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AUTHOR'S NOTL. |

Nelson Lee and Nipper areat St. Frank's College, lo_escape the atten-

tions of the murderous CRinese Secrel Sociely, the Fu Chang Tony,

those halred they have incurted. AlUhough living in the grea! schoo!

tn the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and Nipper mever- |

theless find many opportunities to utilise their unique detective ability
in various mysterions and adventurous cases.
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CHAPTER 1.
(The narrative commenced by Nipper.)

TROUBLE IN THE FAMILY—BREWSTER'S SUG-
GESTION—I AM VERY CURIOQOUS.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH, of
the Remove-Form in the Ancient
House at St. Frank's, fanned bhimself
somewhat laboriously.

“ Phew!’ he gasped. * Gimme air,
goodness’ sake!”

1 looked at him grimly.

“It’'s not a bit of good your gasping for
air, Handy,” I said. '* We shall be cooped
up here for another two hours yet; until it's
dark, in fact. We’'re all suffering the same.
80 it's no good making a fuss——"'

““ Who's making a fuss?’ demanded Hand-
forth warmly.

“ Well, you're gasping for air that you
can't get, anyhow,” I retorted. ‘ We ought
to be jolly thankful that we’re still the Re-
move Revolutionary Arwmny, and not a pack of
down-trodden juniors!”

‘ Hear, hear!”

“ Long live the revolution!"

““ But we need a change of quarters—we
do really!”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West uttered the last
remark. And T was compelled to admit that
there was much truth in what hz said. A
r.l}tat;ge of quarters, indeed, was absolutely
vital.

There had been some exciting times at St.
Frank’s recently. The Ancient House section
of the Remove was in revolt—and I was the
leader of the rebels. This was only natural,
considering my position as Form captain.

for

We had organised a barring-out, heing fed-
up with the tyranny of Mr. Kennedy Hunter,
M.A., the new Housemaster of the Anrient
House. So far we had won all alonz the
line, although Mr. Hunter had nearly forced
us into an ignominious surrender. By &
}rick we had foiled him and were now lying
ow.

The Rebel Remove, in fact, had complctely
disappeared.

I don't mean that we had rendered our-
selves invisible by some miraculous means.
We had disappeared so far as Mr. Hunter
was concerned. For hours search-parties had
been out, but they had achieved nothing.

You see, we had taken up our quarters in
the old vaults beneath the nonastery ruina.
These ruins were situated in a corncr of the
Triangle, and we had fortified them stroncly,
using the vaults as living and sleeping
quarters. '

Our raain defence system had consisted of
a wall of faggots, and while this was intact
we had been able to resist all assaults. But
Mr. Hunter had played a trump card; he
had thrown petrol over the faggot wall and
had burned the defences down.

An old tunnel led from the vaults to the
deserted quarry on the Bannington Moor,
and another attacking party had been sent
along this route in order to catch us in the
rear. 1t had been a very determinzd attempt
to bring the rebellion to a swift end.

That it had not succeeded was no fault of
Mr. Hunter's. In the nick of time [ had re-
membered a secret ehamber which opened
ont from the main vaults. And at the
eleventhghour I bad bundled the whole Re-
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move into this rectreat. The ruse had suc-
ceeded, for Mr. Hunter had been unable to
find us.

And now our
comfortable.

As Handforth remarked, we were nearly all
asping for air. The secret chamber was
arge, but was of no particular height. The
air soon became close, and .existence was
sornewhat difficult.

Had it not been for the fact that t®t place
was ventilated we couldn’t have remained
there. But this ventilation was just sufficient

for our nceds—und no more. Comfort was at
a minimum.

To bhegin with, we were squashed closely
together; no fellow bhad more than a square
yard of room for himself. We were like
sardines in & box. Fortunately we had
candles and were not compelled to remain
in utter darkness. The walls, in fact, were
decorated with numcrous candles, burning
flickeringly. As long as they burped bright:iv
there was no danger of our being suffocated.

But although we had foiled Mr. Hunter for
the time being, the position was desperate.
At the beginning great enthusiasm had pre-
vailed. But the fellows had had time to
think, and they began to sec the difficulties
which faced us.

We had entered the sccret chamber soon
after nine o’clock in the morning, and it was
now four in the afternoon. We had no water
and no grub. And we were all hungry and
thirsty —particularly thirsty.

The hours of inactivity had sapped away
the rcbels’ enthusiasm, and now they werc a
rather dejected crowd. |

“1It's no good talking!” remarked Hand-
If]o:;tl} firmly, * We're in a dickens of a

ole!”

Tommy Watson grunted.

‘““ Jt’s no good talking like that, certainly,”
lie exclaimed. ‘‘* We know that we're in a
hole without you ramming it bome, Handy.
But, as Benny just said, we ought to be
thankful that we're still a complete army.
and not a crowd of juniors under Hunter's
thumb."’

** That's all very well,’””" exclaimed Full-
wood. ‘' We'd better be under Hunter's
thumb than in a beastly mess like this!”’

Fullwood would have been howled down in
a moment four hours previously had he made
a rema:k of that sort. But now I noticed
that several juniors murmured their approval.
I looked round grimly.

‘“We're not In a beastly mess,’’ 1 said
quietly. * The position may be difficult, but
we 8hall find a solution before long. It's
just like Fullwood to start growling because
we've had a set-back.”

Fullwood sneered.

““ Well, if you can suggest a way out, you'd
better get on with it,”” he said. I don't
believe there is & way out. We shall bhave
to end up by crawlin’ to Mr. Hunter an’
pleading for mercy!"

““ You may énd up like that, but I sha’'n’t!”
1 retorted. ‘‘ And 1 think the me®jority of

position was by no means

-the chaps are with me. We're not, a get of

worms, I hope!” | .

‘“ Enthusiasm’s all right In its - plaece,
Bennett,” put in Merrell. ‘“ But I must sa
that it’s no good now. We've got to loo
the facts in the face. We've got ng grub,’
and there's no prospect of getting' any.
We're coopcd up here like herrings im a tin,
and as soon as we show our faces outside we
shall be collared. It strikes me that the:
most sensible thing to do is to surrender at
once.”’ '

‘* Hear, hear!” said Fullwood.

And two or three others voiced their
approval. o .

1 regarded them steadily. They were not
the ringlcaders by any means, and would
suffer only comparattively slight punishment.
if the barring-out fell through. That’s why
they were not particularly keen on suffering
bhardships.

‘“ Well, I'm willing to put it to the vote,’”
I said quietly. ‘'‘ How many chaps'-are in
favour of giving in, and how many will de-
cide to follow my lead until we gain complete
victory? We've defied Hunter all along the
line, and there’s no reason why we shouldn't
go on defying him. Before many hours have
passed we shall have thought of something
and the pesition will be greatly improved.
If we give in now we shall make ourseives
the laughing-stock of the whole s<hool. If
;]veldgo on, and if we find another strong-

O ____!!

