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attentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu C'hana
T'ong, whose hatred they have sncurred. Although living in the
| school sn the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and
Nipper, nevertheless, find many opportunities to utilise their unique

«“ And can nothing be done, Mr

Lee 7’ he asked anxiously.

“Tho question 1equires decp con-
sideration, Dr. Stafford,”” said Nelson
Lec, thoughtfully ﬁngermg an unlighted

cigarejte. ‘It is only a few hours since
tho boy left the school We shall
probably be able to get him back

before long. It will be a day or two
Lefore the schooner reaches the open
'Atlantic, and it is quite possible that she
will call at Falmouth.”

“ Cannot you make sure of that pos-
sibility '

“ As you know, I have already rung
Lp several people and I hope to obtain
deflinite information before another hour
has passed,” replied Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Tho
situation i3 not so very acute, doctor.
It will be quito possible to have the
schooner intercepted before she leaves
home waters—if such a course is con-
sidered advisable. Our great difficulty
lics in the fact that Burton was not

| detective ability in various mysterious and adventurous cases.

detective. *¢ He will be here in less th-m
half an hour, according to his tele-
eram,”’” added Lee, glancing at the
clock.

He iit his cigarette, and smoked for
some minutes in silence.

It was evening, and the whole of St.
Frank’s was in a subdued buzz of excite-
ment. There had been some strange hap-
penings at the old schcol that day The
boys did not know all the particulars,
but they knew quite a lot.

The occupants of Study C, in the Re
move passage, were aware of all the
circumstances, of course. Nipper and
Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson were privileged persons. It was
only a short while since they had re-
tf;med from Caistowe Bay, with Nelson

e

In brief, all the trouble concerncd
Tom Burton, of the Remove—the new
boy who was known as ‘“ The Bo'sun.”
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Dirc disgrace had fallen upon him; not
because of his own actions, but owing
to the mahicicus activities of Cecil de
Valerie and Ralph ILeslie Fullwood, also
of the Remove.

These two precious ‘‘ Nuts'’ had
layed an ill-natured )oke upon the
FlO’nun by introducing two blackguardly
sailors to the rchool. Captain Jelks and
Bill Larson had claimed Burton as a
former friend. Seceing that they were
drunken scoundrels, this had been a de-
liberate insult. Burton, justly incensed,
haa thrashed Fullwood and De Valerie
nntil the cads could secarcely stand.

This had led to a mean plot. Bent on
vengoance, Fullwood and De Valerice
kad told their woes to Captain Jelks.
Thin disgracc to the British Mercantile
Marine had at once suggested a cunning
plot—professing to act solely in the in-
tereata of the Removites. In strict truth,
(aptain Jefks had an axe of his own
to grind. But nobody knew of this.

JOTUSU W 1T yYU wijayvy Ly rvailly uau jrax-

taken of tho whisky. In his fuddled
atate, he comdd think nothing else.

He had hurried to the village, where
Jelks was awaiting him, and had re-

uested the skipper to toke him aboard
3m latter's schooner. Nelson Lee and
Nipper and Co., hot on the track, had
arrived at Caistowe Bay too late to pre-
vent the Bo’sun’s depdrture. And Nel-
son Lee had only been back a short
while.

'That was the position. It was known
that De Valcrie had taken part in the
plot, but the young scamp had not been
questioned as yet. Owing to Nipper’s
activities, it had also been proved that
T'om Burton had been made the victim
of n plot to get him away from St.
Frank's.

‘““ What do you think is the actual
truth, Mr. Lee*"” asked Dr. Stufford,
after a while.

“1 am afraidd I capnot form any
scttled opinion,” repfied the detective.

‘“ There has been trickery, as we know,
and I am fairly certain that Fullwood
and De Valerie arc the culprits. They
had their knife into poor Burton, and
schemed to get rid of him. They
learned, probably, that Captain Jelks
was In need of a boy, and so they
tricked Burton into going to sea. 1
fancy, however, that Captain Jelks him-
self suggested the actual plot. Being a
rough man of the sea, the whole affair
seems quite a trifle to him—a good joke.
He may have done it for the mere sport
of it. Or, possibly, Fullwood and De
Valerie bribed him. Our chief difficulty
18, as I said a moment ago, the fact that
Burton went on board the schooner wil-
lingly, and of his own accord.”
The Head rose to his feet restlessly.

“T am more pained than 1 can say,
Mr. Lee,” ho exclaimed. ¢ That poor
boy! I fecl that 1 have been terribly
unjust. It was solely owing to my hasti-
ness that these events took place. T con-

AU wuIus, vyvlriieailu vy dvipper, unre
sufficient to convince us, Dr. Stafford.
But would the police take action? 1
think not. No, we must pursue this
matter ourselves. And, if you will allow
me to advise you, I should not interfere
with Fullwood and De Valeric just now.
Questioning them would serve no good
purpose, for they would certainly lie.
We can deal with them afterwards,
when we hear Burton’s own story,”

The Head nodded.

‘““ You aro quite right, Mr. Lee,” he
agreed. ‘‘ But. upon my soul, those
wretched boys shall pay dearly for their
wicked actions. I should never have
believed it gosaiblc. They shall certainly
be expelled from the school without
compunction. But, as you say, it will
be better to let the matter rest for the
moment.”’ |

Nelson Lee was rather worried. He
was anxious to gct ahead with his work,
and waited impatiently for Captain
Burton’s  arrival. The Bo’sun's father
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had Leen wired to so that l;e could come
and take the boy away. Now, of course,
the situation had altered.

The Headmaster was well aware of
the fact that ¢ Mr. Alvington,” the
Housemaster of the Ancient House, was
Nelson Lee; and, in the privacy of his
own study, he addressed the detective
by his own name. In Captain Burton’s
resence, of course, Nelson Leo would
ave to bo ¢ Mr. Alvington.”

The 8aptain arrived very shortly after-
wards. He proved to be a big, bluff old
gentleman with a full beard.
was weather beaten and tanned to the
colour of mahogany. At a glance, how-
ever, it could be seen that he was a
rentleman, He was dressed in a warm
tweed suit and a fur-lined coat.

¢“ What does this mean, Dr. Staf-
ford ?”’ he asked, in a deep, rumbling
voice, as he shook hands with the Head,

and then with Nelson Lee. ¢ What can
he the exnlanatiaon of this extraordinarv

- A e

gelf ? There has been a grave misunder-
standing, and I have some painful news
for you.”

Captain Thomas Joseph Burton took
a quick breath.

““ Some painful news?”’ he repeated.
‘“ Please explain!”’

Dr. Stafford looked rather awed. He
had been accustomed to quelling boys
at a glance. And here he was, in his
own study, quailing before the angry
elance of the huge man who stood over
him in a most towering fashion.

‘¢ Please—please take a seat, sir,
the Head ncrvously.

Captain Burtcn remained standing.

““ What has happcned to Tom?”’ he
dsked angnrily.

Nelson Lee thought that he would be
justified in intervening. He stepped up
to the enraged captain, and looked him
sqquarely in the eye.

** You will pardon me, Captain Burtaon,
but this matter i3 really seriouy,”” he

--- - -— o~ ——————— v — T~

" said

His face |"

said quietly. “ You will make things
very much easier for us if you will calm
yourself. Your son has been made the
victim of a plot, and we want to set
matters right as early as possible. Please
take a seat.”’

Tre old mariner was completely
calmed by Nelson Lee’s gravely-spoken
words. He sat down at once, and Dr.
Stafford looked relicved. He hated a
scene at any time, and a scene with a
man like Captain Burton would have
been appalling.

““The fact is, Captain Burton,”” began
the Head, “I had reason to believe
that your son partook of intoxicating
liquor to such an extent that he bhecame
hopelessly inebriated—"’

The captain jumped out of his chair
with a force which shook the whole
room. Dr. Stafford had certainly com-
menced in a most unfortunate manner.

“My Tom—drunk!’ roared Captain
Burton, in a voicoe that sounded like

“ Your—your son was not really
drunk!” the Head put in hastily. ¢ De
—decar me! I am becoming quite
flustered! You would not give me timo
to finish my sentence, Captain Burton !
The lad was drugged—"’

“ Drugged!”” roared the
‘“ Are you mad, sir?”’

The Head made a gesture of hopc-
lessness.

“Will you—will you please explain,
Mr.—Mr. Alvington?” he asked weakly.
““I fear that I am not quite capabl:
of dealing with this matter in the face
of Captain Burton’s anger.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

And then, in calm, smooth sentencex
he told Captain Burton all about it, au
described the various events in full .-
tail. The skipper listencd attentively.
and grew calmer as Nelson Lee pio-
ceeded.

But. at the mention of Jeiks' name
he bounced round in nis cnair.

visitor.
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“ Who did you say, sir?'’ he asked
ficreely. .

“Tho man’s namo is Captain Jelks,
and his schooner is the Southern Cross,
I believe,” replied Nelson Lee.

(‘aptain DBurton positively quivered

with rage.

** That—that infernal rogue!” he
thundered ¢ By the Lord Harry! I—
] —"

‘“ You evidently know the man?’ sug-
veated Lee.

“ Know him—know him !'’ roared the
skipper. ‘‘ He’s the blackest scoundrel
on tho high seas! He's the dirticst
hound—— But please go on with your
story, Mr. Alvington. I will explain
later on,”’

“Mr Alvington” proceeded, and
(‘aptain Burton listened with pursed
lips and glaring eyes. He rose after a
while, and paced up and down the

Head’s study. And when the story was
¢ ha lankad fram T.on ta Dr Staf.

found ’em! We must get to work, gen-
tlomen; we must havo this scoundrelly
Jelks punished !”

He paced up and down for a few
moments, ani then went on talking
before his companions could make any
comment. -

‘“You think that my boy was tricked
like this just out of sheer spite, don’t
you?!’' he asked. ‘‘ You think that these
mchoolfellows of his practically arranged
the matter? They didn't—I'll swear
they dida't! It was Jelks who schemed
to got hold of Tom—Jelks, the drunken
blackguard—the thievi ruscal |”’ |

Captain Burton fumod and glared.

*“* Jolks was the prime mover in this
I»Intl" he I:ntinuocl, with acarcely a
yreath, * and that good-for-nothing
mato of his, I can see it all! I can
throw o good deal of light upon this
protty piecoe of scoundrelism. The boys
searcely did a thing, and a severe wallop-
g ought to bo sufiicient for 'em. They

wore duped by tiris brute, Jelks. Con-
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found him! I'd like to break every bone
in his unclean body!” '

Nelson Lee tap the table ﬁntly.
“You promi to explain, Captain
Burton,”” he reminded the visitor.

The skipper came to a halt.

“Of couree 1 did—of course I did!”
he exclaimed. ‘‘I was thinking that you
knew all about it. The fact is, I'm &
fool when I'm excited—and, by thunder,
I'm excited now! I'm mad, geptiemen
—downright enraged.” -

He sat down heavily, and lit a cigar
which Nelson Lee had offered him a few
minutes since.

“Thie’ll cool me down,” he said
breathing hard. ‘It's not often
smoke, but when I do it generally calms
me. Now you want to know about
Jelks, don’t you? Fm not going to tell
you everything, and you’ll understand
why. But I give you just a few details.
I’ve met the man before—and he has

roaadan $n vamamhaosw thaed maatine aasaine

tain Burton, that you are not always so
violent.”

The skipper iaughed.

“I’'m not going to start breaking le
at St. Frank’s, my dear sir,”” he said.
‘“This man Jelks is a murderous brute.
I’ll tell you about it. T was in ’Frisco
after a long voyage among the Pacific
islands. You won't ask for details when
I tell you that I got to know a certain
lIittle isle on which there i8, I believe,
a very considerable treasure. Accordin
to the information I obtained, a Spani
galleon went to the bottom in the lagoon
of this island, and she’s there now, to
t.h?d best of my knowledge, loaded with
gO "

‘““Dear me!’ exclimed the Head.
' How extremely interesting.”

‘‘ This secet was known to me only—
as 1 thought,” went an the skigoper. . |
carried a plan of the island about with
me, and had it in iny pocket when I
firt met Captain Jelks. Me, in saujo
way or other, got to know of this
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treasure, and the map One dark night, ymuch! They deserv hipping, |
whilst walking to the 'Frisco Docks, Jelks|that’s about ya.ll. Whea.t:v;hlgg&noa'ay‘m{
and Larson sprang upon me and mude | know that Tom was kidnapped—yes de-
an attempt to knife me. I wus within an|liberately kidnapped. It was e in
ace of dylpé; gentlemen, and received a|such a way that Jelks is safe; but it was
;_vound which has lpft,me with a ecar for |a case of abduction, all the same.”

ife. But Jalks didn’t succeed! I was| ¢« Byt why?”’ asked the Head, rather

just a little too quick for him. As he|bewilderod. = * Really. I fai
. , I fail
came at me I defended myself, and|this man should tak{a your aott? am wgy
pnckec} him up ml my arms. {hoan tell | force.” y oy
you, I was smmply raving with anger;| ¢« , : i3 i
iﬁﬁ_ﬁ? llénew wlrl:lt tlI1 washidoing- L I sa&f?ﬁ,"”?ﬂ? n?nnoﬁel;inmfge' “Dlooct;,);
_ elks up, a rew him at Lar-|ceasily follow Captain Burton’s :
son like a sack of coals. The mate was|And inde b i : o argument,
merely winded, but Jelks broke his leg. &it(la; llrnllcrlne d.JeI:il?sfn g?t.tu;ﬂg llgdagi!;fg)m%?:
As foranglyself. I managed to stagger fhands for a criminal purpose. He in-
M;gyl'so L%et m{l wound patched up. tends to use him as a lever—a lever for
“9 n e no de(.l interestedly. forcing the captain’s hand. He will re-
The man is certainly a greater scoun-|turn Tom in exchange for the plan. Do
drel than 1 believed,” he rentarked. ‘I|you understand?”’
do not wish to be curicus, Captain Bur-| ‘“Upon my soul!’ gasped the Head.
ton, but may I ask if your hopes re-|‘It is a most villainous conspiracy "
garding this treasure ever materialised."i ‘““ Ixactly,” agreed the deteclive

_‘““They haven’t—yet,” replied the|‘ And Captain Burton’s information has

VWMV VIIC LY JIAD \.IWJ M lll\.‘ullﬁu CAAVY AAUVGAUAs saavaw vll!ﬂ-—thnnnuv WAL ALY “-anvwan wanraaw aw e
“ Most decidedly,” agreed the captain. | ECESSary that we should act upon our
g p

“] am rich, and I don’t really want own initia.!;ive.” .
greater wealth. But there is a certain loxj‘r ?ggl!;‘ 'sal?l%r.t}ﬁ:h;{rgtdon’ I cannot fol-

epice of adventute in “the affair which|™ | , -
appeals to me. As a matter of fact, 1| . Then I will be explicit. = 'We must
intend fitting out a ship for the trip this|g&ive chase to the schooner at once—to-

summer. But we do not wish to discuss night!” said Nelson Lee grimly. * De-
that at present. I last heard of Jelks in lay would be fatal. The schooner could

London. A friend of mine—the captain[0only have proceeded a very short dis-
of an Atlantic liner—told me that he had |tance, and a motor-boat would be able
ecen Jelks only a short while before, |to overtake her by dawn. That is my
'The man hadn’t forgotten that incident plan. N We must give chase straight
in 'Frisoo, and he knew all about my|awayl

altered circumstances; he knew that I| Captain Burton rose to his feet, his
hadn't made any attempt to get that]eyes gleaming. He thrust out bis hand
sunken fortune. I am not saying that|impulsigely, and gripped Nelson Lee’s.
he came to St. Prank’s deliberately.| ‘ By the Lord Harry! That’s the
it's my belief that he learned of Tom’s|kind of talk I like!” he exclaimed
presence in the school by sheer accident. | heartily. * You're a man of action, sir,
Those two boys didn’t want to get my|a man who wants to get to work. Talk.
son away—it waa Jelks who planned it. Jing is all very well, but it doesn’t do
Hec merely used the lads as tools, know- | much gopd. By George! You've made
ing that they had got their knife into|me absolutely enthusiastic! We'll get
Tom. Bless you, I don’t blame the kids | Tom back before long, never fear!”
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CHAPTER 1I.
(Told by Nspper.)
IN WHICH WE START UPON AN EXCITING
ADVENTURE, AND BOARD THE SOUTHERN
. CROSS BOON AFTER DAWN—OAPTAIN JELKS
1S AFFABLE, BUT WE ARE NOT.
W POKED the fire up impatiently.
l “It’s no
irritable,” 1 said. *‘ We don’t know
what’'s happening in the Head’s
study, and we don’t know what old
Alvy’s doing: But you can take it from
me, my sons, that things will be getting
jolfy busy before long!”’
Sir Montie Tregellis-West sighea.
“But I've been waitin’ an’ waitin,”
he oomplained. ‘' It’s shockin’, Benny
boy. De Valerie ain’t been touched yet!
What'’s the matter? Why hasn’t he been
called to the Head’s study?”
‘“It's no good asking me,” I replied.

