:,(l. laft Wl'f'h. the but.t-ends’_ of their rifles.

. ‘,".-' . '.'-""‘ N '- ‘.'7‘. v o - . . = —
'ilﬁh dffickr "1l " command. 7 Use your] gnvious to restore order, and to prevert

® P, Y - . - .
U \':* A P{.“‘f‘"“-"""‘ oldior. take hi i | 20y attempt-of- escape’ _9‘1_1 the part of the
3 MI"' Lt “,'"l'(", 80 " ler,  take | !'m.,ﬁ"* prisoners,” drove ™ the infuriated and de-
.'”"'“.v““‘ quick in the use of his nifle, | feqted scrowd . before™them; the ranks
espectally the Prussian. — He loves to closed in again,.and onward the inter-
bully and strike, “particularly when the rupted procession wenf, whilst cries of
'(-\lu;\r‘cammt retaliate, ‘' {|bafled rage and fiecndish malignity
Tn lt"ﬁ!}lnlll(‘llt- i !Nl” a dozen of ﬂl(‘ d@ufun(-d the ear. R

mojye UKKI\"(?‘:“i\l\‘ .",Wns \\‘t"j's¥.strll(“.k" to l AS t-hl'y St,rode alnng’ George looked ab
“the geeund, and Jay there with cracked | his brother, breathing. heavily.

Po ‘“l%')' o with the Tonelish s - .I '“l ““ They’re rum chaps, these Huns,” he
L ,”“]” » l-l '”' N spres. LYNCl smiled. -4 They _treat, their own country-
Jhem. Lyneh thicnt men with the ‘same severity as others,

:A Joan, or rather manine he looked, a ] when it suits_ 'em,”” ‘he cried; and- so it

4 by - & . .
e hpgo felloy, with  rougled shoulders and | seemed, for they left behind them men
o i, ,*I"‘:'" i tho rank of guards | whose skulls were cracked and bleed-
.“).}'}&::ﬂ btted. George™ (aray. - ing, and whose faces: were cut, who had
«“Alh—=ha "7 he shouted, and he aimed | been struck down by the armed guard.
n blow at George's face, ) (To be continued )

DI wWas fexactlhewhad™George  wanted.
Chee sturdy footballer had heen longing ‘Whényd'i'l"'h:ﬁlve‘”i"ead this Number
tglr‘it\"n;q:: l;::l:tt«h xj‘t i: ‘(;l.i_f.lilllilll faco ever of the NELSO{\[. LEE LIBRARV.
' N T send it out to a pal at the Front,

e .Huvre Was a gramd cliance.  He didn’lf-' e v a
. hother himself rmugh about the finer side | OF hand it-in at the nearest Post

of boxing., but warded the madman’ Off.ce. e vt
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