‘ There’s a lot of ‘ifs’ about it!"’ sneered
Fullwood.

““Very likely,”’ I replied. ‘* Nothing certain
in this world, as the affair of this morning
proved. 1 leave it to the Form tp vetc. I'm
willing to retain command, and I'll do my
utmost to lcad you to complete viectory. But
if T do, I'm not going to have any growls
and grumbles. We've got to take the rough
with the smooth—and just now it's jolly
rough. Now then, what do you say?”

‘“1 vote for kceping on!” declared Hand-
forth heartily.

**So do I!”

‘“ Rather!”

‘““Same here!"”

‘““Victory or nothing!”

‘* No surrender!”’

It was a perfeet chorus, and I felt highly
satisfied as [ surveyed the fellows.

‘“ Hands up all those who vote for giving
in!"" 1 said crisply.

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell and Mer-
rell raisecd their hands. Noys and Marriott
half-raised theirs, but withdrew them.
Everybody clse remained perfectly still and
looked griwm.

‘“Oh, so therc’s only four of you, after
all!” I exclaimed. ‘' Now, hands up for
continuing the revolution!” .

It was rather unnecessary, but I derived s
certain amount of pleasure from seeing the
numcrous hands which went up. Only four
remained down, of course.

‘“Well, I think the majority is for sticking
to our guns,’’ I said drily, '

A 1've got a suggestion to make!” sald
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Handforth. commencing to roll up his sleeves.
1 vote that we take these giddy blacklegs
and chuck ‘em out on their neck! They're
no good, anyhow!"

Fullwood backed a few inches and trod
upon Gulliver’s toes.

‘“ Nope of your rot!” he said hastily.
“We don't want to leave the rest of you.
il‘r you're all for going on, we’ll fall into
ine."”’

*“Good!”’ I exclaimed heartily. “I'm glad
that's settlecd. And mind you don't grumble
any more. I know things -seem absolutely

rotten, but if you'll only trust me I'll see
the thing through.”

WEaA' Wwasasas wWea s W

¢ Hear, hear!”

‘“ Leave it to Benny!

This was quite nice for the other fellows.
They had been relieved of all responsibility.
It was up to me to think out a wheeze.
Well. I'll frankly admit that I was com-
pletely stumped for an idea.

It had been a very pleasant surprise for
me to find that the juniors had such faith
in me. I almost felt as though I didn’t de-
serve it. For the life of me I couldn't think
of a solution.

The position was -bristling with difficulties.

There were many mouths to feed, and we
hadn't got an ounce of food. There seemed
no prospect of getting any. We dare not
show our faces outside for fear of being
immediately captured. To make matters
worse, everyhody was stony—even Sir Montie
had run out of cash. So we couldn’t send to
the village for food.

Tubbs, the dismissed Ancient House page-
boy. was with us in our misfortune. He de-
clared that he would be able to find some
food of some sort as soon as darkness came.

If matters reached a - crisis, we could
manage on turnips for one meal. There was
a field of these edible roots quite near by,
and when boys are hungry, turnips don't
seem at all bad. At least they would serve
in a dire emergency.

Two great problems faced me.

First of all, we had to find a new fortress
where we coitld remain in security. That
was a nice little puzzle for me to think over.
8econdly, the food question loomed Ilarge.
Without proper grub the fellows would
surrender within twelve hours. And a second
revolt would he impossible.

I was firmly determined to stick to my
guns. And I finally decided to leave off
racking my brain until darkness fell. Then
1 would venture out upon a scouting expedi-
tion and find out, if possible. how things
were going.

I told the fellows that nothing could bhe
done until darkness came, and advised thein
to sleep until then, since we should pro-
bably bhe up all the night. My suggestion
was carried out.

We all had our beds with us—the
mattresses and blankets, at least. And, since
therc was no room for them to be packed
away against the walls, the mattresses had
been laid flat upon the floor. This had the
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effect of reducing the height of our priion.
but the bedding occupied no actual room.

By lying with our backs against the wall:
and in various other attitudes we managed
to get down somehow. It was decidedly
difficult, and there were a few differences.
Handforth strongly objected to McClure's
foot bheing on his facc, and when McClure
shifted it he caught Hubhard a violent kick
on the ear.

Incidents of this nature were common. and
couldn’t he avoided in such close quarters.
But upon the whole we didn't manage so
badly. At all events the majority of the

-n‘-\n WEY M. ﬂ- A A
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I didn't sleep a wink until an bour had
passed, and then I dropped off sgoundly. 1
was awakened by somebody’s foot thudding
into my neck, and discovered that the time
wa3 eight-thirty.

I was pleasantly surprised. fo. the period
of waiting was over. It would be quite dark
outside by now. and a scouting expedition
would be possible.

““ Who volunteers?” I asked briskly.

Several candles had becn lighted afresh,
and all the fellows were awake. About three
parts of them answered with one voice.
Everybody was keenly anxious to get some
fresh air.

“8orry,”” I grinned. “We can’'t all go,
you know. “TI'll takc Tregellis-West and
Watson.”

‘““ Look here!"” snorted Handforth. *1
don't see why——"

“Don’t make a fuss, Handy, for goodness’
sake,”” I interrupted. ‘' In any case it'll be
a pretsy risky business. For all we know,.
Hunter may have scouts of his own on the
prowl. We might even be collared as soon
as we reach the surface—and you know
what that'll mean!"”’

‘““ By George!" said Handforth.

“If we're not back within an hour youn'd
better send out somebody to look for us,”
I went on. *‘“I'll leave you in charge during
my absence, De Valerie. You're second in
command—see!"’

Cecil de Valerie nodded.

‘“ Right-ho!"" he said calmly. *‘“ Good luck,
old man!"

Sir Montic and Tommy and I donned our
caps, and 1 opened the secret door with
extreme caution. Then we slipped c-itside
into the vault. and the door wu3 closed
again. The air in the vault was delizhtfully
cool in comparison with the atmosphere In
the secret chambher. For some moments we
stood still, listening.

The place was silent and deserted.

Without speaking we felt our way across
to the stone steps and then lightly ascended.
We found the night quiet and mild. with
light clouds in the sky. It was pitch-dark,
and only a faint brecze rustled through the
treea. -
‘ Quiet as the grave!'' breathed Watson.

- There was certainly nobody on the watgh.
Mr. Hunter had no idea that we were any-
where pear the old vaults, and he had not
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thought it nccessary to kecp anybody near
the spot.

We crept away like shadows, and tlLen re-
ceived a shock.

For we had hardly gone twcnty paccs lLe-
fore three dim figures loomed up ahcad.