* The guv’nor knows best—and he’s got
blug case 1n hand. I‘dqn’t believe that
lercnee, 1 sald. 11 Ury aua see tne

guv'nor before we go to bed—and it’s
nearly bedtime now, come to think of it.
I wonder where the poor old Bo’sun i1s7’

‘“Don’t talk about it, dear fellow,”
gaid Sir Montie painfully. *“It's a
frightfully rotten affair altogether. My
opinion ain’t much , 1 know, but
I’'ve been thinkin’—I've been thinkin’
quite a lot.” ‘

“Let's hope it didn’t hurt you!”
grunted Watson tartly.

‘““ No, dear Tommy, it didn’t hurt me
‘at all,” said Sir Montie, with perfect
sorenity. ‘‘ Thinkin’ never docs hurt me.
Perhaps it’s beoause I don’t think deeply
cnougg, begad! Or there mayn’'t be any-
_thing to hurt, vou know.”

““ Don’t ?vo on jawing like that,”” 1
said irritably.

‘“1 apologise, Benny,”” murmured Sir
Montie. ‘' But I was thinkin’ that we
ought to have done something when we
saw that schooner makin’ for the seca, We
ought to have done something desperate.

’

|
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It was so shockin'ly tame, you know,
turning back home, an’ leavin’ the poor
oM Bo’sun to his fate. Yes, begad, we
ought to have done somethin’ despe-
rate!”’

““Swim out in chase of the schooner, I
suppose ?’’ I asked sarcastically. ‘‘ Don't
be a bigger ass than you can help,

you chaps getting | Montie, for goodness’ sake! The Bo’sun

will be back here within a day or two,
I'll bet. The guv’nor’s on this job—and
you know what he’s like when he gets -
busy. You just wait in patience, and
you'll sce thangs.”

I spoke confidently, but I only spoke
my feelings, '

Sir Montie and Tommy and I were in
Study C, in the Remove passage. We
hadn’t done our prep., and didn’t mean
to do i, either. Not many of the fellows
knew that wo had been with Nelson Lee
to Caistowe.

I had been expecting that De Valerie
would be hauled up into the Head's

——aa A .. - . _ ) I L.3_% L.

Burton, and wanted to help him,
He was comparatively a new boy at
St. Frank’s; but, for all that, he was
one of the most popular fellows in the
Ancient House. A big, bluff, hearty
sort of chap, with a sunny, jolly nature.
Everybody liked him—they coudn’t help
liking him. Of course, when I say every-
body, I didn’t include cads like Fullwood
or De Valerie or others of their tribe.

The poor old Bo’sun had a lot of rough
expressions, which he had picked up on
his father’s ship, but the fellows rather
liked them. He was a novelty. And
the manner in which he had knocked
Fullwood and De Valerie out, fighting
the pair of them at the same time, had
pleased thc wholo Lower School tren:en-
dously.

I didn’t feel like poing to bed; 1t
seemed to be deserting the Bo’sun when
he needed us more than ever. He had
practically. saved our lives on one occa-
sion, and .the thought of leaving him m

_— ———

o
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the lurch made me feel horribly mean.
It was all very well to have the sochooner
stopped by other people—I wanted to
take part in the thing myself.
~_And just as I was thinking this wa
the door opened, and Nelson Lee himself
appeared. He was wearing his gown, as
usual, and he beamed upon us bene-
volently, in full keeping with his ‘ Mr.
‘Alvington "’ character.

““ Dear me! Quite a study in gloom,”
ge exclaimed softly, as he closed the

OOT.

‘“ More like gloom in a study, sir,” 1
replied, trying to be funny. *‘ We're all
feeling pretty robten.”

‘“ Ready for bed, eh?”’ suggested the
guv’'nor, .

‘““ Begad, no, sir!’ put in Sir Montie
quickly. ‘‘ Anythin’ but that, Mr. Alvin'-
ton. e want to go an’ helf; poor old
Burton, you know. I wouldn't mind
missin’ a whole night’s sleep!”

& r wamw 11 .. -

CUIISIUCIAVIY  BIHIVUIIY ULl pPULSUaVIL, A
managed to get the Head's permission
for you three boys to accompany Captain
Burton and myself on this very special
mission. There is not a moment to lose,
80 get your overooats and caps on
straichtaway. And don't say anything
to the other boys.”
~ We couldn’t realise it for a moment ov
two.

‘“ We're—we're going with you, eir?”’
I breathed excitedly.

.‘S Y“.l’

“ All of us?”’ gasped Tommy Watson.
¢ That is what I sadd, my boy."”
‘“Begad! It's rippin’!”’ said Sir
Montie, his eyes gleaming behind his
ince-nez. *‘ Dear Alvy, I—— Oh, lor!
fbeg your pardon, sir, I'm gettin’ quite

confused—I am, really

‘““ That's all right, Montie,”” smiled the
guv'nor. ‘ Now, boys, bo ready within
live minutes, and come straight to the
Uead’'s private door. I may tell yon

SEA 7

that we are gothg straight off to rescus
Burton.”’

And Nelson lL.ee departed from the
study, leaving the three of us staring as
one another with flushed, eager faces.
Tominy and Montie, of course, knew our
real characters—tho guv'nor and me, I
mean—that's why they were privileged
now.

* Great pip!” panted Tommy Wat-
son. ‘‘ It ain’'t true, is it?”

“ Of course it's true, you ass!”’ I ex-
claimed joyfully. ¢ We're going after
the Bo’sun, after all. By )ingo, it’s fino!
We don’'t want any sleep to-night—ratm
to it! We can do without a night’'s rest
for once in a way!”

‘““ Dear fellow, of course we can!”
said Tregellis-West. ‘¢ But it’'s simply
amazin'. This sort of thing ain’t usual
at all. I o.n’t make out why old Alvy
has been so splendidly sporty. I didn’t
think he’d want to be bothered with
juniors, begad! It’s simply stunnin’ of

*aV%_ a___ L _%_ 12
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always accompanied him—real cases, I
mean, before I came to 8t. Frank’s.
Perhaps I'm useful sometimmes—he says
I am, anyhow.”

‘“ But we ain’t you, Benny boy—'

¢““Oh crumbs!” I groaned. * How
the dickens could the guv’nor take me
alone? You've asked for it plainly, and
I'm going to give it to you. He’s taking
you two chaps becausc he's practically
got to! It would be too giddy notice-
able if he took me only. That's why
you’re being allowed to come.”

¢“ Oh, begad!’ murmured Sir Montie
blankly. ¢ We ain’t really wanted,
then? Dear boy., I'm feceling squashed.
I wish I hadn’t pressed you for an an-
swer—"'

I grinned.

“Oh rot!”’ T said, moving towards
the door. ¢‘‘The guv'nor’s takeft you
and Tommy on several adventures, and
ou've been jolly useful. He knows that.
fn fact, you two chaps can be truited



wouldn’t. have you. le knows that
you're both made of the right stuff!”

Tommy and Montie flushed with
pleasure, and, out of consideration for
them, 1 switched the light off. Then
we passed out of the study, and bumped
into Handforth and Co., who were pas-
RING.

““Clumsy ass!” roared Handforth,
dancing on one foot. ‘ Can’t you see a
chap's toe?"’

‘“ Well, it would be a bit dificult to
miss sceing  yours, Handy!” 1 said
genially,  *“ You must expect to have
vour fcet trodden on when they're filling
up the parsage, There ain’t much roora
Jeft, you know!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Church and McClure roared, and
Handforth transferred his glares from
us to them. Their faces became very
grave in a sccond.
~ ‘* Anything to cackle at?”’ bawled

jPamage, CHUURIINK. oTvelns ICIIVWD
wanted to know why we were looking so
cheery, but wo evaded their questions.

And, having secured our coats and
caps, we sncaked cut of the Ancient
Jlouse into the Triangle. The moon
was shining very brightly, and the air
was mild, with a gentle breeze blowing.
It was a perfect night.

Round against the Head’'s private door
wo found a big motorcar. This was a
rurprise, but I soon realised that it was
(’aptain Burton’s. He hadn’t come from
London in it—only from Banningto
where he had hired it. You see. he ha
come by the express from lL.ondon, but
the last train to Bellton had run. So
the skipper ha@ been forced to hire a
car. DBeing an cxpert driver himself—
having a car of his own—he hadn’t
bothered about a chauffeur.

We found Captain Burton there,
rtanding on the stepa. He grected us
yovially, and we took to him instantly.
He was a big edition of the Bo’sun haiwm-

later.

“Jump in, boys!’ he said briskly.
‘“Weo don't want any of the other
juniors to witness our departure. One
of the prefects will explain your abscnce

at bedtime. We must be off without a
moment’s delay !”’
We clim on to the car, in the

tonneau. Nelson Lee took the wheel,
and Captain Burton sat beside him.
Then we started. My chums and I were
simply bubbling over with excitement
and kcen interest.

The guv’nor didn’t lose any time on
this journey; the car simnply buzzed. 1
should have liked to have been driving
myself—] was quite ocapable of handling
it. But I couldn’t have everything I
wanted.

A3 1 had expected, we made straight
for Caistowe, and arrived in the little
seaside village in less than twenty
minutes. I soon found out the guv’'nor’s

F.v--w‘.J e “-wv g - WA we

Captain Burton arranged matters in
lcss than five minutes. A considerable
sheaf of banknotes changed hands—the
cost of hire, and a deposit. Mr. Goodall
was qu'te comfortable in leaving his
craft in Captain Burton’s hands.

The car we left behind, the cutter
owner agreeing to garage it for us. Then
we tumbled on board, and wecre soon
uw'leﬁv.

o breeze was fresh, and the little
vessel hissed through the water at a
splendid speed. Tommy and Montie
and I sat in the bows, enjoying ourselves
tremendously. It was difficult to realise
that we ought to have been in our beds
by this time, in the Remove dormitory.

The air was a trifle keen on the sea,
but simply delightful. The moonlight
streamed down from a cloudless sky.

‘“ How do we know which course to
set,” asked Tommy Watson.

“ My dear kid, I'm not going to
bother about that,”” I replicd. * The
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guv'nor knows what he's doing. He's
been telephoning people up. I believe.
Besides, tho schooner can only take one
course, reallv. This cutter has doubled
her speed, and we'll soon overhaul her.”

I learned, a little later. that Nelson
Leo had received information to the
offect that tho Southern Cross would
drop her anchor outside Falmouth for a
few hours. So there couldn’t be much
mistake about our direction.

The sails of the cutter boomed musi-
cally in the breeze, and the water hissed
away in two foaming cascades from her
bows, as she cut through the water.

After we had been sailing for about
half an hour, with Captain Burton in
charge of the wheel, Nelson Lee made
his way for'ard with a cigar between
his lips. He smiled at us, and shook his
head disapprovingly.

“ This won’t do, boys,” he said. ¢ For-
tuno has favovured us, and we have made
a very excellent start. But you'll be
good for nothing if you sit up here. in
this fashion. I don’t suppose we shall
sight the schooner until after dawn, and
that means there are scveral hours to
while away.”

““ Oh, we're all right, sir!” I said
cheerfully. /

] dare say you are, my boy,” smiled
the guv’'nor. ‘ But I must really insist

upon your getting some sleep. The
cabin i1s warm and comfortable, and
there are some excellent bunks. You

must all three go below and get to sleep.
I promise that you will be called as soon
as the schooner is sighted.”

We protested,. of course; but the
guv’'nor’s suggestion was really an ex-
cellent one. And, five minutes later. we
were snug and cosy in the cabin. The
adventure was unexpected, and we en-
joyed ourselves keenly. I realised that
there had been no real necessity for us
to come. The guv'nor, like the splendid
sort he was, knew that we should enjoy
the trip. And perhaps, sooner or later,
we should be able to do something to
justify our presence aboard.

It was all very well for us to talk
about sitting up all night; but we were
asleep within two minutes, lulled by the
musical splash of the water as it hisscd
by outside. .

I possessed the happy knack of being
able to wake up when I liked—long as-
sociation with Nelson Lee had taught
me that. And I tumbled out <f my
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bunk, fresh as paint, soon after dawn. 1
didn’t wake Sir Montie and Tommy,
but went on deck.

The sun was shining like a golden
ball above the horizon, and the sea was
deep blue. The breeze had freshened
with the dawn, and was now blowing
vigorously. The cutter simply boomed
%ver the water, her sails as taut as could

e. |

Neclson Lee and Captain Burton were
over by the wheel.

‘“ Hallo! I didn't call you!” hailed
the guv'nor. ‘‘ We haverf’t sighted the
schooner yet, my boy!”

‘“ No, sir, but this salt air has made
me peckish,” I said cheerfully. ‘* What
about brekker? 1 thought I might be
useful. Ain't there any cocoa aboard-—

R

or something hot ahd steaming?

““My dear lad. you’d better forage
about for yourself,”’ said the guv'nor.
‘““ 1 dare say you'll be rewarded—and I
could do with something hot myself.”

It didn’t take me long to ruke out a
fat tin of cocoa, and get a small oil-stove
going. There was a little kettle, and
plenty of fresh water—to say nothing of
a few tins of fresh biscuits and cakes.
Mr. Goodall had done the thing
properly, and T mentally concluded that
he was a perfect gentleman,

Having made a steaming can of cocoa,
I roused up Tommy and Montic, and we
made a spiffing breakfast on deck. Sir

Montie was quite enthusiastic: he
hadn’t the slichtest idea that I could te
so handy.

I made him work after breaklast.
helping to wash up the cups and thines.
Tommy looked on, grinning. And. just
as we were finishing, Nelson Lee jrave
us a hail. .

We hurried up, and there, straight
across the bows. was the schoorer. At
least, a schooner of some sort. And the
chances werc thut she would prove to be
our quarry \We were overhauling her
rapidly.

The wind was still fresheninz. and
Captain Burton had shortened sail a
trifle. After a while he declared. with
conviction, that the vessel ahead was the
Southern Cross. And very scon the
aguv'nor made out her name, through his
binoculars.

“« The Bo'sun's on board that ship!”
[ excleimed, as I sat for’ard with 1wy

chums. ** The cxcitement’ll begin jolly
soon, my sons. I expect Jelks will be
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simply purple with anger when we
sweep alongside. Just you wait and sce
bisa dial! It'll ke worth quids!”

‘“Dcar boy, 1 wouldn’t have it as a
gift!” declared Tregellis-West.

But, as it turned out, T was mistaken.
As the cutter drew up close, I saw that
both the guv’nor ard Captain Burton
were looking very grim. They meant
business, and were not going to put up
with any nonsensc. They had come to
fetch the Bo'sun away—and were gomg
to do it!

We were all prepared for squalls—for
rasistance, if necessary. Wo could see
the schooner very clearly now. Bhe was
an old fashioncd vessel, and in a dirty
condition. Her sails werc new, however,
and gleamed beautifully in the sunlight.
Her dirtiness, 1 ]udgeg was mainly be-
cause of the siack discipline of her
skipper.  Several frowsy heads were
lenming over the rail, gazing at us as
we cnme skimmine along.

less than five minutes we “uo all on
board;: and the most surprising thing of
all was that Captain Jeclks grected us
with serenc affability.