‘“ Down!'' I hissed urgently.

1 was pretty sure that the figurcs wcre
thoso of prefect:—-perh{?l Mr. Huater him-
self was one of them. e crouched low near
nome bushes. And then a faint voice was
hornc to us.

* It’s no evood jawing to me, you asses!”
it said. ‘' We've searched the place three
times, and therc’'s no sign of ’'em. Poor
chaps! 1 expect they've been collared!”’

‘“ Begad!"" breathed 8ir Montie, with re-
lief. '* That's old Brewster!’

1 didn't need telling. The thrce figures
were those of Hal Brewster and Georgle
(Glynn and Davc Ascott, of the River House
School. These checrful youths had visited
our stronghold the previous cvening and had
promised to come to-night. They had evi-
d;antly ocome, and had failed to find any sign
of us.

They were very decent chaps, and 1T knew
that 1 could trust them with our little
recret. 8o 1 rose softly and went forward.

“ Hist!' I breathed. °* Here wc¢ are,
Brewster!”’

Brewster and Co. ran forward.

‘““By jingo!’" exclalined Glynn.
Lthought you'd bcen collared!’”

‘“We came precious near to it this morn-
ing,”” 1 said grimly. * My dear chaps, we're
ubsolutely diddled! We're all dressed up
and nowhere to go, so to speak!’ .

And 1 briefly outlined tho position to the
rurpriscd Brewster and Co. They listened
intently and were full of sympathy.

‘I say, you're in a pretty rotten pickle!”
remarked Ascotd frankly. *‘‘ Where the
dickens are you going to shift to?”

“Well, 1 was thinking of the -ericket
pavilion,” I eaid, without much enthusiasm.
‘““ HHang it all, we must go somewhere, and
we might be able to fortify the pav. if we
can 'tllnd thc stutf. But I don’t liko the idea
much.”’

‘“ Why not camp out in Bellton Wood?”
sugprested Glynn.

“We

“*Too open,’” 1 sald, shaking my head.
“ We want to get hold of some place which
we can fortify easily. But I'm hanged if I

can think of any place which will be exactly
suitable."”

Aud theh Hal Brewster made a suggestion.
Before ten words had passed his lips 1 fell
upon him and hugged him.

‘““What'’s the

“ Hold onl!” he gasped.
matter?"”

** My ‘dear old chap, you've got a brain In
a thousand!'' I said enthusiastically. *‘‘ That's
the very ldea I've been groping for! I can’t
think why it didn’t occur to me—it’s so jolly
o8vious !’

‘“0f course it Is,"
‘“ You've been 80 busy

suppose.'’ :
rewster's Idea” filled me with absolute

ﬁlnned Brewster.
otber ways, I
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glee. It had becn o mere suggestion, but 1
knew in a second that it was IT! 1 don't
condemn myself for not having thought of
;.tl'x personally—a fellow can't think of every-

ing. '

RBrewster and Co. helped us e¢ven , further.
They promised to epend all their ready
pockct-money on biscuits and other eatables,

Smiles,” he said, in a low

and they would leave the parcels in a cer-
our friendly rivale eflusively.

do more, but it's impossible.’’

before the shops olosed. Therr would - ouly
them start. Then I turncd to my:chums
Hunter—"'

A dim form was walking towards us across
monuths. And we soon saw that the form
Hunter was unconscious of our presence, and
vards of us! Without a dowbt he was wait-

At last there was 3 sound along the wall,

“I'm here,
pa i and the two shook
tecth. *'1I fancy they have run off into the

tain hiding-place just inside Bellton Wood.
It was a generous action, and we thanked

‘“ That's all right,” said Brewstcr. * You'ra
pals of ours, 1 suppose? 1 wish we could

They hurried off a few minutes later, as it
was necessary for them to get to the village
jost manage it by running their hardest.

We went to the wall with .them, and saw
with a glowing face. _ |

“Come on!"’ 1 whispercd. * We shall beat

“ Shush!” bhreathed Watson suddenly.
“ There's somebody coruing !’
the Triangle. We¢ dodged behind some
bushes und waited with our hearts in our.
belonged to Mr. Kenuedy Hunter himself !

‘Those few minutes were trying onee. Mr.
we daren’t move an inch. He waa smoking
a cigar, and took up his stand within three
ing for somebody, and the things we thouglt
about him werc appalling.

Somebody serambled over, and Mr. Hunter
turned swiftly.
voice. .

A figure came up,

**1 don’t know what's hecome of those in-
fernal boys!” said Mr. Hunter, gritting his
wonds, or they may be even camping out
on the mcor. By the morning, I have no

doubt, they will have had enough of it.”

“ Are¢  you still searching, sir?"’ asked
Smites.

‘““No. What ia the use?’” snapped Mr.
Hunter. *“ 1 intend to leavc the niatter as

it stands until the moming. Confound the
urchins! Now, Smiles, with regard to thpse
proofs. You've brought them, of course?”

“I'm sorry, sir, but they weren’t quite
ready,”” replied the other.

“] gave you strict orders to bring them
now!’’ rapped out Hunter sharply. * This is
altogether too bad of you, Smilcs. When
do you propose tc bring them?"”

‘“ Well, sir, 1 thliought about midnight——"
Mr. Hunter and his companion had strolled
off while thlsy talked, and we didn't hear
any more. Not that we wanted to.. What
we had hcard had been quite unintentional.
We simply daren't move. But T must admit
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that T was relieved to discover that we
should have the night to ourselves.

GUNS 5

It was Brewster, of the River House, who
suggested this wheeze, and it’s a sdunning

Two minutes later it was safe for -us to jone.”

scoot.

** Come on, my bonny boys!” I breathed
exultantly.
~ And we crept from our place of conceal-
ment and slipped across the Triangle to the
monastery ruins. The second phase of the
great barring-out was about to commence!
And I was feeling more confident than cver.

—  e——

CHAPTER I1.
(The narrative continued by Nipper.)
THE GREAT STRATEGIC RETREAT—'‘ WILLARD'S
FOLLY "'—THE ISLAND STRONGHOLD.
INE o'clock boomed out solemnly from
the old tower.
Dark figures flitted about the monas-
tery ruins like shadows. I was one
of those dark figures, and the others belonged
to the remainder of the rebels. In short, we
were commencing the great retreat.

Our barring-out had collapsed—but we were
now making active preparations for a vigor-
ous renewal. 1t didn't matter in the elightest
where we °‘‘ barred-out '’ 8o long as we did
it!

We -meant to defy Mr. Hunter, and our re-
solve was as firm as ever. By leaving the
echool property we were taking a bold step.
But 1 was quite certain of one thing. Mr
Hunter would be niore anxious than ever
to bring the rebellion to a finish. He would
not welcome the publicity which" this new
action on our part would bring. It would be
to Mr. Hunter's interests to meet our de-
mands promptly.

I had not told the fellows of our destina-
tion. Had 1 done so excitement would have
beeu general, and some of the more enthu-
siastic spirits might have caused a commo-
tion. So I merely told them to follow me
without question.

My own attitude gave them a bhint that
everything was 0.K. Sir Montie and Tommy
and I were all looking contented. The others
were consumed with curiosity. And they
were very eager to follow my lead.

Each fellow carried his mattress and blan-
ketse. I had mine slung over my shoulder,
and I marched along quickly. I led the way
through a gap in the hedge on to the play-
ing flelds.

And we all streamed across Little Side in
a long procession. If Mr. Hunter could have
seen us then, he would have been very as-
tonished. We did not utter a sound, and at
last emerged upon the towing-path next to
the River Stowe.

The rebels were more curious than ever
now. But I did npt satisfy their curiosity
until we had marcged half a mile. Then I
set my bundle down and waited. The juniors
came up in a crowd and collected round me.

‘* What's the game?’’ asked De Valerie.

“I'Il just explain, if all you chaps will kee
quiet for a bit,” I said. ** We couldn’t tal
before,gbecause it wouldn’'t bhave been safe.

H

|

‘' Blessed if I can see anything atunning in
it!”" growled Handforth. A fat lot of sense
in coming along to this place, I must say!
You ain't suggesting that we should camp
out here, are you?”’

‘“No,”” T replied calmly. ‘“ But there’s
Willard's Island.”

“Eh?"

‘“What?"

‘““ Explain yourself, ass!’’

“ Willard's Island!’” I repeated. ‘ Wo're
facing it now, and that's going to be our
future home. See the idea? We're going to
convert it into a new fortress. We shall be
able to defy Hunter to our heart’s content!'"

*“ Great pip!”’ gasped Handforth.

“0Oh, my hat!”
‘“ Souse me!"
‘““ Gee whiz! 1It's sure some stunt!"”

‘“* You're right, Farman, old son,”” I agreed.
‘“It's the stunt of the season, in fact. The
island will be miles better than the monas-
tery ruins. We shall be surrounded by
water, and all attacks can pe repelled with
ease.”’

‘* What about grub?” asked Teddy Long

anxiously.
‘* Well, that's a serious question, I'll
admit,”” I replied. ‘“‘But we can’'t do two

things at once. The first consideration is
to get into impregnable quarters—and that’s
what we're going to do now. Grub can be
thought of later.”

The juniors were talking excitedly. The
idea of converting Wilard's Island into a
fortress appealed to their schoolboy natures
strongly. All their enthusiasm was renewed.
For Willard’s Island was particularly adapt-
able for our purposc.

It was not merely a bare island. .

From end to end it was only half a mile
in extent, and only two hundred yards broad.
A few trees grew at either end, but the
centre was bare—except for * Willard's
Folly.” ]

Now, this place was a half-completed build-
ing. It had been erected twenty years before
by a cranky chap named Willard. I don’'t
know all the details, but the story was well
known at St. Frank's and in the village.

Willard had heaps of money, and he bought
the island and conceived the idea of building
his own house upon it. And he had queer
idcas about houses. If it hadn’t been his
own money financing the thing., it would
never have come to anything. For this “ de-
sirable residence " was designed in the style
of an old mediseval castle. At ecither end
there were square, imposing turrets, and grim
battlements faced upon the river. Built ot
grey granite, the place was tremendously
strong, and large growths of ivy gave the
place a wonderfully picturesque appearance.

In the summer time it was phqtographed
dozens of times a week, and it was a
favourite ** view '’ for amateur painters. The
island was private property, strictly speaking.
but everybody had the rum of it.

And ‘* Willard’'s Folly,”” as the building was
called, was exactly the place for us. It was a
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miniature affair, of course, the whole ground-
rlan being no larger than a modern villa
rcaidence of the better class.

()Wi?f to the eudden decease of the excel-
lent Mr. Willard, the ‘‘castle’ had never
bheen finished. The roof had been completed,
and, from an exterlor point of view, there
was nothing more to be done. But the in-
terfor was the same to-day as when the
‘builders left it, twenty years before.

The rooms had not been finished ; the great
ball was a bare, sandy place, with no real
flooring. But it was dry, and would provide
splendid accommodation for the Rebel Re-
move.

I explained all this to the eager Removites,
and they were in hearty agreement with me.
The ‘‘Folly"” had an added advantage in
thc fact that it was popularly supposed to
he haunted. The simple country-folk would
not come near it after dark. But the juniors
didn’'t car¢ a jot. A small party wmight
have becn nervous, but we were in such
numbers that lonelincss could .never exist.

‘*So you see, my dear chaps., the place is
A 1 from our point of view,” I said. ‘‘It’s
u wonder we didu't think of it bcfore. It is
to the credit of a deadly rival—Brewster, of
the River House—that he gave us the f{dea.
I?’e only suggested it casually. but I hugged

im."”

‘* ITe deserved it,”” grinned De Valerie.

‘“And just think of the advantages,™ 1

went on. *‘The turrets and battilements
will be top-hole for defensive purposes. We
can line the battlements and keep the

cnemy at bay until further orders!”

‘“ And the whole .place is surrounded by
water,” added Watson, ‘““By jingo, it's
gimply ripping. We shall Dbe absolutc
imasters of the place.”

‘* Rather!”

‘“ Begad! It's amazin’ly fine. you know.”

‘“There’'s a lot of work to be doneg,
though,’” I said. ‘' Before we start, I suggest
having a few turnips——"

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Back to the simple lifc, begad!”

“*Ha, bha, ha!’

‘“ Well, tbg turnips will be better than no-
thing,”” I said, glad to see thc fellows were
in the best of humours. ‘‘ We haven't had
any grub all day, and I'm famished, for one.”

‘* Same here!”

‘“ Anything in an emergency,”’ sald Hand-
forth. ' Of course we shall have to pinch
the turnips—but we can casily pay for all
we take afterwards. It wouldn't be
thing to steal ’em.”

“* We'll borrow a few, then,” I grinned.
'“ Come to think of it, I don’t suppose they’ll
be over large at this period, so we shall have
to make do with what we can find. I believe
there’s a field on the other side of the river.”

‘“ How are we going to get there?”

‘ Boats,”” 1 replied. ‘' The boat-house f{s
only just along the river, and we shall need
half the craft in there. I'm going to send a
party along at once—in your charge, Bo’sun.
You're the man for that job.”

‘““1 reckon I can managc it, messmate,”

8aid Burton, npd%ng.
‘““Then there's the grub that Brewster and

body’s turnip-fleld.
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Co. have got,” T went on. “ It's just ipsidc
Bellton Wood. Three of you will have to be
told off to fetch it before long. And we shall
have to provide a supply of ammunition or
some sort. Oh, there's heaps to be done
before we get to bed.”