‘““Why, gents, 1T didn't expect to seo
ou aboard my craft!” he exclaimed,
1ig face wreathed in smiles. ‘‘ By gosh!
Cap’n Burton an’ all! How do, Burton?
Lettin’ bygones be bygones-——eh?”

““1 don’t know why you're taking up
this attitude, my friend,” said Captmn
Burton grimly. * But it won't serve
you any good purpose. We have over-
taken you for one object. My son, Tom,
is on board your craft. I want him. You
will oblige me by handing him over
without any trouble.”

Jelks looked very surprised.

' Your boy?” he repeated. ¢ Why,
bust me, 1 never realised that the kid
might be your nipper, Cnpn Burton !
So that was 'is namoe—ch? Well, well!
It seems as 'ow you 'vo'’gd your trip for
nothin’.”

LIEE T.IBRARY

‘““What do you mean?”’ asked Nelson
Lee grimly.

“Wy, I mean that the boy ain’t on
this ship, an’ never was,” repltcd Jelks
calmly. ¢ Do ye think I'd be troubled
by t.he likes o’ he‘? You make me smile.
I don’t stand wi’ such truck!”

‘““Yoa awful fibber!”’ roared Tommy
Watson. “ The Bo’sun's on board—and
you know it!”’

‘““1 don’t want none o’ your lip. kid!”
said Captain Jelks smoothly. “ I ain’t
denyin’ that the young warmint arst mo
for a job. Why should I deny it? I'm
a honest man, as everybody knows;
rever told a lie in my life. ’Ave vou
ever known me to be untruthful, Mr.
Larson 7’’

‘“ Never, sir—not in me nateval !’ de-
clared Mr. Larson solemnly.

““ Enough of this mfprnal nonsense !”’
said Captam Burton, with rising anger.
‘““You won’t gain anythmg by 1it, Jelks.
You’ll hand over mv son——

siae.

““ Well, what was the result?” asked
Nelson Lee quietly.

‘““ That blamed boy got me to pay ’'is
faro to Caistowe, an’ then ’e changed
’is mind,” said the skipoer soully “ Run
off in the darkness arter we'd left Cais-
towe station. We never see 'im no more,
an’ so we sailed without 'im. Ain’t that
the truth, Mr. Larson ?”’

“ Strike me pink, it 1s!” nodded the
mate, who was the skipper’s echo m
evelythuw

I was feelmg a bit dismayed. Captain
Burton was simply fuming with rage.
Only Nelson Lec remained calm. We

‘had not anticipated any such reception

as this. Captain Jclks was brazening
the whole thing out.

He was trying to make us believe that
the Bo'sun wasn’t aboard at all. DBut

that was a deliberate lie, and we weren’t
hoodwinked. But I reahised, with a
sudden shock, that we were completely

“helpless.
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8o long -as Jelks maintained this atti-
tude, we couldn’t do a thing. It was
impossible for us to search the ship, al-
though wo were satisfied that Jelks had
been lying. We were at a deadlock.

It looked very much as though the poor
old Bo’sun was booked for a long trip
in the Southern Cross, after all. Nelson
Lee and Captain Burton shared my
thoughts, and the captain, at least, could
scarcely hold himself in check.

‘“ You oonfounded liar!” he thun-
dered. “ How dare you stand there and
tell me such a tale?”’

Captain Jelks swore.

“I'll "ave you know onc thing,” he
said deliberately. ¢ This is my craft, an’
I'm master of it. I don’t stand becin’
called a liar by no man. So I gives you
just two minutes to get back on that
cockleshell o’ yours. If you ain’t gone
by then. you’ll be chucked overside!
Savvy ?”’

There was a moment’s silence. The
situation was absolutely tcnse. Several
meinbers of tho crew were looking on
from amidships with great interest. But
just then, in that short interval, a cry
came from below.

It was clear and unmistakable.

¢ Help !n .

The voice was that of the Bo’sun, and
wo all jumped. Here, in a second, had
come. a positive answer to Jelks's lies.
He scowled with fury; but his rage was
nothing to that of Captain Burton.

That cry, uttered in his son’s voice,
and with a plaintiveness which was gln'ti-
ful, caused the fine old skipper to lose
control of himself. He just clenched his
fists and shook them in the air. Then
he hurled himself with all his strength
at Jelks.

Pe——

CHAPTER IIL
(Nipper continues.)

IN WHICE WE FIND OURSELVES IN THE
POWER: OF EBENEZER JELKS.
HE attack was totally unexpected.
l Captain Jelks went down like
a ninepin. I had never seen any-
body floored so neatly in my life
before. Captain Burton’s fist struck
Jelks full upon the mouth, and he reeled
over, and fell with a crash upon the
deck.
““ You scoundrel !”’ roared the Bo'sun’s
futher. “ You lying dog!”

1I

J~lk3s waz on his feet in a second. Hiny
mouth was bleeding, and his eyes pou-
tively stood out from his face. A string
of oaths left his lips, and, for a moment,
he was too furious to speak coherently.

Then he uttered a wild bellow.

“Mr. Larson—Adams—Simkins!’ he
roared. ‘“ Get hold o' this brute an’ hold
him! By gosh! He'll pay for this day’s
work !”’

In a moment Mr. Larson and two or
three members of the crew took hold of
Captain Burton. The old skipper fought
{ike a tiger, but he was held down at
ast.

Nelson Lee looked at Sir Montie and
Tommy and me sharply. Wec¢ were al-
ready starting forward, boiling with in.
dignation, and the guv’nor nodded
quickly.

That was enough. He threw himself
forward, and we followed suit. It was
quite impossible to see Captain Burton
being treated in this way. We went into
the fight with a vengeance. Nelson Lee
knocked Larson over with a crash, then
he sent Adams reeling. Sir Montie and
I tackled another man. It was a wild
scrimmage for a few minutes. But in
the end we got Captain Burton free.

Jelks was dancing with intense rage.

He yelled out orders in a continuous
string, accompanied by shocking lun-
guage. -

Men came running up from below, and
presently we were quite surrounded.

‘“ Hold the lot of ’em!”” snarled the
skipper hoarsely. ¢ Hold ’em tight, you
scum! The first swab who lets go ’is
'old will ’avo to deal with me arter-
wards! By gosh! I'll show who’s master
on this craft!”’

We had asked for it, of course, and
we ocouldn’t very well grumble when wypo
ocot it. Although we fought gamely, weo
were held securely at the end of three or
four minutes. All five of us were harshly
gripped and held. But it had been im-
possible for us to see Captain Burton
in the grasp of these rotters without
lending a hand.

““ You will have to suffer for this out-
rage, Captain Jelks!” said the Bo'sun's
father pantingly. ¢ Not content with
kidnapping my son, you have now dared
to lay hands upon us. You may be
master of this ship, but——"

“ Hold your lip!’ roared Jelk:.
“ You've laid 'ands on me, an’ there's
no excuse for you! I was brutally at-
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tacked. an' I'm justified in puttin' the
‘ole crowd of you in irona! An' that's
where you'll [ too!"” he added furi-
owly. ¢ You're prisoners—understand?
Prisonera !’

We did understand; we ocouldn't very
well do anything else.

** This s all very well, Captain Jelks,”
vid Nelson I.ee smoothly. * You know
that the sole blame is your own. Yon
deliberatoly lied to us by saying that the
boy was not on board. \s‘ongwurd his
cry for help, and it was only natursl
that Captain Burton should give way to
his justifiable anger. You are in the
wrong, and I should advise you to ac-
cept the matter calmly.”

‘“Well, an’' what else?'’ snarled the
skipper,

“1 will tell you. You will save your-
self quite a considerable amount of
trouble if you reclease the lad without
further delay,” procceded the guv’nor.
** Release him, and allow us to return
to our cutter. Wo know, now, that he
» imprisoned below.”

Jelks laughed harshly.

* That’s fine talk !"" ho sneered. ‘Do
you think I'm goin' to take any blamed
notiwe of it?! You've 'andled me on my
own poop, and I don't stand that from no
man, ot’'n more, you ’‘arf killed my
fust officor, Mr. Larson!"”’

Mr. larson, who was holding Tommy
Watson, and swearing under his breath,
secemed fully alive.

** Do you know wot I'm goin' to do?”
went on. Jolks, lecring at us. ** Afore
long 1 shall be droppin’ anchor off Fal-
mouth. I'll 'ave police aboard in less
than 'ar{ an hour, an’ then you'll be
‘anded over o the law. 1 reckon you
can chow that. Oh, my case is all right
—)ou ain’t got a leg to stend on. 1've
pot witnosses to prove all 1 say, an’ you

know it. Assaultin’ a skipper on 'is own
ship! By gosh! You'll 'ave a taste o’
romethin

afore lons I’
I was filled with dismay. Not on aec-
rount of myself, or Tommy, or Bir
Muntiee. Weo shouldn't come to any
harm, 1 knew. But the guv'nor and
(‘aptain Burton would be in queer street
if Jolks liked to carry out his threat.
The guv'nor was thinking just the
sumo as 1 was—1 knew that. As Jelks
had said, his case was a one. (ap-
lain Burton had b en rash—altogether
too rash. If wo had rcmawed calm, we
should probably lhave beaten Jelks
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eulkljy Nelson Lee could soon have
tackled him—not with his fists, but with
words. After that cry of the Bo'sun’s,
Jelks would have crumpled up; he
would have been tame. '

But Captain Burton's action had
altered everything; it had placed us in
the wrong. Not really .in the wrong,
but apparently so. And that was reslly
all that mattered. The position was ex-
ceedingly acute.

But, somehow, I didn’t think that
Jelks would carry out his threat. To
tell the truth, 1 feared that he would
kecp us below during the stay at Fal-
mouth, and take us right acrosa the At
lantic. What was to prevent him? Once
out in the West Indics he could cast us
off in a small boat, and leave us to land
somowhere. I didn’t think he would risk
a police inquiry. Yet he couldn’t allow
us to go after what had happened.

“I'll learn you!”’ he went on vici-
ounly. *“1 dessay you know wot this
means, Burton, if the others don’t. A
skipper is sole master on board ’'is own
craftt My men 'ave got to obey my
orders. There ain't no law 'cept mine
on this ’ere schooner. Mr. Larson!”

‘““ Sir1I”’ said the mate,

‘‘ 8ce that these prsoners—prisoners,
mark yo—are taken below !’ said Cap-
tain Jelks with relish. ¢ ’Ave ’em
shoved down into the lazaret, with the
boy. They won’t make no nois¢ down
there—leastways, not that matters. I'll
learn 'em! But 'old on a minute aforo
you take 'em below !”’

Tho aki;aper tumbled down the poop
ladder, and gave some quick orders to
two members of the crew. Nelson Lee
and Ceptain Burton and we boys stood
looking on, hclpless and impotent.

We saw Jelks’s orders being carried
out. The ocutter was sent adrift, and she
fell away rapidly, rollin& helplessly upon
the roughening sea, with no hand at her
wheel. The wind was blowing steadily,
snd with a certain freshness.

This action of Jelks was grim evidence
of his intentions. He had sent our own
boat adrift—that was clear proof that ho
meant to keep us prisoners on board the
schooner.

Five minutes later we were roughly
forced down the compamon. We found
ourselves in the captain’s cabin—a dirty
apartment which recked of stale tobacco
and spirits. In the floor, under the table,
was a trapdoor. This led down into the
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lazarct, or storc-room. We soon dis-
oovered that it wasn’t the actual store-
room, but one which was disused. For
the placo was empty except for some old
boxes.

We wero simply thrown down like so
many sacks of coal, for therc was no
ladder. One by one, we were forced to
drop into the black dole. And then the
trapdoor was closed down with a bang,
and we were by ourselves.

I had beon the last down, and I landed
with a terrific jar—for the distance was
oonsiderable. Sir
his ankle a bit, but I didn’t find this out
until afterwards.

Pitch darkness enveloped us. I could
heir the Bo’sun; he was talking ox-
citedly and joyfully to his father. He,
at least, was as pleased as Punch.

‘““ Bepad! We've found him, dear
boys !” murmured Sir Montie, as serene
as ever. ‘‘ We've found the Bo'sun—but
on?r own position ain't s0 very rosy, 1s
it?"”’

“ My boys, this 13 a real disaster!”
said Nelson Leo, talking to us while Cap-
tain Burton was engaged with his son.
““ There i» no sense in crying over spilt
milk, but we must face the position. I
am angry with myself, now, for having
brought you—"’

““ Oh, I say, sir!”” I protested. ‘ We're
all in it together, you know. And I
don’t suppose it’s so bad as it seems.”’

¢ Make no mistake, Bennett,”’ replied
Lee. *“ The position 13 very serious In-
decd. Have you forgotten one important
thing ? This unscrupulous Captain Jelks
has now got both the Bo'sun and his
father. But, of course, you don’t know
the full facts, do you? Unless I am
very much mistaken, Jelks will keep a
tight hold on the lot of us.”

We couldn’t say any more just then,
for the Bo’sun felt his way across to us.

¢ Shiver my maindeck !”’ he exclaimed
huskily, as he gripped us in turn. “ It’s
simply splendid of you, messmates! I
don’t know how I'm going to thank you.
But it’s all a mix-up, ain’t it?”’

¢ Why the dickens did you run off, you
6337 demanded Tommy Watson.

¢ By the Blue Peter! I was a fool!
I was mad—"

“ No, you weren't, Bo'sun,”’ I put in.
¢ That rotten drug had made you
fuddled. You didn't know what you
were doing, properly. But I can’t help
being surprised at one thing. Surely

ntie had sprained
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vou were clear enough in your napper tn
know that De¢ Valerie wasn’t to be

trusted ?"’ :
I heard the Bo'sun gasp.
‘“ By hokey! It wasn’t you, Bennett,

was it?"”’ he asked hoarsely.

‘“ What wasn't me?”’

““ You—you didn’t come to the punish.
ment-room, and persuade me to run
away "’

“I? What are you jawing about?”
I asked. ‘It was De Valerie who did
that. We collared him just as he was
coming down the ladder—after you'd
skipped off !”

‘“ Souse my scuppers! T knew it—I

knew it !”’ muttered the Bo’sun.

*‘ Dear fellow, you knew what?”’ mur-
mured Sir Montie. “I’m in a shockin’
state of confusion—I am, really!”

‘““Why, De Valerie made me think
that he was you, Bennett!”’ said Burton.
‘““ Don’t you understand? I was all
mixed up, and didn’t realise until after-
wards that something was wrong. I
couldn’t sec De Valerie in the darkness,
and he only whisp2red. He told me that
he was you, Bennett!” .

‘“ By jingo!” I exclaimed. ¢ That ex-
plains it, Bo’sun!”’

I knew, now, why Burton had been 30
ready to run away from the school. He
had been under the impression that De
Valcrie's advice was my advice !

Wo oouldn’t discuss the matter much
further, for Nelson Lee was examining
the lazaret. We hadn’'t been searched.
and the guv’nor still carried his clectric
torch. By the light of this we saw that
our prison was a square apartment, with
only an old box or two lying about.

The trapdoor was in the ceiling, high
above our heads.

Escape was out of the question, for,
even if we managed to get out of the
lazaret, we should only be chucked down
again. So what was the good of trying?
In fact, after we had talked the mattes
over seriously, we were all inclined to by
despondent.

Captain Burton was quite subdued; he
had hardly anything to say. The conly
cheerful ono among us was the Bo’sun.
After his experiences, this present posi-
tion seemed quite enjoyable to him.

But it was no good blinking at the
facts. '

We wecre prisoners, and in the power
of an unsorupuloua sooundrel. There
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was no telling what he would do with th’ shore,” remarked Henry.

uso
We were in a terribly deep hole, and
there scemed no way out of it !

CHAPTER 1V.

THE DERELIOT CUTTER—CONSTERNATION
AT ST, FRANK'S—NO HOPE. .

WO fishermen were walking along

l the beach of the small fishing

village of Bickton, on the Dorsct
coast.

It was getting towards noon, and the
sca was a trifle choppy, with a stiff
breeze blowing. At the edgc of the little
bay, black, jagged rocks protruded from
the sea. And one of the fishermen sud-
denly halted, and shaded his eyes with
his hand.