The Bo’sun soon started off on his mission.
He took ten fellows with him, and they
were soon along with the boats. We bun-
dled our bedding in and rowed -aeross to
the island in hatches. The distance wasn't
far, talt,hough the river was broad at this
point.

Having taken formal
were, we felt more comforteble. The Re-
move Revolutionary Army was occupying
captured territory, and the only thing which
was really worrying me was the great focd
problem, —_

I'm afraid we made terrible havoc of some-

But we were prepared
to make full compensation for our depreda-
tions, and certainly intended doing s=o later
on. So our cousciences were clear.

The turnips were tiny, but quite eatable,
and they seemed very appetising. But,
regular meals of this sort were impossible.
A supply of proper food was absolutely im-
perative, and the point was constantly worry-
ing me. Turnips would do for once, but
not for more than once.

We were not disappointed in the castle.
It was dry and comfortable, considering, an!
would certainly provide all the shelter we
needed. We only hoped that the spell of
drB weather would continue.

rewster's supply of food proved to be
worth having—biscuits, for the most part.
They were very welcome after the turnips.
and the whole lot were rationed out. Each
fellow had a decent handful, and we munched
at these contentedly.

With rare thoughtfulness, the River Housc
fellows had included seven pounds of candles
in their parcels. These weren't food, ol
course, hut Brewster had known that wc
should be in want of lighting matecrials rather
urgently.

We couldn‘'t have more than one or two
burning, and these had to be carefully
shaded, for we had no wish to attract un-
welcome attention. But by their light Tubbs
saw to the bed-making and suci-like. Tho
hall of the castic made quite a eplendid
dormitory. It was dry and the windows
were mere narrow slits, so that the absencc
of frames and glass did not matter so much.
I felt thankful that the bygone Mr. Willard
gad not had crauky ideas about wide win-
ows,

Every rebel! had his own bed—thanks to my
forethought. We should have been suffering
great discomforts had we neglceted to bring
our mattresses and blankets. Tubbs, of
course, was without one, bhut he was allowed
to use one of the vacant ones—when its
owner was on watch., For several beds were
always empty. ,

1 rememhered that our spirit stoves and

posseseion, as it

| kettles and other uicnsils were still in tho

too wor-
ave them
to

monastery ruins, Mr. Hunter bf:ingl
ried about our disappearance to

ghifted. Tommy Watson volunteered
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fetch tnem, and he and Hubbard and Tubbs
went off on the errand. This was really im-
portant, for we might want to use the things
later on.

By the time they got back everything was
in readiness. The beds were made, and we
were in complete possession of the island.
Several boats were drawn up on the banks,
and we felt amazingly secure. There was a
tecling of freedom abroad which had a
eétrengthening effect upon the [fellows. In
the monastery ruins we had always felt more
or less cooped up. But that feeling was gone
now. We were occupying an island of our
owin.

I bad been rather worried about the ammu-
nition question. It wasn't really so impor-
tant here as it had been in our former for-
tress. A number of long poles were prepared
under my guidance. With these we could
keep off any number of invading boats. But,
at the same time, I fett that something else
WA3 necessary.

We had used some patent fire extin-
auishers on one occasion, and this put an
idea into my head. Bellton—the village—had
recently been provided with a brand new
fire-engine. No; I wasn't thinking of pinching
that. But this new affair had replaced an
old one, and the latter was still in decent
working order.

There had been a serious fire on the far

outskirts of the village some weeks before,

and the old fire-engine had been too small to
cope with the flames. Thus the new one.

knew that the discarded cngine was housed
in a shed juat on the outskirts of the village,
and that it was not likely to be requisitioned
for any purpose. It was one of those hand-
worked affairs, and quite efficient in its way.

There were flve or six hoses, and a large

pipe up which the main supply was drawn.

With the river all round us, this instrument
would be easily workable, for we had water
in plenty.

And realising that preparedness was a
great thing, U determined to fetch the fire-
engine over at once. With half-a-dozen hoees,
all playing their hardest, we should be able
to Keep a whole army at bay.

There were many expressions of approval
when I suggested the idea; but, as I had ex-
pected, some objections as well.

“It's all right,”” said Owen major, °* but
how the dickens are we going to get it over
here? I suppose you've overlooked that
point?"’ ©

““ Not at all,” I replied. ¢ It'll ride on one
of the boats quite easily, once we get it
aboard. It’'s not a ver{ big thing, after all,
The chief dificulty will be in getting it out
of its shed without attracting attention—
but we shall have to risk that. Anyhow, I
suggest we start at once.”

We did. I left De Valerie in charge of the
island, and took fifteen rebels with me. We
pulled over to the bank in two boats, and
sct oft across the flelds. I led the way to
the old fire-engine shed from the rear, so
that we should not appear on the road at
all. There was a mecadow at the back of
the shed, and it would be easy e¢nough ¢o

haul the old apparatus over the grass without
making any noise.

The doors of the shed were old, and the
fasteninga older, if poasihle. At all eventa.
we had the place open within a couple of
minutes. Everything was found handy, and
we lost no time. We lifted the fire-engine
out bodily, for I didn't want the wheels to
““““ the gravel. And, somehow or
other, we got it on to the grass. Then we
closed the shed again and trinmphantly bhcre
our bhooty away—without having attracted
the slizhtest notice.

We undoubtedly experienced great difticuity
in getting the rickety old thing across the
water. On two occasions it nearly oser-
balanced and went to the bottom. DBut, after
much manipulation, it was safely landed. |
wasn't satiefled until it had been placed
securely in position and had been tested.
® Ammunition was now unnecessary. Our
defences were of the very finest, for cold
water has a most depressing eflect upon an
avtacking force.

And now only one problem remained—but
that was the most serious of all. Feood! If
it hadn’t been for this worry the Remove Re-
volutionury Army would bhave been in the
highest possible spirits. Even a3 it was, we
were optimistic. @~ The knowledge that our
new position was far superior to our old
caused general satisfaction.

And the majority of the fellows werc too
tired to worry much about grub. They would
do all that in the morning! Practically
everybody went to bed, acting upon my
advice. But, although I knew that Mr.
Hunter was taking no action to-night, I de-
cided that a watch must bhe kept.

Sir Montie Tregellis-3Vest and Watson and
I kept the first watch. Everybody else weut
to sleep. We perched ourselves on the
low battlements and sat there chatting. At
the end of two hours we should be relieved
by De Valerie and Griffith and Church. This
wattch-keeping was troublesome, but impor-
tant.

‘*“ Everything is simply toppin’, dear old.
fellows,”” murmured Sir Montie. ** But
really, I'm frightfully worried about the
food. I've been rackin’ my brain in the most
appallin’ fashion, but it's no good.”

*“ Something will have to be done,”” I de-
clared. ‘' If ?t comes to it, we shall have to
adopt drastic measures.”

“ Such as what?'’’

“ Well, we .could raid the Ancient Houase
storeroom again,” I replied. ‘' Without any
proper food to-morrow, we should be deaper-
ate enough for that by night time. And if
there wasn't enough ﬁmb there, we could
have a go at the CoHege House. Anyhow,
we're not going to throw up the sponge. By
Ceesar! after all we've been through, it
would be madness to surrender now!"

““ But the chaps won't he 30 determined

as we are, vou know,” said Montie. * They'll
be -frighttully hungry to-morrow—""
““ Hallo!"' whispered Watson suddenly.

““ What's that over there?”

He waa staring intently down the river.
Tregellis-West and I followed the direction
of his gaze, but we could see nothing re-
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markable.
gtream thcre was another jsland—but this
was a very tiny affair. It contained nothing
but a number of high trees, and was prac-
tically never visited by a soul. It was pic-
turesque, but nothing more, being only thirty
yards in length. o
: “tl can’'t see anything,” I whispered at
ast. | '

‘“Over by the bank,” said Watson. in-
tently. *““1 could swear I saw something
woving. There you are! Just look at that!”’

Tommy Watson was not wrong. A man’s
figure was moving close against 4 clump of
willows. He seemed to bend down, and a
moment later a small boat shot out from
the bank and pniled steadily over to the
tiny islet. We watehed in coneiderable
astonishment.

. wgat was thc meaning of this night mys-
ery’

CHAPTER II1I.
(The narrative continued by Nipper.)
THE MYSTERY OF THE HOLLOW TREE—OTTO
REINHARDT AGAIN—PROMPT ACTION.
SUDDEN suspicion occurred to me as
I gazed at the mysterious boat.
“1 say,” I whispered softly, 1
wonder if that chap’s Hunter?”

“ Hupter?” repeated Watson. *“ Rot!
More likely some giddy poacher——"'

“ Thege aren't any poachers about here,
you ass,”” I murmured. “It's just about
midnight—practically on the tick—and don’t
vou remember that Hunter was to meet that
chap Smiles at twelve o'clock?”’

‘““Yes, but not here,’”’ objected Watson.

‘“We don’t know where,”” 1 replied. ‘‘ They
walked off before we could catch that. Of
course I may be wrong, but I'm jolly sus-
picious. In fact I've a jolly good mind to
slip down to the fsiand and see what’s
going on.” )

My chums did not seem very enthusiastic.
But I knew that De Valerie would be quite
willing to take up the watch-keeping if I
asked him. And Yakama would keep him
Enmpany, Yakama being an obliging little

cggar,

I had every reason to suspect Mr. Hunter
nf sinister doings. Originally I had merely
thought that he was a particularly brutal
specimen of a schoolmaster.
positively well that he was up to eome
chady game. What the exact nature of this
was T couldn’t tell.

Nelson Lee, who had been the Housemaster
of the Ancient House—under the name of
Mr. Alvington—had left the school on some
epecial Secret Service work. Mr. Hunter had
come down in his place.

It wasn’'t long before I had learned that
the guv’nor was still in the neighbourhood,
aryfi that his chief quarry was Hunter him-
selt,

There was a deal of mystery connected with
the affair. Huntér “Was concerned in some
way with a number of queer individuals who

|

|
+

|

g

But I now knew

| could discover anything.
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Two hundred yards down the ;seemed to be in occupation of the old quarry

workings. At least he had met people at.
night in disguise. o

On two occasions I and my chums
had penetrated the tunnels from the old vault .
under the monastery, and had met with ex-
citing adventures. @ Once Nelson Lee had
chagsed a fellow along the tunnel, and had
captured him. He turned out to be a Qer--
man named Lieutenant Otto Reinhardt—a
prisoner of war who had escaped from intern- -
ment eome months earljer. |

The veéry next night Montie and Tommy
and I had gone exploring. We had found an
extraordinary cavern underground, where
electric lights were burning and where
machinery was buzzing. But, owing to a
mishap, we had been captured before we
And we had been
cast into a small _cell.

This chap, Otto Reinhardt, had visited us,

and had carelessly left the door ajar upon
leaving So we had slipped out—only to find
the German waiting for us along the tunnel.
He hadn’t said a word, hut he had pointed
towards the vault significantly. And he had
winked at me!
" About five minutes afterwards an amazing
thought had struck me: in fact I scriously
believed that Reinhardt had really been
Nelson Lee in disguise. The guv'nor was im-
personating the man he had captured—that’s
what 1 thought.

I couldn’'t be sure of it, and I hadn’t
troubled much. There had been such ex-
citement eince that I had had very little
time to think about the matter at all. But
now, in these leisure moments, I was again
exerting my wits.

The fellow Smiies, who had met Hunter in
he Trlangle, was a stranger, but I had an
idea that his voice seemed familiar. I sus-
pected that he had been in that cavern during
our visit. And I was very keen upon investi-
gating further. A mystery always attracts
me—that's only natural, I suppose—and this
one was particularly interesting.

‘“ Well, what about it?”’ I whispered, after
a short silence.

““* We can't leave this place to look after
itself,”” ohiccted Watson. * Besides, I don’t
suppose the chap’s got anything to do with
Hunter—-"' .

“We can rout out De Valerie and
Yakama,” I murmured. ¢ No nced to tell 'em
much—swe can say that we believe we saw

Hunter. That’s true enough, anyhow. I'm
rather keen on this, my sons.”

Sir Montie yawned.

‘““ Any old thing,” he said languidly. * We

}v:ron‘t, desert you, Benny—we're your pals, you
now."”

*“ Oh, all right!” growled Watson.

I slipped dowr and awoke De Valerle and
Yakama, while Tregellis-West and Watson
got, one of the hoats ready. De Valerie was
rather grumpy, but I couldn’t blame him for’
that. Once fu‘ly awake, he was quite agree-
ahlle, and Yakama offered no objection at
all.

Three minutes later my
away from our shore an

chumg and I stid,
d drifted sitently
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with the current down to the other island.
The night was very black, and I had no par-
ticular fear of being seen.

The nose of our boat slipped in amongst
the reeds and thudded softly against the
bank. I hopped out without a sound, and
made the painter fast to a jutting root, but
{ tied it jn such a way that it could be re-
leased with one tug. Sir Montie and Tommy
crept out after me. But the next second I
stopped abruptly.

** Hist!"" I breathed.

There had been a movement in the centre
of the islet, and the sound of stealthy foot-
steps came to our ears. Then a figure ap-
peared. It walked to the bank and got
into a2 small boat which was moored there.