 What’s that over yonder, Jim?”’ he
asked, pointing

The other man looked. And there,
bobhing up and down on the waves,
near the rocks, something fairly bright
could be seen. It was lifted by an un-
usually large wave, and cast with a crash
upon the rocks. It lay there, above the
reach of the following waves.

““ Why, that be a boat o’ some sort,
Henry,”’ replied the other man, * Just
cast ashore, secmin’ly. We'd best have
a look.”

Th two men hurried round the beach,
and soon reached the rocks. Picking
their way over the slippery seaweced,
they were able to gain a clear view of
the little craft which had been cast
ashore. It was a cutter, apparently, and
there wasn’t a trace of any living soul.

‘“ Derelict, by the look of it,”’ remarked
Henry. ‘ Leastways, there ain’t any
folk aboard. The tide’s on the ebb, so
we'd best wait awhile till we can go
rig(;n'o close. It looks bad, Jim—real
ba .l’

The dereclict cutter was still awash, but
the waves were unable to shift it from
the rocks. The mast was snapped off, and
lay with a tangled mass of sail and rig-
ring over the bows. The vessel was
lying on its side.

About half an hour later the two fisher-
men wcre able to mako a thorough ex-
emination, for the tide had receded,
leaving the cutter high and dry on the
weed smothered rocks. And the exami-
nation seemed to prove the suspicions
which both men shared.

‘ She capsized, Jim, mayhe miles from

Ipanted the pageboy.
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‘“An’ all
the folk aboard were drowned. Thero
ain’t a sign of ’em. This is what comes
o’ sailin’ in a breeze, an’ not bein’ capa-
ble of handlin—"

. ‘“What’s this here,
jected Jim quickly.

In the cabin,

Henry?” mter-

among the soaked
wreckage, some overcoats were found.
The ermen examined them, and de-
aded to act at once.

As a result, they walked quickly into
Bickton village, and gave their informa-
tion to the policeman. That worthy,
after gazing gravely at the overcoarts,
and listening to the fishermen’s story,
nodded his head with great solemnity.

““Some o’ them boys,’” he said.
“ That’ll be it, Hemry. I’ve heard tell
of St. Frank’s School-—that’s somewhere
in Sussex, I’m thinkin’. Some boys out
sailin’, and got capesized. They’re dead
now, sure as anything.”’

And the constable went off to make
use of the post-office telephone.

Exactly twenty-five minutes later Dr.
Stafford, the Headmaster of St. Frank's,
sat in his studgesta.ring before him dully.
His face was deathly pale, and he iooked
ten years older.

‘‘ Good heavens!” he muttered huskily.
““ What a tragedy—what a tragedy!”

He rose from his chair unsteadily, and
rang the bell. A pageboy soon appeared,
and the Head raised a quivering finger.

“ Go, Tubbs, and fetch Mr. Stockdale
and Mr. Crowell,”” he said, his voice
nearly breaking with emotion. * Fetch
them at cnce, Tubbs—do not lose a
moment. Go, boy—go |’

‘““ Ye-yes, sir!”’ pasped Tubbe.

He was startled by the change in the
Head, and he left the study in a stato
of wonderment and consternation. Tubbs

| was the Ancient House page, and he was

soon racing away in search of Mr.
Crowell, the Remove master.

‘“ Hallo, Tubby, what’s up?’ asked an
eager voice.

The pageboy paused for a moment.
His path was barred by the fat figure of
Teddy Long, of the Remove. It was

|nearly time for afterncon lessons, and

Teddy was curious to discover the reason
for Tubbs’ almost scared look. Teddy
Loong was alwaye curious, he was known
as the Paul Pry of the Ancient House.
1 dunno what's up, Master Long,”
‘“The 'Ead’s fair
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tremblin'  with fright—as though he
might have secn a 7‘ ! I'm hurryin’
to fetach Mr. Crowell an’ Mr. Stookdale.”

And Tubbs hurried on.

The ourious Removite looked after him,
and nodded to himself. The whole
Lower School was wondering what had
beoome of Nipper and Co., and the Head
hadn’t thought fit to make any detailed
explanation. @ Mr. Alvington, too—he
was away. The boys only knew that the
affair was something in oconnection with
thg go’su.n. : X

nd now, apparently, something was
“on."” Tecfd-y Long meant te keep his
eyes—and his eare—fully open.

Meanwhile Tubbs found Mr. Crowell,
and gave his message. Then he hurried
over to the College House, and sought
gut Mr. Stock-'lna?e, the Housemaster.
The two gentlemen happened to reach
the Head’s study door at the same time.

“Dear me! Is there something
wrong?”’ asked Mr. Stockdale, mildly.

1 am sure I haven’'t tho faintest
idea,” replied the Remove master, as
they ontered the room.

‘““Ah, you have come. I am glad,” ex-
claimed the Head shakily. * I have ter-
rible news, gentlemen—appalling, ghastly
news. Not five minutes ago, over the
telephone——"’

‘“ Good gracious! You are ill, sir!"”
said Mr. Crowell, in alarm.

“Il1? Heaven above, have T not
reason to be?”’ ned Dr. Stafford.
‘““ I will tell you bluntly, for it is the best
way.
West, Watson, and Captain Burton are
—are dead!”’

The two masters were nearly dumb
with sheer, horrified amazement.

‘““ Deadd’’ gasped Mr. Crowell, al last.
¢ Good gracious me!”’

‘““ Drowned in the Channel ! muttered
the Head huskily. ) -

The tragedy was overwhelmi Both
Mr. Stockdale and Mr. Crowell knew
that the Head was speaking sinoerely.
But they could scarcely believe their
A master, three boys, and a visitor

ears.
—all dead! The shock was almost too
much. '

‘* There—there must be some mistake,
suroly?”’ gasped Mr. Crowell. '‘ It can-
not bo true, sir. 1t is impossible! Surely
—surely, there is some hope——"

““] sece none—none whatever!” said
Dr. Stafford, speaking - with difficulty.
“ As you are aware, the party left 8t.

Mr. Alvington, Bennett, Tregellis-

IS

Frank's last night for the pur of
rescuing Burton, of the Remove. y
went to Caistowe, and embarked upon
a small sailing cutter. I have had pomi-
tivo news that the cuttor was wrecked
—sho oapsized whilst at sea, and was cast
ashore in Dorsetehire.”

‘ And—and the bodies?"’ asked Mr.
Btockdale, in a horrified whisper.

‘““ Ah, it is evident that the poor souls
wero lost far from the shore,” replied the
Head, passing a hand before his eyes.
‘“Nobt one of the bodies has been re-
oovered yget. The cutter was cast ashore,
a wrcok. Sha must have turnel-turtle,
oasting her crew into the rough sea.”

‘‘ How terrible!’’ murmured Mr. Stook-

dale. ‘ How—how shockingly ghaatly.”
““ But is 1t poemtively proved, beyond

all doubt——"' began Mr. COrowell.

“ There is no ctu:ntm whatever.”

“It may not have been the samo
cutter.”’

‘“ My dear eir, two overcoats, belong-
ing to Tregellis-West and Bennett, were
found 1n tge cabin of the veesel,' said
the Headmaster wearily. ‘‘ There is no
ho o hope whatever.”

r. Crowell shook his head.

‘“ If you will pardon me, sir, I should
advise you to wait until more definito
newi arri':esil” hemex[fi:iorsed. ';hHow do
we know what huap d? ho party
may have bean rescued by another ahip.
It 1s possible—quite probable, in fact.”

“It s good of you to comfort me, Mr.
Crowell,”” said Dr. Stafford. *‘ Your
suggestion i3 ocertainly worthy of con-
sideration. It would be foolizh of me to
make any premature announcement. L
shall wait until to-morrow, at least. Say
nothing to the boys; they must not hear
of the tragedy yet. As for the parents
of the poor lads who have gone, I—I

hardly know what to do. I am afraid to

tell them." . y
“I should say nothing at present,

said Mr. Stockdale. ‘‘It will mako no

difference, sir, if the lads are really
dead. The stunning news will be de
layod—that is all. And there is a chance
—a bare. slim chance—thut all will turn
out right.” _

And so, after a long consultation, the
Head decided to awast further news
before communicating with the relatives
of Watson and Tregellis-West, and tho
othors. But when Mr. Crowell and Mur.
Stockdale left the Head’s study they ob-
serve’l at once that the whole achool wau
seethine with cxcitement.
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The truth, in fact, was already public
property.

It was impossible to trace the cause
of the leakage; It was only {wo evident
that the bad news had spread throughout
St. Frank’s like wildfire.  Juniors and
scniors aliko were all  discussing  the
tragedy.

Teddy Long was the real culprit.

He had taken good care to creep up
to the Head’s etudy door immediately
after the entry of the two other masters.
Aud Teddy had heard a good decal that
had passed.

When he rushed out into the Triangle
he was nearly bursting with the awful
news. And, having let it out, it was
wiuspered from end to end of the school.
A great many fellows refused to bLelieve
it, and they scoffed at the very idea.

The grave, troubled facesof the masters,
however, led the majority of the boys
1o belicve the rumour. The terrible
affair was talked of in whispers; some-
how, the excitement, though intense, was
subued.

Afternoon lessons were completely for-

gotten.  When Mr. Crowell went 1nto
the Ferm-room he didn’t find a soul
there. This was ample proof of the

overwhelming  excitement
tweeping through the school.

St. Frank’s, in faot, was stunned.

The juniors hardly dared speak of the
tragedy; and they only discussed the
news in whispers.  Both houses were
similarly affected.

Such fellows as Owen major and Hand-
forth and Justin B. Farman were ter-
ribly shooked. Tregellis-West and Ben-
sett and Watson—dead! It was simply
oo awful to be beliecved. And yet there
was a rinz of truth about the rumour
which couldn’t be ignored.

Mr. Crowell, upon finding his Form-
room empty, went straight to the Head-
master’'s study, and wisely advised Dr.
Stafford to make a spcech without fur-
ther delay. The whole school was seeth-
g with excitement and horror over the
rumour; it would be far better to tell
tho straight truth before the wild stories
rcached the ears of outsiders.

The Head agreed with this view, and
the school was called together in the
Iiig Hall. Then the Head delivered a
chort speech in grave, subdued tones. He
crnphatically declared that there was
still a certain amount of hope, and he
carnestly urged the boys nat to talk out-
mdo the school. It would be a disaster

which was
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if the story reached the inquisitive ears
of some neowspaper recporter, and was
published prematurely. It was just pos-
sible that the party had been picked up;
therefore, until confirmation of the acci-
dent was received, it would be better to
say as little as possible. No good would
result from idle chatter.

The school was disnussed; and tho
boys went to their various class-rooms.
They were subdued and awed; they
didn’t think that there was much hope.
And there were two particular Removites
who sat during afternoon lessons almost
as though turned to stone. If the rest
of the school was shocked, these boys
were terrified.

They were Ralph Leslie Fullwood and
Cecil Do Valerie.

E———

CHAPTER V.
SION—SENT TO COVENTRY,
TUDY M, in the Remove passage,
S was De¢ Valerie’s own particular
He had secured it for his own
use, for he had a liking for his own com-
panionship. Just now, however, he had
Fullwood. The door was locked, and
the pair faced one another with dicwn,
haggard. expressions.
De Valerie. *‘ They're dead—drowned!”’

Fullwood’s eyes glittered.

‘““Well, what of it?”> he demaniled.
didn’t tell them to go off in that siliy
Inttle boat, did we? Hang ’em! It was
their own fault——"’

Rotter quietly.

* What—what do you mean?”

They looked at one another squarcly.
attitude, for while De Valerie was deadly
calm, Fullwood seemed to be upon the
vaerge of hysterics.
for this tragedy,” replied De Valerie,
his voice as steady as a rock. ‘' Wait a
minwe! If it hadn’t been for our plot-
never have run off—and there wouldn’t
have been any chase. That’s why we're
to blame1”

THE FIGHT IN STUDY M —A FULL CONFES-
“den.”
a visitor m the person of Ralph Leslic
“ Jt’s—at’s too awful, Fully,” muttered
“ We didn’t drown them, 1 suppose? We
“Don’t talk utter rot !’ interjected the
There was a striking difference in thoeir
‘T mean that we are mainly to blameo
ting and planning the Bo’sun would
““ You fool!” panted Fullwood wildly.
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“ What's the good of talking like that?
Wo're not to blamne! It was an aocident
tho cutter capsized! You know that as

well as I do!”’
“We didn't wupset the cutter, of
course,”” went on De Valeric. ‘‘ But t's

just as well to trace this thing to its
source. There’s no getting away from

the faot that we wero the main cause of
the whole affair.”’

“You har!”’ ohoked Fullwood.
was Jelks who did it all—"’

“ That's mean!’ put in the Rotter
quietly. ‘‘Jelks was more to blame than
we were, perhaps, but we put Jelks up
to it in the first place. Don't look so
ecared, you ass!"” he added. “ We're
s1fe cnough. But we'd better be careful
how we go on; I noticed a lot of fellows
eyeing us jolly queerly.”

Fullwood took a deep breath.

“I-—I'm going to own up!” he gasped
huskily. “1 ocan’t stand it, De Valerie
—1 can’t boar to think—"

“Don’t be mad!’ intorrupted the
Rotter sharply. ‘ Why, a minute ago
vau were saying that we weren’t to
blame, and now you're talkin' about
blabbin’ like a kid! You're unnerved,
Fully—that’s what’s the matter with you.
You don’t know what the deuce you’re
talkin® about. Pull yourself together,
you 1idiot!”’

“We oouldn’t help it. It wasn’t our
fault!” muttered Fullwood, in a whis-
per. “I didn’t have half so muoh to
do with it as you, anyhow! It was you
who sneaked into the punishment-room,
an’ advised Burton to skip. If the truth
comes out, you’ll catch it hotter than I

shatl!”’
De Valerie’s lips curled.

“You confounded funk!” he said con-
temptuously.‘* What’s the good of get-
ting into a panic like this? You haven’t
got the pluck of a mouse.”

“You'd better stop!” panted Full-
wood, raising his fist threateningly. * I'm
not in a mood ¢o stand any rot from you,
De Valerie! It was your doin’ all along,
you sohemin’ cad!”

““At least, I'm not a funk!" :neercd
Do Valerie. ‘““Go on! Hit me—if you
dare!’’

Fullwood gave a gulp. These taunts
were just about more than he could
stand. ¥ He was worked up to suoh a
pitch that he hardly knew what he was
doing, "And before De Walerie could

“ 1t
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dodge Fullwood’s fist crashed into his
face.

“A funk, am I?’ roared Fullwood
madly.

Dc¢ Valerie staggered back, and his
cyes gleamed with evil fury.

“You oontemptible worm!’ ha

snarled.
that!' _

And, the next second, the pair were
fighting like fury. If Fullwood had
kept his head, there would have been no
break of this sort. But De Valerie wus
not prepared to stand any nonsense. His
own temper had been aroused now.

And the two rascally Removites, both
conscience-stricken, fought with amazing
fury. They just hammered away at one
another with all their strength. The
table went flying with a crash, the coal-
scuttle was kicked half across the study;
a pile of crockery from the top of a
recess-cupboard fell with a terrific clatter.

The pair fought without a single pause
for breath, and already they were both
severcly marked. They kicked and
stamped and staggercd about, but neither
uttered a sound save for panting gasps.

They were fighting without any real
purpose; it was their panic which led
them to continue the mad tussle. Iach
felt, inwardly, that they were responsible
for the dreadful tragedy which had bcen
hinted at by the Head.

Outside, in the passage, therec was a
clamour of excited voices. Something
was cvidently seriously wrong in Study
M. Handforth attempted to burst the
lock open with a heave of his burly
shoulder; but the door withstood the

“By gad! I'll not stand

shock.
““ Great pip! Just listen to 'em!”
gasped Griffiths, of the Remove.

‘““ They're tearing one another to bits!
But who's fighting with De Valerie?”

““Don’t ask silly questions!” roared
Handforth. ‘“We can't see t rough
doors, can we, ass? There’s a terr fic mill
of some sort going on. Lend a hand with
this door, you chumps! Decn’t stand
there gaping-—"'

‘“ Better go round to the window,
Handy,'”’ suggested Owen major.