And the figure was that of Mr. Kennedy
Hunter!

I knew that I was not mistaken; and my
chums, tco, saw that my surmise had been
cofrect. What had Mr. Hunter been doin
on this little island? Obviously, he hadn’
visited it at this time of the night for the
mcre pleasure of doing so.

After he had gone I meant to have a
thorough search round. We crouched low
while he cast off and pulled out across the
gurrent, which was quite sluggish. We
waited, watching Mr. Hunter's progress.

He was going slowly. Once he paused, as
tiough undecided. Then, with a sudden
burst of activity, He turned the boat round
and came rowing back to the island.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” murmured Tommy
Watson.

“Dry up, ass!"" I breathed. ‘ He's for-
gotten something, I expect.”

The boat soon arrived. Again it was
moored, and Mr. Hunter stepped out and
walked up the rather steep slope to the
centre of the island. There were plenty ot
bushes about, and I crept forward with in-
terest.

I saw Mr. Hunter reach the stump of a
big tree. At one time it must have been
quite a nobie specimen, but was now a
gaunt trunk, with one or two bhare, jutting
branches. Mr. Hunter, to my astonishment,
climbed up, moved ahout for a moment or
two, and then gradually disappeared.

He had descended into the centre of the
trunk, proving that it was hollow. But
what on carth could be his object in doing
such an extraordinary thing? 1 crept nearer,
and not a sound came to my ears.

“Did you see?’ I breathed, turning my
head.
‘“ Begad. rather!” murmured Montie.

“It’s amazin’, old boy!”

‘““* What's he doing in there?'' asked Watson
curiously,

“I'm going to find out, if possible,” I
said. * You chaps stay here, while [ creep
forward. And be ready to scoot to cover
when I give you the tip.”

Without making the slightest sound, 1
stole forward until I was within a few feet
of the hollow free-trunk. I paused, listen-
ing. Still there was no sound, and my
wonderment increased. What was Mer.

4

9

Hunter doing inside this strange tree? 1
began to th.nk he was not there at all., The
silcnce was uncanny. And then, in a flash, 1
got a glimmering of the truth.

Perhaps there was a big hollow space be-
neath the ground! At all evente, it was
fairly obvious that Mr. Hunter wus not
within the trunk—unless he was keeping
astonishingly silent.

I determined to decide the point.

With a quick impulse I ran lightly fo,-
ward, grasped the handy branches, and hauled
myself up. Then I peered down intn the
wide, hollow space. It was quite empty!
Mr. Hunter was certainly not there.

Again I acted recklessly. I hauled ont my
torch, and cast the light down into the
klackness. Th2 beam played upon gome
roughly-hewn steps! They led atraight d.wn
into the earth, and I simply gasped wita
astonishment. I switched the light off, hut
bung there, listening, and doing my utmost te
collect my thoughts.

There could be only one explanation of this
astounding business. The tree-trunk con-
cealed an exit. An exit from what? With-
out a doubt, the mysterious cavern which 1
and my chums had visited the previoua night!
I made a rough, rapid -calculation, =nl
reckoned that some portions of the passiges
and tunnels would penetrate right brn-ath
the river,

This exit, no doubt, led straight downwar.ls
—passing bencath the river bed. There waa
nothing really surprising in this, for the
ground was hard and rocky, and there was
ro rcason why the shaft should not be quite
dry—in spite of the fact that the river ran
above it.

At the same time it was sufficiently re-
markable to cause me rea! amazement. |
longed to creep down and investigate further.
But just then 1 was warned in a decided
manner.

Voices sounded, and I dropped quickly to
the ground. The effect of those voices,
coming up from the howels of the carth, was
rather uncanny. But I was not a nervous
chap, and was now quivering with inward
cxcitement.

I reached my chums in a moment. and
hauled them behind a clump of thick
bushes.

‘“There’'s a stairway or something,” 1
breathed. ‘it seems to lead right down into
the earth. DBut don't make a sound—
F{um.:or's just coming up with somebody
else.”

Tommy and Montie badly wanted to ask
questions, but they refrained. And we
waited there tensely. It was possible to sec
through the bushes, and we watched. Mr.
Hunter emerged flrst, and behind him came
another flgure.

“I see not t'e reazon for pringing me
u ——

“1 wish to nak you some questions, Rein-
hardt—that is all,”” came Mr. Hunter's voice.
‘““ We can't talk in that dripping tunnel.”

I quivered with excitement now. Reinhardt!
So the second man waa the mysterious ia-
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dividual who had helped us to escape the
previnus night. Was Nelson Lec, or bad
m;_ surmise been wroag)

o my keen disappointment the two stood
at the foot of the bhollow trumk and onn-
versed In such low tones that it was hngn
gible to hear what ¢ were saying. But
1 could judge. from Mr. Henter's tome of
vaolce and his gesticulations, that he was
suspicious of something. -

e was angry. and onee bis volee rose almost
loudly. Then cames a short silence, followed
by some words apoken by Relnhardd The
two agalu conversed, and my cxasperatioa in-
creased. 1 seriously ¢t t about oreeglu
nearer; but reallsed in time that such a
move wanld have been fatal.

And then mthl:: astounding bappened—
something which my breath aw-‘.

Without the slightest warning Mr. Hunber
fiong himself at his companion. The atéeck
was o0 abrupt that Reinbardt was umpre-
ared. 1 saw something 8ash, and then lod-

wed a dull, heug.thud. y ,

Reinhardt fell headlong withaui a sound.
He had been brutally stunned—either by the
Luttend of a revolver or a stick. 1 half
belleved that the flash | had seen had been
caused the silver-mounted knob of a heavy
walkingatiek. .

1 commenced jumplng ap, with the full in-
tent!on of rushing to the attack. But Moatle
and Tommy Jnubbed me and held me down.

“* Wait, dear fellow, wait!" breathed
Trnr-llln-West.

His advice was sound, and I took it.

We all walted, and saw Mr. Honter bend-
ing over his victim. I suppose 1 had been #0
impulsive hecause 1 suspectcd that the fallen
man was Nelson lee. Mr. Hunter crouched
oecr him, breathing hard.

*Pah! 1 tripped you up, you dog!” 1
beard him mutter.

%nis was a nice kind of Housemaster! If
anything could have strengthened my re-
solve to defy Mr. Hunter this Incident hal
done so. 1 firmly determined at that second
to rehel uptil Hunter was driven from 8t.
Praok's,

By a great effort of will 1 remained still.
Hunter fumbied in his pockets, and then pro-
duced something. 1 couldn’t sce what it was,
but caally rpuessed that It was string. For
he busicd himsell first with the uvaconselous
man's feet, and then with his hands.