“ My hat! That's a good idea !”’

‘““Come on!”

In a second the whole crowd was
streaming down the passage with a rush.
They piled out into the Triangle, and
sped round to the study windows. The
ona belonging to Study M was slightly
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open at the top, and Handforth jerked
up the lower sash with a mighty hcave.

Then he and severul others tumbled
through, throwing the blind aside
roughly. They found De Valeric and
Fullwood still fighting .like madmen.
They were both badly punished, but not
exhausted.

‘“Grab hold!’ bawled Handforth.
“ Pull ’em apart!”

Five or six hands grabbed De Valerie,
and a similar number took hold of Full-
wood. The two battered juniors were
torn apart. and they presented a sorry
spectacle. De Valerie was now the most
cxcited of the two.

*‘ Let me go, confound you ! he raved.
¢ I’l,'l’l going to smash him—I'm going to

“Don’t be a fool!” shouted Owen
major. ‘' You’ll kill yourselves at that
rate! Fighting like a couplo of
maniacs !’

“T’'m—I'm gomng to the Head!”
panted Fullwood wildly.

‘“ Like that?”’ yelled McClure.

‘““ You ass! You'll get a flogging——""

Fullwood took no notice of the yells:
he secemed to be dazed. And he crossed
to the door, unlocked it, and staggered
out into the passage. De Valcrie stood
with clenched fists and gleaming eyes.
I1c knew the the panic-stricken Fullwood
was determined to blurt out the whole
truth ; his conscience was unequal to the
strain.

And De Valerie also knew that his
recious chum would throw most of the
ﬁlame upon him. So, with a muttered
cxclamation of disgust, he followed Full-
wood out of the study. The other juniors
etared after hm in amazement.

‘“ They’ve—they've gone to the
Head ! said Owen major faintly. ¢ Gone
to the Head in that state! Why, they’ll
be fired out like a couple of Huns!
They’re dotty—clean off their rockers!”

Handforth shook his head sagely.

‘“ There’s more in this than meets the
cye, my sons !’ he declared, with a rare
flacsh of real intelligence. ‘“ There’s some-
thing behind that we don’t know of.
Just you wait and see! They know

more than we do!”’ o
“ What do you mean, you idiot?”’ de-

manded Conroy minor.
““Did you call me an idiot,
minor 7"’ bawled Handforth.
*“Qh, don’t act the ox now, Ilandy!"

Conroy

'
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snapped Conroy. ‘‘ What a chap you are
for getting on the high horse!”

The juniors talked excitedly: and.
meanwhile, De Valerie overtook his
terrified chum just outside the door of
the Head’s study.

‘““Hold on, you fool!” hisscd the
Rotler. ‘‘ You can’t go into the Head
like that!”

“I'm goin’, I tell you!’ muttered
Fnllwood between his teeth.

‘“ Don’t be mad! There’s no need to
say anything——"’

But Fullwood had already opened the
study door, and ho marched in. De
Valerie, with clenched fists, followed
him. There was nothing else to do.

Dr. Stafford was sitting in a chair be-
fore the fire, gazing vacantly into the
flames. But now he started round, and
frowned angrily. The shocking condition
of the two juniors, however, brought him

1 to his feet with a jump.

‘* How—how dare you !’ he thundered.
‘“ How dare you enter my study in that
disgraceful condition? Go at once——"'

‘““ We—wec've come to confess, sir!”’
rasped Fullwood. “It—it was De
Valerie and I who forced Burton to leave
St. Frank’s! We're to blame for—for
the dcaths of those poor chaps——""

Fullwood faltercd in his speech, and
paused for breath. De Valerie, standing
behind, now as cool as ice, gritted hia
teeth. It was Fullwood who had hotly
denied the suggestion that he and his
chum were to blame: and now he was
confessing to the Head! The Removite,
in fact, was too terrified to realise what
he was saying or doing.

The Headmaster drew in his breath
sharply.

‘““ Are you insane, boy?” he asked
sternly. ¢ De Valerie, tell me what this
means. You have been ﬁghting., I can

see, but Fullwood was saying—"

‘1 suppose it's no good tryin’ to get
out of it now, sir,”” said the Rotter
quietly. *The fact is, Fullwood and I
wero responsible for Burton’s flight from
St. Frank’s. But we weren’t mainly to
blame, sir; it was Jelks who planned the
whole rotten scheme !’

The Head pursed his lips.

“ Close the door, De Valerie, and then
wipe that blood from your face,’”’ he said,
sitting down beforo his desk. ‘‘ Now,
tell mo exactly what you mean. No, Full-
wood, don’t speak. I wish to hear Do’
Valeric first.”
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““ There’s not much to tell, sir,”’ said
De aneri(e..galmly. ‘“ Burton gave Full-
wood and'I’'a hckin’, and we didn’t like
it. So, when Captain Jelks suggested a
plan for getting the chap out of St.
Frank’s, we agreed to help. Burton
wasn't really drunk—we knew that all
along. Jelks got him down to the White
Harp by a trick, and then doped him.”

‘““What do you mean by ‘doped,’ De
Valerie?"’ asked the Head coldly.

‘ Why, that’s what it's usually called,
ain’t 1t, sir?”’ said the Rotter. ‘I sup-
pose it was a drug, or something. Jelks
spilt a lot of whisky over Burton, and
when he was brought to the school you
naturally thought that ho had been
boozing—er—drinking, sir.

ment-room.”’

““ Good gracious!” exclaimed the Head
angrily. ‘“Can you stand there, boy,
and tcll me that you knew tho truth all
the while? Wero you prepared to see
Burton cast from the school unjustly?
Answer me, you wretched boy!"’

“It—it was Jelks who planned it,
sir,”” muttered De Valerie. ¢ All T did
was to get into tho punishment-room and
persuade Burton to run away. That's
what Jelks wanted, an’ I'm beginnin’ to
think that the fellow had a deeper
reason.’’

““ Your i1niserable story is not al-
together a surprise to me, De Valerie,”
said Dr. Stafford. ¢ You would have
been closely questioned, in any case. But
why have you chosen to come to meo
now? Why have you come here in such
a shocking condition, to worry me when
I am already overwhelmed ?”’

¢“ They’re—they're dead, sir!”’ panted
Fullwood. *“ If—if it hadn’t been for us,
they’d never have gone out in that
cutter! Oh, we’ve been a couple of silly
"fools! But it was Jelks’s fault! Wo
didn’t know—we didn’t—"

Fullwood choked, and remained gasp-
ing huskily. De Valerie looked on with
an expression of contempt. But he, too,
was feeling the effect of thc suspected
tragedy.
boys with grave, severe glances.

“ I—I suppose it'll mean cxpulsion,
pir 7’ panted Fullwood.

Dr. Stafford shook his head.

““] am glad that you have come to me
with your wretched story, my boys,”” he
exclaimed' slowly. ‘“You have been

\ B

And, as weo'd
reckoned, you sent him to the punish-
|

The Head regarded the two.
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guilty of an act of dastardly wickedness.
but I am quite sure that you realise the
enormity of your offence. You have con-
fesed—and that is a strong point in your
favour. I should be harsh, however, to
expel you from the school, for it is only
too evident that you were led away by
a scoundrel. It was not you who con-
ceived this plot, but Captain Jelks. He
incited you, and prompted you to act as
you have done. In a way, my boys, I
can sympathise with you; but your

» -
punishment has been severe. The terrible

news which has arrived to-day has made
you fully realise the enormity of your
wickedness. Heaven knows, this ghastly
affair has caused enough tragedy. You
will not be expelled, but punished in
another way. You may go now!”

‘“ How shall we be punished, sir?”’
asked Do Valerie calmly.

‘““That matter will be decided later
on,” said the Head, pointing to the door.
“You may be sure, however, that you
will both rcceive a flogging before the
eyes of the whole school. Now go!”’

Fullwood and De Valerie left tho
Head’s study, and they regarded one an-
other gloweringly out in the passage.
Fullwood seemed to be rather relieved;
but his companion in misfortunc had a
sneer upon his face.

‘“ Satisfied ?”’ he asked curtly.
‘““ What do you mean, you ass?”’

“ Well, we're booked for a floggin’ for
ona thing—"'

“I don t care!” grunted Fullwood de-
fiantly ¢ We can stand a floggin’, I sup-
pose? I'm glad it's all over!”

““This 15 what comes of losing your
gilly head!” sneered De Valerie. ¢ At
first you were babblin' that we weren’t
to blame at all—an’ then you go to the
Head an' make me tell everything!
Never knew such a rotten funk! You
may like floggin’s—I don't!”’

Ard De Valerie walked off, leaving
Fullwood to follow at leisure. In their
hearts, however, thcy were both glad
that the whole thing was out; and a
flogging, although painful, wouldn’'t do
them any harm. De Valerie, 1n fact,
had been expecting trouble, and it was
just as well that the suspense should ba
over,

Tho pair received a surprise when they
joined the other Removites. The wholo
story was known to the boyvs, and Full-
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wood and De Valerie were greeted with
yells of anger and derision and scorn.
Perhaps Teddy Long had been eaves-
dropping again—nobody knew, exactly—
but the guilt of Fullwocd and De Valeric
was well known.

The prospect of a flogging was as
-nothing compared to thec treatment the
cads received from their Form mates;
even Fullwood feclt heartily sorry that he
had been so rash. They were treated
with contempt wherever they went—they
were scorned and despised. And the
whole Remove agreed to Handforth’s
proposal that the culprits should be sent
to Coventry for the remainder of the
term.

And so Cecil de Valerie and Ralph
Leslie Fullwood became outcasts; even
their own friends dared not speak to
them. hey were alone in the school,
without a soul to speak to save them-
selves. And such a punishment as this
was far more cffective than many
floggings. |

The confession had been made solely
owing to the mistaken idea of the well-
meaning folk at Bickton, where the dere-
lict cutter had been found. Under
ordinary circumstances Fullwood and De
Valerie would scarcely have bcen so
hasty !

rd ——————

CHAPTER VI.
IN THE LAZARET—NELSON LEE'S RUSE—
AT THE LAST MOMENT.

APTAIN JELKS’S coarse voice

‘ came down distinctly through the

flooring into the lazaret. The mate

of the Southern Cross was in the

skipper's cabin, too; the pair were

evidently discussing the situation over a
" bottle of whisky.

The prisoners were by no means
happy. It was late afternoon, and they
bhad been confined in the lazaret since the
morning ; only a few hours, it is true, but
they had dragged enormously.

Since their imprisonment they had not
been disturbed once; Jelks had not
shown his ugly face at the trapdoor, and
no feod had been given to the captives.
The boys were hungry and thirsty; but
Nelson Leeo and Captain Burton were
?gﬁdiao corncerned regarding the matter of
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‘““They can't starve us—that’s «ne
thing !”” remarked Nipper, as he sat with
his three chums in one corner. *1 ex-
pect they’ll chuck seme grub down to

us before long—a fecw mouldy biscuits, [
suppose !”’
‘“ Oh, begad!”

‘“ No good complaining, Montie,”” went
on Nipper. ‘' We're in a jolly deep hole,
and we shall have to be thankful for siaii
mercics.”’

‘““ Dear fellow, I’'m not complaimn’' '™’
protested Tregellis-West. ‘ What's the
good, anyhow ? I waa just thinkin’ that
it’s ncarly tea-time, and we were goin’ (o
have somethin’ special this evenin’' 1in
Study C, weren’t we?”’

‘“ Oh, don’t talk of Study C!”’ growied
Tommy Watson disconsolately. ‘It
scems as though we've been away for
years, and as though St. Frank’s 14 a
thousand miles off! My hat, amn't it
rotten ?”’

‘ This is what comes of yearning for n
life of excitement!’”’ said Nipper cheer-
fully. “ My dear chums, there’'s nothing
to worry about. This mess ain’t half so
bad as some I’ve been in! And wec shail
come out on top, I'll bet!”’

‘“ Souse my scuppers!’’ sighed the
Bo’sun. ‘“ An’ it's all through me, mess-
mates. You have done all this for my
sake. By hokey, I don’t know what to
say !”’

“ That’s simple, ghen—say nothing at
all I’ remarked Nipper..'* My dear chap,
we don’t want you to thank us for coming
after you. We were only too jolly eager
to be given the opportunity. So there's
nothing to be grateful for. We're simply
in a hole, and we've got to get out of it.”

“ But how?” demanded Tommy Wat-
son.

“QOh, Mr. Alvington will think of
something !’ declared Nipper, using Nel-
son Lee’s school name—for the Bo'sun
was not in the secret. ‘* He'll £nd a way
out, I'll bet a fiver!”

“Dear fellow, 1t’s wicked to bet
fivers I’”’ murmured Sir Montie *‘‘ Which
reminds me, you know. I was expectin’
to be searched an’ robbed. But my
money hasn’t been touched, begad!”

‘“ I dare say they’ll think of that later
on,”” said Nipper. *‘‘And f we are
searched, we’d better hand over every-
thing without question. I don’t behieve
in knuckling under, but Jelks 18 a villaur

’
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ous ruffian. and he oan do just as he likes
on tt:is ship. If we could only escape

“Oh, rats' What's the good of talk-
1wz ?”’ muttered Watson. ¢ How can we
escapno? And, even suppose we got out
of this place, how should we get away
from the shipt The cutter’s been cast

adrift."”’

‘“.Yee, with my overcoat, too—and
Montie’s!”” grumbled Nipper. “1
wonder what's happened to her?

Wrooked, I expect!”’ !

Nelson Lcee stepped over to the group
of boya, and stood chatting with them
for o few moments. And whilo ho was
doing so the trap-door abovo opened, and
i shaft of light came down into the
lazarct.  The flushed faoco of Captain
Jells was visible.

‘“ F'eelin’ good?”” he asked coarsely.
‘““ You're bound for the West Indies, my
fine fellors! I’'m takin’ the whole crowd
of yer—savvy? An’ you won't git no
grub till wo're a day or two out. Arter
that I'll have you up on deck--workip’!
I don’t carry no blamed passengers on
wy craft!” -

Captain Jelks laughed uproariowsly,
and the trap-door dropped with a slam.
‘I'he voices of Jelks and Larson could be
clearly heard as they laughed afresh.

“Tho West Indies!”” muttered Tommy
Watron aghast.

‘“ Don’t take any notice, my boy!”
growlod Captain Burton. ¢ Tho fool's
drunk, and doesn’t know what he's
saying. It won't be long beforo we're
out of this, I'll swear! Kecp your spirits
up, and we shall be all right.”

‘“ Jelks is certainly drunk,’” said Nel-
con Leo thoughtfully. ¢ And, by the
sound of it, Mr. Larson 18 in a similar
condition. The trap-door has not been
rocbolted. H’'m! That suggests possi-
bilities "

** Why, we can't escape, anyhow, sir!”
suid Nipper. “Those rotters are in the
cabin, and there’'s no other way out of
this place——"'

““ When men get drunk, Bennett, they
huveo a habit of falling asleep,’”” remarked
lLeoc. “I don’t suppose that anything so
convenient will happen now. If we mean
to escape, wo shall have to use our own
ingenuity. And, for a start, I think it
would be a wise move to have a peep
through tho trap-door—just to find out
how the land really lies.” v :

Thero wus a grunt from Nipper.
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““That's all very well, sir,”” he re-
marked, ‘‘ but you ain't made like a
telescope !"’ o

The detective chuckled.

“ No, there are difficulties, I will ad-
mit,”” he murmured. ‘‘But you may
have failed to observe, my lad, that there
are several old boxes piled up in tho
other corner. They are heavy, but I
fancy we can shift them. Piled one upon
the other, they will form quite a respect-
able ladder.”

‘“ By jingo!” exclaimed Nipper. ‘A
ripping idea!”’

It was something to do, at all events;
and while Captain Burton held Nelson
Leoe’s electric torch, the detective and the
boys laboriously shifted the heavy boxes,
and piled oue on top of the other.

“ Bleased if I can see the scnse of it,
Bo’sun!” muttered Tommy Watson to
Burton. ‘¢ Those brutes are in the cabin,
and it'll be asking for trouble to climb
through the trap-door!”

“ Don't vou worry your lhead, mess-
mate !’ whispered the Bo’sun. *‘ Mr.
Alvington knows what he’s doing, I'll
bet! If these chaps are really drunk, weo
might be able to cscape. But I'm afraid
it's a bit too rosy. The trap-door becing
unbolted i« in our favour, though.”

“ How?"

“ Why, Mr. Alvington might be able
to slip up and fight the brutes,”” mur-
mured the Bo'sun. ¢ Souse e, it ain't
impossible, Watson! They’re fairly
boozed, and they’d be easy enough to
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handle!

“My only hat!” murmured Tommy
Watson. “ Therc might be something in
it, after all!”

While they were whispering. Nelson
L.eco had mounted the boxes. Crouching
upon the top one. he was casily able to
reach tho trap-door; indeed, had it been
open, his head would have projected into
the cabin above.

He motioned for the light to be extin-
guished, and the lazaret was plunged into
gloom. Lee had no idea of carrying out
the Bo'sun’s brilliaut suggestion; a noisy
ficht would not have suited his book at
all. But 't might be possible to trick the
scoundrelly pair in some way or other.
And, since this opportunity had come,
I.ce meant to take advantage of it.
Promptness of action was onec of the de-
tective's  chief  characteristics. \While

U other people were talking, he acted.
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Very cautiously, Nelson Lee raised the
heavy trap-door. It was still unbolted,
as he had suspected, and this led him to
conclude that Jelks mcant to have
further conversation with his prisoners
before long. Or, possibly, some food was
being prepared; even Jelks would not
starve his victims; and Lee did not be-
lieve the man’s threat te keep them with-
out food until the open Atlantic was
reached.

The tirap-door was raised without even
a creak, and the first definite object
which Nelson Lee’s eyes rested upon was
a big boot. It shifted as he watched, for
one of Jelks’'s feet was inside. He and
the mate, in faect, were sitting. opposite
one another at the table. They were talk-
ing earnestly, and they had no inkling
that one of their prisoners ‘was so near.

Nelson Lee’s chief object in raising the
trap-door was to overhear the plans of
tho two men; he wanted to be prepared
when the right time came. Certainly,
Lee didn’t suspect that he would be
granted an opporturity for immediate
action.

But, as he looked across the cabin floor,
his cyes glcamed. The detective’s eyes
were just above the level of the floor, for
the trap-door was only open three or four
inches. It was impossible for Jelks and
Larson to sce what was happening, be-
cause the table intervened.

The men were talking, but Lee did not

take in a single sentence; his original
object was completely forgotten; he
didn’t care a jot what the men were
saying. - For, as he watch d, e saw a
whisky bottle, half full, standing just
against the leg of the table. Jelks’s hand
came down and seized the bottle, but it
was returned to its place a minute later,
siightly more empty.
" Lee was under no misapprehension as
to why the bottle should be placed upon
tho floor, instead of the table. Mr. Lar-
son, no doubt, had a weakness for
whisky, and the cautious skipper decided
that the bottle was safer out of the
mate’s reach.

But, if it was out of Larson’s reach, it
was within easy grasp of Nelson Lee’s
hand! The detective wasn’t at all anx-
ious to sample the quality of the spirit—
he had quite another idea i1n his mind.
The fact that the bottle was there gave
him a chance which was totally unex-
pected and unlooked for.

Leo remembered that the Bo’sun' had
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been rendered helpless by the administra.
tion of a ‘“dope.” It would be ratl.er
humourous — grimly  humourous — for
Jelks and Larson to fall victims to the
same treatment !

Their own scheme would recoil upo
their own heads—and the idea of it cuve
Nelson Lee acute pleasure. He didn't
hesitate a second. The bottle might he
removed at any moment, and then it
would be too late. Closing the trap-door
softly, he fumbled in his breast-pocket,
and produced a small leather wallet. It
was really a medicine-case, containing
drugs and coacentrated medicines of all
descriptions. Nelson Lee was never with-
out this invaluable wallet, if he cou'd
help 1it.

It contained antidotes to deadly
poisons, and such like; and it contained
one particular drug wkich would conte in
very handy at the present moment. With
nimble fingers, Lee unfastened the wallet.

‘““ Hist!”” he whispered. *‘Switch on
the light for a moment !”’

Those below were tensely on the alest,
and Captain Burton pressed the button
of his torch at once. Lece withdrew from
tho wallet a tiny phial with a metal
screw-cap. With one twist he had it off,
and shook out two small pellets.

Then, stuffing the medicinecase into
his pocket again, he nodded. Captiin
Burton at once extinguished the licht.
and Lee again raised the trap-door. The
bottle was still in the same position.

There was a risk of his arm being seen.
but that had to be chanced. Without
hesitating, Lee dropped the two pellets
into the whisky bottle, and withdrew his
hand sharply. It was amazingly lucky,
for Captain Jelks reached down for the
bottle only a second afterwards.

His foot shifted at the same time, and
caught against the edge of the trap-door
as 1t was closing. Lee waited, fearful
lest his ruse should be discovered. But
Jelks only cursed, and gulped down some
more whisky. He evidently thought that
his foot bad mercly caught against a
slight inequality in the flooring.

Lee was down with his companions in .
a few seconds, and there was a gleam in
his eyes which Nipper knew of old.

““ Well, sir?”’ he asked eagerly.

““ We will give them just ten minutes.
boys,”” murmured Nelson Lee. ‘‘ By that
time, I think, both Mr. Jelks and Mr.
Larson will be helpless.”

‘““ By the Lord Harry!”

exclaimcd
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Burton. havo

Cuptain “ What you
done?”

- ** Merely introduced @ alight narcotio
inth our friends’ whisky,”' replied Lee.
‘““They'll como to no harm, but they’ll
both be asleep very shortly. They treated
yonr son in that way, Captain Burton,
and it will be rather fitting for them to
fall victims of the same treatment!”

““ You've—vou'vo doped ‘em?’’ gasped
Nipper excitedly. )

“ Fxnetly !

‘“ Begad ! How do von do these things,
air " asked Sir Montie, with mild won-
dermet. “ It's amarin’—it is really !”’

““ Ou the contrary, Trogellis-West, tho
tinng was strikingly simple,’”’ smiled Nel-
ron Lee. ¢ Now, we must all be quiet.
1 will roturn to the pedestal above, and
Lhisten. I don't think we shall have to
wait long."”

Ice was soon in position, and he could
hear that Captain Jclks's voice was al-
ready thick and muddled. Larson asked
for the whisky bottle to be passed over,
nnd a guzzling sound a moment later was
clear ovidenoe that the roqueat had been
granted. Further guzzlings, in fact, con-
clusively proved that Jelks had forgotten
to nek for the return of the bottle; and
the mate was making hay while the sun
shone, so to apeak. Nothing could have
been bhetter from Nelson Lee’s point of
View,

For, three minutes later, tho only
sounds which came down to him were
those of heavy, regular breathing.

The sakipper and mate of the Southern

Cross were holpless !

“ By Jumoes!” murmured Lco. *“I
‘L‘“l not hoped for this !”

110 pushed tho trap-door right back,
and nimbly crept up into tho cabin. A
luinp was swinging overhead, and it cast
quite a bunlliant light over the dingy
cabin. Captain Jelks and Mr. Larson
were both sprawling over the table, ap-
pimently dead drunk.  Their condition,
indeed, was very sumilar to that produced
by excessive drinking.

Lee glanced at the whisky bottle, and
saw that a quantity of the spirit still ve-

‘mained. And he knew that the drugged
¥y would not be holpless for very long.
It was necessary to escape without losing
n sceond.

“1'p you come--all of you Lee
enlled, putting his head under the table.
‘““Be as quick as you can. and pmake no
noise! ‘The trick has worked)”™

"'
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“(rood egg !’ came Nipper's comment.

The boys and Captain Burton were
soon in the cabin. Nclson L.ce had taken
his revolver out, and was gripping it
firmly.

“ We're not going to put up with any
nonsense !’ he declared 1n a grimn voice.
We'vo got to leave this ship—and I fancy
the crow will be quite easy to handle.
lPlodu:? follow me, and let me take thpo
cad!”

The detective opened the cabin door,
and the whole party mounted to the deck.
Tho second mate was on duty, and he
strode forward as the prisoners appearcd.
It was practioally dark, and the schconer
was cutting along at a spanking pace.

‘“ Why, what in thunder—"’

‘““ You will oblige me by kecping your
head!” interjected Nelson I.ec sharply.
‘““ Wo have escaped, and Jelks and Lar-
son are in the cabin, drink-sodden. 1
want my orders carried out to the letter—

and I mean to see that they are!” l
the

‘“Well, I'm busted!” gasped
socond mate.

‘‘ Let's make a prisoner of him, sir!”
advised Nipper quickly.

‘ Say, kid, that ain’t necessary !’ said
the second mate. ‘I don’t want you to
think that I'm made o' the same stuff as
those scum below. You’ve cscaped. an’

I'm durned ﬂlad of it, for one! I'd ad-
vise you to skip right off !’
‘“Don’t trust him, sir!”’ muttered

Nipper. ¢ Hc'll be treacherous—

Tho second mate had heard the words.

‘““ That's unkind, bust mo if it ain't!”
he declared. ¢ Just because Jelks an’
Larson are a couple of drunken black-
guards, it ain't fair to put me in the
same list. I'd havo helped vou before if
I could, but where's n second mate with
the skipper and first officer hangin’
about? If I'd havo interfered, I should
ha’ been chuoked in irons for insubor-
dination. I'm with vou, gents--and, to
prove it, I'll have a boat got ready
straight off. Good luck to you!”

‘“ The man's sincere enough!’’ said
Captain Burton to the boys. ¢ It's often
the case on an old’ Looker of this sort.
'The second mate’'s nobody—unless his
superiors are too drunk to attend their
duties: It’s all plain-sailing now.”

The sccond mate proved that he was a
decent man, and not a traitor. He gave
some sharp orders, and a boat was soon
being got ready. The crew wore, for the
main part, a set of low ruffians, but they
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wero  equally as ready to help the
prisoners to escape as they had been to
capture them, They merely had to carry
out orders, and nothing more. If they
had been abruptly told to attack the
party, thcy would have done so with
prompt gusto.

The boat was goon ready. It wasn’t
necessary to stow provisions and water
on board, for the coast was quite visible,
a low grey line in the dusk. The escape,
it secmed, had been a complete success.

But a hitch occurred at the
moment.

Even as Captain Burton was telling the
boys to cimb aboard the lifcboat, there
came a bellowing roar from the cabin.
This was followed by the sound of violent
swearing The second mate made a few
choice remarks himself.

‘“ You'd better clear right away!”’ he
exclaimed hoarsely. ¢ Now, then, men,
get busy on them ropes——"’

A bellow of fury interrupted him.
Captain Jelks had appeared on deck. He
came swaying across drunkenly, scarcely
able to walk. He had taken far less of
the whisky than Larson, and had, con-
sequently, recovered first.

‘“ Who's skipper on this ship?” he
roared furiously. ¢ Take them fools
prisoners agin! The fust man who re-
fuscs to obey orders will ’ave to account
to me! Now then, look lively, you slab-
sided swabs !’

The men, after a moment’s hesitation,
charged. They were in deadly fear of
the skipper, and obeyed orders mechani-
cally. The sccond mate, with a glance
3f llifsal regret, turned to face the enraged

¢ .

‘“ Let's fight!"”’ roared Nipper desper-
ately.

‘“ Begad, I'm ready, dear fellow!”
gasped Sir Montie, hitting out.

But it was useless—and Nelson Lee

knew it. A fight would have been abso-
lutely futile, for the odds were over-
whalming. Even, if by some miracle,
they managed to get the boat free, they
could never get clear away.

30, within a minute, they were all held
fast again. And Captain Jelks, having
knocked the poor.second mate down with
a terrific punch, came swaying across to
the captured party. They knew, instinc-
- tively, that their treatment now would
be infinitely worse than before.

The attempted escape had failed !

last |
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CHAPTER VII.

TORPEDOED—MAKING THE BRAFT—A SCR-
PRISE—~—SAFE IN HARBOTCUR.

~ APTAIN JELKS swore savagely.

‘ ““ You thought you was cﬁ:ver—-
eh 7’ he lecred. ‘‘ By ginger, I'll
show you who’s clever! You in-

fernal dogs! You took advantage of the
situation, ‘an’ nearly got away! By
thunder, you’ll pay for ip!”

Captain Burton was_very grim.

“You may be master of this ship,
Jelks, but you won’t be able to have your
own way always!”’ he exclaimed quietly.
‘““ The whole proceeding is unlawful, and

gou know it. You’ll get a spell of prison
or____”

Jelks laughed drunkenly.

‘“1 don’t want any lip!’ he snarled.
‘“ You ain’t goin’ back to the lazaret this
time—I’ll stow you down in the for'ard
hold. You'll freeze there, an’ wish ycu
was dead! Look lively, you scum !’

[le added the last words to several
mecmbers of the crew, and gave a string
of orders intermixed with oaths. It was
only too clear that he meant to treat the
prisoners with brutal harshness.

Nelson Lee and Captain Burton ac-
cepted the situation quietly; what was
the good of doing otherwis¢c? But the
boys were rnearly boiling with fury and
disappointment. Just when they bhad
been on the point of escaping! Oh, it
was too galling for words!

Jelks larched across the deck and
kicked the second mate into activity. The
skipper kept discipline on board his craft
by shecr brutality. The crew were afraid
to disobey any order.

“Tll learn you who's master of this
ship !’ roared Jelks, as the second mate
scrambled dizzily to his feet. ** I'll starve
the whole crowd until they come cringin’
at my feet for—"

And then something awful happened.

Without the slightest warning there
was an appalling, deafening explosion
for’'ard. A blinding” flash of ruddy fire
lit up the deep dusk. Everybody on deck
was flung down like so many mnepins,
and the schooner staggered in her stride.

Everything was dire confusion for a
few moments. One of the masts snapped
off half way, and fell crashing towards
the deck, carrying sails and rigging with
it in wild destruction. By a miracle,
however, the confusion of tackle fell
harmlesely, for nobody was hurt,
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And the schooner, having lurched
drunkenly, settled down by the head, and
listed heavily. The deep, roaring sound
of rushing water followed, and the decks
were smotherd in reeking, chgking
smoke.
~ Captain Jelks picked himself wup
dazedly. The prisoners had been auto-
matically released, and the air was filled
with wild cries.

“By thunder!” roared Jelks madly.
*“We're torpedoed !’

““The boats—the boats }”

*“ She’s sinkin’—make for the boats!”

The crew, momentarily panic-stricken,
made a wild rush for the boats. But
Captain Jelks tore in amongst the men,
and sent two of them flying. |

‘“ None o' them games, you blamed
swabs!” he bellowed. “ You’ll take
orders from me! Git all the boats over-]
side smartly, an’ see that they're properly
provisioned! Mr. Larson—where in
thunder is that fool mate o’mine ?”’

The skipper rushed along the deck. He |

was beginning to lose his own head now,
and he had certainly forgotten about the
prisoners. They, having found their feet,
were standing in a group.

““ Torpedoed !” muttered Tommy Wat-
son, very pale. ‘ Oh—oh, my goodness!”

¢ Dear fellow, it's a shockin’ thing,” |

remarked Sir Montie, remaining per-
fectly calm. ¢ An’ what a frightful thing
to do, begad! Fancy attackin’ a help-
less ship like this without even givin’ a
warmn’ !”’
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tity of the cargo had shifted. The vessel
was utterly helpless and at the mercy of
the wind and sea.

Of the submarine which had committed
this act of murder, there was no sign.
The attack had been stealthy, and the
U-boat had evidently slid off into the
gloom after its fell work had been accom-
plished ; her commander probably feared
that the Southern Cross war armed.

‘“ It might have been a mine,”’ said
Nipper, staring out over the great water.

‘““ No, my boy, I don’t think it was a
mine,”’ disagreed Nelson Lee. ¢ But
come, we must find places in the boats.
We shall be separated, probably, but
that cannot be helped. It is a question of
life or death now !’

They heastened along the deck, to
where the men were piling into the boats.
Captain Jelks turned as he heard the
party approaching.

““ Thero ain’t room for you scum!”’ he
roared harshly. ¢‘There ain’t room for
another blamed mother’s son of ye!”

“Look here, Captain Jelks, the

] schooner is sinking,” said Nelson Lee

sharply. ¢ You will ind places for these
boys, at least——"

‘““ Ho! Think you can dictate to me,
do you?’” snarled Jelks. ¢‘There are a
couple o’ boats for’ard, if you want to
get off afore the old hooker sinks. There
ain’t room here, I tell yer—git your own
darned boat overside !”’

Nelson Lee saw, at a glance, that there
was room for two or three others in the

“ Nothing surprising in that!’’ said{ skipper’s boat, if it had been slightly

Nipper grimly. ‘“The Huns don’t care
a toss for innocent lives, Montie. Haven’t

they proved enough that they’re abso-P

lute devils? They ain’t human beings,
and if I had my way, the whole German

raco would be boycotted after the war—
boycotted by every civilised nation !”’

““ This ain’t the time to talk like that,”
muttered Watson. ¢ Hadn’t we better
find a boat for ourselves? Hang it all,
there’s no sense in waiting here until we
go down, is there?”

But, while Tommy Watson wwas speak-
ing, Nelson Lee could see that all the
boats were being manned by the crew.
Captain Jelks came along the deck drag-
ging Mr. Larson with him. The schooner
was now listing dreadfully, and it seemed
inevitable that she would plunge to her
last resting-place within a few minutes.

A roaring clatter from bblow, followed
by a still heavier list, proved that a quan-

overcrowded. And overcrowding, in such
an emergency, was only to be expected.

On the other hand, it would be far
better to get a boat to themselves. And
precious minutes would be wasted while
arguing with the villainous captain. Nel-
son Lee turned and hurried back along
the deck, Captain Burton and the boys
fellowing. They had some little difficulty
in climbing through the mass of wreck-
age, but reached the for’ard end of the
ship in a few minutes.

And here they met with failure, for
both boats were completely disabled by
the explosion ; one was a complete wreck,
and the other hopelessly damaged. The
explosion had expended its force up-
wards, for the torpedo had struck the
vessel practically on the water-line.

““ The dastardly rogue!” exclaimed
Nelson Lee curtlg. ““ He must h'a’vo
known that these boats were useless !’
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* We'd better rush back, sir!” sug-
gested Nipper.

‘ Yes, yes—come at once!” said the
schoolmaster-detective crisply.

They rushed back this time, and when
they rcached the stern they found that
all the boats had put off, and were now
practically lost in the descending dark-
ness. Only the faint splash of oars came
to their ears.

_ They had been left alone on the sink-
ing schooner!

They had been left alone without a
boat, and without any means of making
their escape. And, if Captain Jelks had
not acted deliberately, he must, at least,
-have suspected the truth. And, in any
case, he should have remained on board
until every other soul was off. But tho
prccious Jelks thought more of his own
skin than anybody else’s.

‘“ Aro—are we alone on board ?’’ asked
Watson, in a whisper.

‘“ Seems like it !’ replied Nipper. 1
don’t think anybody was hurt by the ex-
plosion. And tho whole crowd got off
in the boats. We’ve been left to sink with
the ship—to go down, or to cling to bits
of wreckage—"’ |

‘““Bust my compass!” shouted the
Bo’sun. ‘ This ain’t a time to talk about
going down, messmates! If there ain’t a
boat, we can fake up something else—
what do you say, dad 7"’

‘““ Why, I was just thinking of saying
the same thing myself, Tom, my lad,”
exclaimed Captain Burton briskly. ‘‘ We
shall have to make a raft, Mr. Alvington.
It’s the only thing now. She doesn’t
seem to he taking so much water as she
was, and we might just have time!”’

‘“ All iriids to the pumps!’” roared
Nipper.

““ Begad! Where are they 7’ asked Sir
Montie. “ I'm willin’—"

““I d'dn’t mean it literally, you ass
said N'pper. ‘‘ We’'ve all got to help to
make this raft—it'll be better than
clinging to a spar, anyhow !”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“ We'll take Captain Burton’s orders,
boys !’ he exclaimed. *‘ Since the right-
ful skipper has deserted the ship, Captain
Burton paturally takes his place. The
~situation may not be so desperate as it
appcars to be at the moment.”

It was very dark, and it was clear, by
this time, that the submarine had de-
parted-from the vicinity., - |
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All sorts of articles werc dragged on to
a clear space, and a huge raft was com-
menced. Captain Burton and the Bo'sun
worked like niggers, roping the articles
together cunningly and strongly. In the
middle of it, after twenty minutes’ hard
work, Nelson I.ce left the party, and
made his way for’ard. The others wero
8o occupied that they scarcely noticed his
absence.

And he was back within five minutes.
He came with a smile on his face, and a
cigarette between his lips.

‘I think you may as well cease this
frenzied labour,” he remarked calmly.
‘“ There's no necessity for particular
hun_'y.”

‘“ Great Scott!”” gasped Nipper. ** The
blessed schooner will gink under us in a
few minutes, sir !’

“Y don’t think so, my boy,” replied
Lee. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, 'ﬂ{o schooner
is merely crippled—she isn’t taking any
more water aboard. We are just drifting,
and there’s no danger of sinking !”’

There was an uproar at onco.

‘“’Pon my soul, are you sure of this,
Mr. Alvington?”’ asked Captain Burton,
ceasing his work. ‘' I haven’t bad timae
to look myself—"" -

‘““I noticed that the vessel had ceased to
go down by the head,” said Nelson Lee,
‘““and I have just made a brief examina-
tion. I should like you to come and havo
a ook, captain. When that cargo shifted,
we lurched over to starboard to such an
extens that the gash caueed by the cx-
plosion is now well above the water-line.
I don’t think we’rc taking any more of
the channel aboard.” ‘

‘““ By jnngo!”’ exclaimed Nipper.

"Captain Burton lost no time in verify-
ing Nelson Lee’s statement. And, sure
cnough, he found that there was no real
danger. schooner, with careful
management, could probably bo taken
into port in safety.

“* Tho fool !”’ said Captain Burton, rub-
bing his hands with satisfaction. ‘‘ He's
done for himself now, Mr. Alvington.
Therc’'s 1o excuse for a skipper who
deserts his ship while its still secaworthy.
Yes, Jelks is done for V'’

‘““ Why, can we take the ship to land ™
asked Tommy Watson amazedly.

““Therc i1s a distinct possibility, at all
events,”” declared the captain. ** There'll
be salvage money, too—quite a heap of
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it, T should imagine. That'll easily pay
for the poor old cutter, at all events.”

‘“ Salvage!” exclaimed Nipper. ¢ By
jingo, that’s ripping! And Jelks can be
arrested as soon as he sets foot on shore!
It's almost unbelievable,
we've been actually saved by a rotten
Hun submarine !”’

““ That doesn’t make their foul work
eny the better, my boy,” put in Nelson
Lee quietly. ‘‘ But we mustn’t crow too
soon. It is by no means certain that we
can make port in our present condition.”’

(‘aptain Burton, however, got to work
without delay. The wreckage was cleared
away as quickly as possible, and, al-
though the sails could not be used
properly, the skipper and his son soon
succceded in rigging up a sufhicient
spread of canvas to give the crippled
schooner a small amount of speed.

Then; while the Bo’sun took the wheel,
Captain Burton worked out the
schooner's exact position by the chart.
1t was decided to make for Weymouth,
that port being the most convenient from
the present latitude.

The skipper, of course, knew the
channel as a Londoner knows the Strand.
And, throughout the mght, the Southern
(‘ross was coaxed along, gingerly and
gently. She required the most ticklish
handling imaginable. Too much speed
would have eracked her already strained
timbers, and too little would have made
it impossible to manage her.

But Captain Burton managed to strike
the happy medium by skilful handling.
And, just as the dawn was breaking,
Weymouth harbour was sighted. Like a
grippled warrior staggering back from a
battlefield, the schooner edged her way
towards the harbour. And, at last, when
the daylight had become strong, her
anchor was cast overside, and she swung
ut her moorings,

¢ You've done magnificently, captain!”
said Nelson Leo quietly. ‘I certainly
did not expect such a complete success
as this. Captain Jelks is finally beaten,
for it will be easy enough to. have him
arrested as soon as he sets his foot on
shore. And there will be quite a number
of charges against him!”’

Half an hour later, in response to
signals, the party was taken ashore in a
boat After brief explanations to the har-
bour authorities, the tired and jubilant
0 Jverturers boarded a tramn for St.
I'rank’s.
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CHAPTER VIII

THE RETURN OF THE ‘‘ DEAD ''—FULLWOOD
AND DE VALERIE AREN'T PLEASED WITH
THEMSELVES—AND LEE HAS A SHORT AND
INTERESTING CHAT WITH CAPTAIN BURTON,

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTIL
E looked miserable as he lounged on
the steps of the Ancient House.
His study ohums, Church and
McClure, were equally doleful in expres-
sion. Several other groups of juniors
were gtanding about, some in the lobby,
and some out in the Triangle itself.

A gloom ‘had settled u St. Frank’s,
although the sun was shining with un-
usual brilliance and spring-like warmth.

The fellows were waiting for the break-
fast bell to ring. And, ?or once, there
was practioally only one topic of conver-
sation throughout the whole school. The
tragic affair of the sunken outter was
talked of to the cxclusion of all else.

There had been no further news. The
Head hadn’t made another speech, and
the boys had settled themselves to the
fact that ‘‘ old Alvy” and Bennett and
Tregellis-West and Watson were dead.
As for what had happened to the Bo’sun,
nobody thought about it; the other mat-
ter completely overshadowed Tom Bur-
ton’s fate.

‘“ We shall get the full news this morn-
ing, you sce,”’ said Handforth dolefully.
“ They'll have picked up the bodics by
that time.” .

‘“ Oh, shut up!” said McClure gruffly.

“Don’t tulk about 1t,”” grunted
Church.

‘““ Why not? No sense in being thin-
skinned,”” declared Handforth. ¢ ¢ The
poor chaps have been done in, so where’s
the harm of talking about it? There's
not a fellow at St. Frank’s more cut up
than I am. Old Benny was a sport—the
finest chap we ever had here—the finest.
skipper the Remove could wish for,
although he wouldn’t recognise my ability
at footer.”

““ Oh, don’t drag footer in, for good-
ness' sake,” growled Church,

‘““ And poor old Tregellis-West, too,”’
went on Handforth mournfully. ¢ Just
think of him being dead! Why, 8St.
Frank'’s ain’t the same place! And old
Alvy—who'll take his place, I wonder?
Some beastly rotter, I'll bet! Old Alvy
was the finest Housemaster——"’

‘“ Hallo, a telegram!” chouted Church
suddenly.

The telegraph-boy had wheeled in at
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the gateway on his bicycle. There wae
an immediate stampede in his direction,
and he was nearly knocked off his
machine. But the startled lad wae quite
unable to give any information; he only
kncw that he had a wire for the Head.

‘“ News that the bodies have been
found, T expect,” said Owen major miser-
ably. ‘‘Oh, ain’t it awful? Just fancy
three of our chaps getting drowned like
that! I expect the Head’'ll make an
announcement after brekker.”

The juniors divided themselves into
groups again, and stood talking. No-
body scemed to have an ounce of vitality.
There wasn’t a smiling face to be seen,
or a cheery voice to be heard. The
shadow of tragedy hung heavily over the
old school. |

‘“ Things'll be all changed now,” re-
marked Handforth to a group round the
Ancient House steps. ¢ Of course, we
shall have to elect a new skipper for the
Remove—that’ll be me, I suppose.”

“Rats!”’ growled a dozen voices.

' Sjthing ‘wrong with me?’ de-
manded Handforth warmly.

“Yes. a fat lot!”’ s2id Hubbard.  But
we haven’t got time to enumerate all
your faults now, Handy. Why, I'd make
a better skipper than you, and I know
jolly well I’'m not much good at the job.
There’s such a thing as modesty.”

‘*If you accuse me of boasting—"

‘“Don’t start & row now, Handy,”” im-
plored McClure.

Handforth nodded at once. -

‘“‘1 suppose you're right,”’ he agreel. |

““It's hardly the right thing to start
rowing when we’'re—— Why, what——
Great jumping corks!’ he gasped, his
voice rising to a hoarse bellow. ‘‘Look
—look !”’

Handforth was -pointing wildly, and
with bursting excitement. The juniors
twirled round, and, at the same second,
a perfect roar of shouts went up. The
explanation was not far to seek. |

For, striding in at the gates, were Cap-
tain Burton, ‘‘ Mr. Alvington,”” Bennett,
Tregellis-West, Watson, and Burton. And
they were all smiling cheerfully, and
gecmed as happy as sandboys!

‘“ Great pip!”’ gasped Hubbard ‘‘ They
—they’ve come back!”

‘** Oh, crumbs!””

“ It—it can’t be true!”

““ They weren’t drowned after all!”

A chorus of shouts went up. And,

“ It—it amn’t decent!’’s
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before anybody moved—for they all
seemed transfixed—Owen major eent up
a shrill, oracked kind of cheer. It was
instantly picked up by dozens of voices,
and a perfect bellow of cheering rose
upon the air.

‘“ Hurrah!”’

‘ Hip-hip-hurrah !’

The cheer must have been heard down
in Bellton itself. Certainly there wasn't
a eingle pérson in tho whole of St.

JFra.n.k’s who missed that joyful burst of

voices. And fellows came tumbling out
from both Houses in scores. They came
out of windows and doors like a food.
And the scene which followed was nearly
pandemonium. For the e of five.-
minutes practically everybody went mad,
particularly the juniors.

The whole school had decided that the
party had been drowned. And now, s
though from the dead, they bad returncd !
It was little wonder that the fellows re-
leased their pent-up feelings in a wildly
enthusiastic outburst.

The returned adventurers were prac-
tically swept off their fect., Nipper and
Tregellis-West and the others were sur-
rounded by an excited, yelling mob.
Nelson Lee was no exoception, and he
smiled good-humouredly. For he easily
recognised that this mad welcome was a
sign of his own and the boys’ popularity
in the school. Somchow, they all felt
rather chokey.

And when, at last, they were allowed
to make their way indoors, they were fol-
lowed by an almoet hystericel crowd. Tho
masters themselves came out, an1 made
no attempt to quell the disorder. Any

such attempt would certamnly have failed.

But, apart from all the other ftllows,
two Removites were lounging Dbeneath
the chestnuts. Their faces did not ex-
press happiness. A certain relief was
in their eyea, perhaps, but they looked
cloomy. Needless to say, the pair wcre
Ralph Leslie Fullvood and Cecil De
Yalerie.

‘“ Alive all the time!” snorted Full-

wood. ‘‘ I say, what thundering asees we
were!”’
“ Thanks?® snecered De Valerie.

‘“ Drag me into it-——1 don't mind!”’

‘““ Well, didn’t you come to the Head's
study—"

‘* And didn't T try to drag you away
before you went in?’ snapped De Valerie
curtly. ‘It doesn’t make much difter.
ency to me, anvhow, 1 should have got
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e flogging. T exprct. But vou wore out
of it—and now yon're in it!"”

“Oh, rats!”

Do Valerio grinned unfcelingly. The
precious pair, in fact, were exceedingly
gorry that dwy had been so ready to
own up. They called themmelves fools,
but it was too late to draw back now.

They were booked for a flogging, and
there was no doubt that they deserved it !

. o ° € - s

And while the school was saething with
excitement, Nelon Lee quictly related
W the Head all that had occurred since
his departure from 8t. Frank's. Dr.
Btafford was neerly overwhelmed with
rolinf and joy. Ho had received word
of the party's safoty by telegram only a
fow minutes before the return of the ad-
vonturers themselves,

Awnd, after prayers, the Head very
wiscly announced that tho day was to be
a whole holiday for the entiro school. He
knoew well enough that work was prac
tically impoesible for tho bovs in their
presont state of cxotoment; moreover,
the occusion demanded a special celebra-
twn.

‘Nirper and Co. and the Bo'sun wore
simply mado breathless when they went
amony their follow-jumors. They were
urged to ell their story again and again
to admiring audicnces,

In roturn they learnt all about the
toerriblo nown of the cutter’s dismster. At
first Nippor and (Co. had been nuch
amazod at their startling welcome, for
they had not drecamed of such a atate of

affairs. But they had been thought
doai! They took great interest in lis-
toaning to tho Removitee' storice.

Fullwood and De Valcrie were prac-
tically forgottean; and the santonce of
Covontry until the end of the term was
forgotten also.

And, meanwhile, Nuolson Leo was
having a oheat with Captain Burton in
his own study. They had been disouss-
ing the whole affair, and the skipper had
thanked tho detective again and again
for all he had don-.

“My boy is back in the school now,"
he cxolaimed gladlvy. * His name 1is
cloarad, too, and there’ll bo no more
trouble. That infernal Jelks will bo safe
s prison for a year or two. He won't
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come within a hirndred miles of this
school, I'll warrant| His scheme failed.”

‘“I don’t want to be curious, Captain
Burton,”” eid Lee. ‘ But may be
allowed to hear a few details concerning
this treasure island of yours? I am natu-
rally somewhat interceted.”

‘““My dear sir, I shall tell you every-
thing—everything,” deodare} . Captain
Burton, |

And, without delay, he went into de-
tails rogsrding the sunken hoard of gold
which lay ooncealed within tho rotting
timbers of a Spanish galleon, beneath the
blue watcrs of a Pacifio island lagoon.

‘“ As I told you beforo, Mr. Alvington,
I am thinking of fitting out a vessel for
the trip this very summer,”” gaid Captain
Burton. ‘' By the Lord | I've got
a splendid idea. You folks have a holi-
day in the summer, don’$ 70‘””

“ ?uite a long vacation,” emiled Nel-
son 1.eq.

‘“ Then, by Ceear, what's to prevent
you coming along with me?”’ demanded

(Japtain Burton, with shining eyes.
“You, and my Tom and those three
lendid young follows who are his
ums?’ What's to provemt you all
ocoming? Jelks wamted to force the

secret from me, but that's all endet now.
You'vo simply got to come, my dear sir,
I'll take no refuaa.l!”

Neolson Loe’s eyes twinkled.

‘“* You are very gencrous, Captain Bur-
ton,”” he exolnimed. *‘° But some months
nust pasy before the summer holidays.
The matter can be rovived later on.”

‘“ It shall be. It certainly ehall be!”
vowed the skipper. ‘' I'll make all my

reparations to fit in, Mr. Alvington.

on't say anything to the boys—let it
come as a surprise in the summer time.
A boliday in the Pacific, searching for

treasure! It sounds , eh?”
‘“ Wondorfully ,'' agreed Nelson
Lee. * I only hope, Captain Burton,

that the programme may be carried out.”
] ] . .

As to whother the programmo was
actually carriol out—well, that i3 quite
another story. And much was to happen
at St. Frank's before the summer vaca-
tion came round.

And thus the affair ended, after much
excitement and peoril.

END.

NEXT WEEK |—(See p. iv of cover.)
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BEGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!

In the Grip & Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany,

By CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—As the title ““ Inthe Hands of the Huns  has already been used, we
have altered the name of our Serial to the above.

The Chief Characters in this Story are :

GEORGE GRAY and his brother JACK, who
are the English Staff cf the Berlin Rovers,
a football club in Germany.

O1TO0 BRACK 18 0@ scoundrelly German member
of theteam. Butanother German, named

CArRL HOFFMAN, 18 friendly, and advises the
Englishmen to leave Germany, which
they refusetodo. They are arrestcd and
sent to a camp at Oberhemmel,

(Now reud on).

HOW GEORGE GOT EVEN WITH
AN OLD ENEMY.

HE prison of Oberhemmel, as

I George first piotured it, was a

massivo and pretentious struc-

ture, thoroughly German in de-
sign, which looked strong enough to
stand till Eternity.

Grim and frowning it was, with small
l:qrred windows, and narrow look-out
silts.

Its entrance was utterly forbidding,
secming to promise the tortured soul that
passed its gates every reetriction, in-
dignity and hardship which such a place
can afford.

As they neared the entrance the gates
swung creaking wide, and beyond the
threshold they could see armed guards.

In a darkened doorway of the big bar-
racks that lay back a little distangce from
the gates, sentries stood, whose bayonets
flashed as they took a turn.

Qombre and frowning, the place
struck a chill to the hearts of the weary
prisoners of war. How long were they
to be incarcerated here? What sort of
treatment would be meted out to them?
Was this to be a temporary prison, oOr
would they be removed elsewhere?

George Gray cast a side glance to the

im but not ill-looking soldier who
marched beside him.

‘“ What place is this?’’ he demauded.

‘“ The common gaol,”” was thc reply.

“ Shall we be kent here?’’

The man shrugged.

*“T don’t know. Internment camps
in the open will be organised, I think. I
cannot say.’”’

““ Shall we be separated, George?”
asked Jack, whose steps dragged
wearily, and who looked too tired to
stand further fatigue.

1 don’t know, bay. I pray not. \We
sho’n’t if anything I can do can prevent
it.”’

The look of affection Jack cast his
brother went to the big fcotballer’s
heart. He gripped his brother’s arm,
ard helped him along. And it was per-
mitted for once.

Across an open space, heavily
gravelled, they went, and through an
archway that led to a sort of parade-
ground, walled in with a high wall on
one side, and frowned over by the prison
on the three other. .

It was almost dark, though the sky
was light vet from the afterglow.

They were brought to a halt, and lined
up as before.

They werc numbered, and again their
numbers were taken.

Then ensued & long wait, while the
officer in command of the escort ap-
parently went to make his report.

It was insufferable waiting there. Somag
of them dropped from sheer fatigue and
want of food. the weaker among them
sobbing bitterly.

The man Wilson became clmost
mutinous. He reviled the guards and
all Germans, apd the country that had
used themy so badly. |
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““ (sivo us food and water, if you've
any manhood among you!” he roared.
‘'he ory was taken up.

““ Give us food! Give us foaod!”

louder and louder grew the cries,
uut'.ill they echoed back from the stone
walls. ’

‘I'nen there came a diversion. A
(iecrman officer—they afterwards knew
that ho was tho governor of the prison—
made his appearance, acoompanied by
s crowd of under-officers. The com-
iqandor of tho escort was talking to
m,

The governor was gesticulating
Gorcoly, and the quarrel was cairied ou
under the very noscs of the prisoners.

At last he stopped close to where
(icorgoe and his brother stood.

** You bring me prisoners, and hand
mo orders,”” he raved, *‘ without my
having been apprised of your coming!
The prison is full. I cannot house this
viff-raff here!"

“Qir, I am afraid you must. T have
done ns I was bidden. The fault is not
wine.'’

Tho governor raved and cursed but
submitted.

“ They will have to aleap in the vaults
and cellars to-night, then,’” said he in
German.

George Gray understood his remark.

““I don't care where you put us, sir,”’
ho said, raising his voice so that all
could hear, ‘“as long as you give us
food. We have ecaten nothing to-day.
Wo are dying of thirst!”

The governor looked at him in as-
tonishment. He was about to reply
when Jack reeled, and fell fainting in
his brother’s arnis.

“ Bear up, Jack, old boy!" choked
Georgo Gray.

T"hon ho boro his brother to where the
governor stood.

‘* .ook! Ile has fainted. Is this how
(Gormans treat Enghishmen who have
dono them no harm?” he snarled, his
cyos darting fire.

The governor questioned the com-
mandoer of the esoort, and learned from
him that what the Englishman said was
truo.

“ There was no time to get food,” the
officer explained. * Wo had no orders
to procure cither food or drink during
the journey. They have had.eggugh.”

The elamouring prisoners, who seemed
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about to burat their ranks, and make &
fight for it, uttered an echoing shout of
execration.

The governor held up his hand.

“You shall bave food—sauch as the
prison affords—as soon as it 1is conve-
nient,”’ he cried, and then he ordered a
man to show George the way.

“ You'd better take your friend in-
side,”” said he.

‘“ He is my brother,”” cried George, his
voice trembling with suppressed rage.

‘“ Then take him away.

George, holding his brother tight in
his arms, and ocarryi him as if he
were a mere babe, followed a sergeant
and two soldicrs to the prison houee.

They entercd it, were led through an
interminable scries of passages, and at
last shown into a sort of office.

Here a man was seated beneath a
flaring gas jet reading an cveinng news-
paper, and smoking a big German pipe.

o was in uniform like the others.

Some words passed betwecn him and
the sergeant, and George laid his
brother gently down.

[1e did not look at the man who’d put
Lis paper aside and was staring at him
hard.

¢ 30, English prisoners, are they?”
ho heard the man say in what seemed
a strangely-familiar voice. ‘‘ It’s a pity
the Fatherland has to look after them
in time of war. Far better put them all
against a wall and shoot them. What's
the matter with the younger one?’’

““ Ile’s fainted. ant of food,” the
sorgeant explained. *And he’s bcen
through cnough, poor devil!”

The other laughed.

““ Fainted, has he !’ he cried.
I'll soon bring him too |”’

With that he left the room.

~ He was absent a minute or a llttle
more perhaps, and he returned bringing
a pail full of \var:r with him. George
Gray was only half conscious of the fact.
He thought vaguely that the water was
for drinking purposes.

Not g bit of it.

¢ Stand away there!”
brute coarsely.

Instinctively, without grasping the
man's meaning, George Gray stepped
aside, and as he did so the rascal hurled
the contents of the bucket full in the
face of the unconscious lad, drenching

(Continued on p. iii. of cover.)

“ Yell,

shouted the
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his clothes and covering the stone floor
‘with the splashing liquid.

. A cry of horror burst from George's
ips.

““You villain!” he roared. ‘ You
black-hearted villain!”’

Then, as he prepared.to spring on the
cur, he recognised him.

‘““ Grent Heaven,”” he shouted, ' t's
Kutz—--"

Ho could hardly believe the evidence
of his own eyes. But he’d made no mis-
take. It was Kutz, their Berlin land-
lord, Kutz, who had betrayed them;
Kutz, who had kept back their luggage,
and brought the polico to arrest them:
Kutz, whe might have enabled them to
leave Germany before. war had broken
out, if he’d had the slightest spark of
decency and gratitude in his composi-
tion.

At the Yecognition George saw red.
There was murder in his heart, and
afterwards he wondered why he held
his hand for even a second.

But want of food had robbed him of
the pcwer for instant action, which was
so characteristic of him, he afterwards
knew.

But Kutz was speaking. .

““ Yes, George Gray,” he laughed,
“it’s Kutz! Your old friend Kutz.
You're surprised to sce me in uniform—
ch? But I am helping the Fatherland.
We're going to bring Great Britain to
her knees. And as you and your brother
aro to stay here for a while, I can
promise you all the old attention and con-
sideration you used to receive at my
hands. Yes, all—all!”

And he laughed a devilish laugh.

The walls swam before George’s eyes.

‘““ Rules are strict here,”” he heard
Kutz gabble on. ¢ Prisoners have to
obey them. If they don’t they are
flogged. And I shall wield the cat, per-
haps. Can you fecel it on your quivering
flesh, Englishman?”

He got no further. The breaking-
point had becn reached.

George did nat care a straw what be-
came of him. He had a score to wipe
off the slate. He'd his brother to
arenge.

And so he hurled himself at the
villain, driving him back under a shower
of blows.

Kutz tried in vain to stand up against
him. * George’s fists landed on the yield-
ing flesh, breaking the skin, and striking

il

to the bone until his face was bruiscd
and bleeding. -

Kutz kicked at him, driving’ his nailed
boot against George’s ribs.

The footballer did not care. He'd
suffered as much as that in a friendl
game of football with the Huns. |

He only hit the harder, and felled the
brute to the ground with a mighty blow.

The sergeant and the two soldiers then
seized him and dragged him across the
room, driving their knces into the small
of his back

He shook himseclf free, and sent them
staggering.

They came at him again, but he
dropped them -one after the other, then
swung round to mcet Kutz as the rascal
staggered to his feet.

Kutz seized a rifle, and drove a smash-
ing blow with the butt end at George's
head. Had it ‘landed it would have
crushed the skull, .and there would have
been a sudden term:nation of this his-
tory. .

The footballer was wary, keen-eyed,
ond as cool as a cucumber now.

He side-stepped the blow. ducking
under it, and the rifle butt struck the
stone floor with such force as to send
the wood flying in splinters.

Then. rising erect, George gave the
scoundrel the haymaker’'s lift with the
richt full under the chin, and as he
went down pounced upon him, and
pummelled him as he lay.

He meant having no mercy on him.
All that he’d suffered, all that he’d seen
other Englishmen and Englishwomen
suffer at German hands since he and
Jack had started from Berlin came
uppermost in his mind then.

He knew that he would probably
never have another chance like this, and
the ore the wretch howled and
whined. and blubbed for merey, the
fiercer he became.

“ Mercy !”” he hissed. *“It would be
a mercy to kill you ”

And then There came a rush of
feet. the ring of voices, and seldiers came
pouring into the room, headed by an
officer, who took in the situation at a
glance.

““ §cize that man!"’ he roared

The soldiers rushed forward,
kicked at George.

With a moan of agony the footballer

(Continued overieaf,)

and
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taised his head. and looked. up at them,
fooked up to sce a man swing his rifle.

[Te saw the butt end coming down,
and tried to avorld it. -
Too late!

A dull ¢rash.

A deafening roar in his

cars, and the dancing of a million Lights
before his eves, and then came—Dblack-
1SS, - N

George Giray knew no more.

A FRIENDLY HUN. -

ITISN George Gray awoke it was
to find himself 1 darkness..
He lay upon something hard

like a  board; and his head
throbbed with a dull pam.. . -
. Where was he? What had happene t?
For a while he lay still and tried to
think. 'Then -he raised "Ins hand to his
heid- to ind something damp there. And
lu\ 1'(‘1:1(‘mlu~‘*1‘0(]

. Of: course! He ~had met and fought
with the rascal Kutz. That was no
«ream; but a stern areality, and  this

(Lnlunul place in which he found him-

solf,

and  mto which just a faint streak

of light penetrated from somewhere must

be a_cell. FFor was he not conlined in

he prison at Oberhemmel?

. He stretehed out nis hands, and found
a stone wall close to him. He then
swunge s lezs, and discovered that he

wias Iving on a wooden bed without mat-

tress or pillow.
He sat up and called aloud.
“1s anyone there?”’

NLELSON LEL- LIBRAKY"

I'or answer his' own -voice ‘echoing,
mocked hin.

“Jack, Jack! Arc'yvou there Jack ?”
No 10[)1\ George then buried his face
in his hands and groaned aloud. - He was

alone.  They hac separated h:m from
his brother. For a while, .feeling weak,
dazed, ill, and utterly played out, he

remained  for a long time overcome with
such a despair as he had never known. -

- George Gray was. not a inan to allow
his feelings to overwhelm him for long

however.,  The' mood passed away, and
as he again’ became ‘conscious- of the
craving of an intolerable hunger and
thirst, he rose to his feet, and his eyes
erew  accustomed to the semi- darkncss
he sew that he was in a narrow cell.
Swiftly he located the door, and -having
found it, beat upon it with his fists. '

No answer,

He tried again an‘d again,
kicked the door csa\umel\
he heard a .guttural e(ho
of appr oachmo steps.

Then a small wicket or peep-hole was
opened, and a pair of bright Hunnish
eves peeped in.

¢ Ach, -Himmel! Quiet there. The
others are tryving to sleep,” 'said the
owner of the piercing orbs.

“What - have thm' done
brother? He had fan.utol
upon that scoundrel Kutz.
Is he all rigcht?"

and then
llltll at last,
and’ t‘le sound

with  my
when I.sét
“Wheré 1s he?

“He's all “right, Englishman. The
doctor saw }um. : He soon camme round.
He's" in one of the cells in this block.

They’ve given him food and drink, and
made him comfortable.”

(To be continued )
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