This pave me some satisfaction. I\ proved
ghat Reinlmrdt was only aslighily stunmed.
Mr. Runter feared that he would recover his
seners in a very abort time. But I was wrong,

aftor all,

Huving bound bhis prisoner, Mr. Hunter
stocd upright. e hesitated 8 moment, and
then quickly mounted into the tree-trumk
and dropped inside.

“* He's gooel!” whispercd Tommy Watson
breathlicasly.

“Yes, and ] know why!"* I muttered.

“Well, why?” .

** To fetch help. of course—it's obvious.’’

“1 can't see-—-''

“ That’s why He'Pbound the chap,” I went

" By Jnglw. 1I've a good
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en. ‘‘If be cumes to while Mr. Honfer’s
absent be won't be able to get away. And
Hunter couldn’t lift him up into that tree
alone, could hei’’

* Begad. not*

‘“So he's gone to feteh heip,” I went on.

to aet at
1 paueed,

rather starticd by my own
thot%hu.
* What's the Id¢p, Beony?'’ whispered Bir

Montie.

‘1 dou't know what to do—I'm worried!”
I mutiered, clenchiog my flets. °*° This chap
may be the guv'nor, or lre may be & beastly
Bun'!' I was thinking of carrying him away

“Do it, oll Dboy!” sald B8ir Montio
promptly. *“ We can make sure after-

wards!'”’
**By Cresar, 1 willl*> 1 declared. * Come
The man was

om!”’

We ran forward burriedly.
lying upon his back. Amd ¢ven as we bent
over him his eyes flickered, and 1 knew that
consciousness was roturning. But be was still
too dazed to know what was happening.

For all T tnew, Mr. Hunter would returm
within & minute. To question the man, or to
examine him, would waste precious time, I
wized his fcet and my chums took bis
shoulders.

Quickly, clumsily, we staggered down the
slope to the top end of the island. One
beave, and our captive was bundled over the
gunwale of the boat. We [ollowed, and I
wrenched the painter free.

‘*“ Now, then, all ther!’” 1 panted.

Wau pushed oft, and 1 ebl the oars and
commenced rowing silently and steadily.
Whether we had acted rightly or w ly,
we had done the trick. We had taken Mr,
Hunter’'s victim away, and our strange House-
master would be completely mystified. '

And nvw 1 was aenzions to examino the
captive.

hat would that examipntion recveal?

onoc———

CHAPTER 1V.
(The narralwe comtinued by Nipper.)

THE GUV'SOR 1S PIXASED—AN RXCITING CDASH
—#IR MONTIE GOES DOTTY.

IEUTENANT OTTO REINHARDT
shifted uneasily as he Iny at the bhot-
tom of the boat. He was just at Sir
Moantic's feet, his hoad resting against

my elegant chum’s kneses.

As |1 was rowing. 1 could sce them plainly,
since I was facing them. I rowed steadi
and as quietly as possible. Bearing in mind
that this mysterious business was guite an
affair of our own, I did not wish to retu
to our stronghold immediately. Accord
I whiapered to Tommy Watenn, who wids:
ming. to direct us towards the main rtver

‘*“ That—that chap’s
breathed Wateom buskily.

R L]
~

coming mndj"
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““Yes, so I can see,” I replied. * But we
can't stop just here—wait until we get into
the dead water.”

The river was broad at this point, and near
the banks the current was practically imper-
ceptible. Reeds grew out of the water, and
the whole place was somewhat marshy and
in the nature of a swamp.

Once out of the main current, the boat
slid noiselessly through the dark, still water.
[ quietly unshipped the oars and bent for-
ward. The hoat was now lying practically
motionless. The darkness closed us in on
every side, and Willard's Island was just a
dim blotch up the river.

Even now T wasn’'t quite sure whether I had
done right. If this fellow actually was a
yerman I should be half sorry that I hadn't
left him to the gentle mercies of Mr. Hunter.
¢ was some consolation to know that he was
bound and helpless.

** Who are you?" I whispered, bending
over him.
‘““ Fathead!” whispered Tommy Watson.

“ He ain't awake yet!

But, even as Tommy spoke. the bound
man's eyelids lifted, and T could dimly see
his eyes searching my face. For a moment
they expressed bewilderment, but then in-
tellicence revealed itself.

** Who are you?'' I repeated softly.

The man didn't answer: he merely con-
tinued tc stare. I judged that he was wait-
ing until he had regained full possession of
his wits. But I was impatient—1 was

anxious,

And so I bent even closer, and felt the
man’'s stubbly moustache. One touch was
sufficient—it was false!"”’

‘** Qreat Scott!"” I breathed. “ You're—
you're—""

‘“ Well, go on, young ’'un!" whispered our
captive huskily.

‘* The guv'nor!’" I gasped.

‘“ And a very grateful guv’'nor, too, Nip-
per!"” gsaid Nelson Lee., struggling into a sit-
ting posture. ‘‘ 'Pon my soul. boys, you have
pulted me out of a particularly ugly predica-
ment. Bravo, lads!”

‘* Begad!"" murmured Sir Montie. “It’s
amazin'!”

I simply quivered with delight.

‘1 suspected it all along, sir,”” I whispered,
knecling down on the boards. * Ever since
vou released us from the cells in the cavern
I guessed that you weren't Reinhardt! And
“rhnn Hunter knocked you down I was certain
of it.”

‘“ Go that is why you brought me off the
island, eh?" said Nelson Lee, his voice be-
coming steady. *“ Excellent, Nipper. The
boot is on the other foot now—with a ven-
geance!'’ '

‘“ What do you mean, sir?”’ I breathed.

““ My dear lad, 1 have pulled you and your
enterprising chums out of two or three awk-
ward holes recently,”” said the guv’'nor.
“You have now had the opportunity of re-
turning the compliment. I should have got into
very s:rious trouble if you had not acted with
su¢h commendable promptitude.”’

** Are you hurt, sir?” I asked anxiously.

|
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Nelson Tee raised his bound wrists to his
head, and rubbed his fingers tenderly through
his hair. .

*I can assure you. Nipper, a blow of that
description is not exacttly pleasant,”” he re-
plied drily. * Yes, I am hurt—my head is
throbbing like an overworked petrol-engine
even now. You'll find some brandy in my
hip-pocket.’’

I fished round for it instantly, requesting
Watson to cut through the guv’'nor’s bonds
at the same time. Tommy obeyed with
alacrity. and 1 belped Nelson Lee to a
liberal dose of bhrandy.

‘“ Ah, that's better!” )
moment or two, ‘' There's nothing much
wrong with me, lads. It only shows the great
advantage of possessing a skull as thick as
a nigger’'s!”’

The guv’'nor was practically himself again
by now. He seated himself in the orthodox
fashion—the bo:at-bottom providing a some-
what undignified resting-place. I knew that
he was making light of his injury, and I
guessed that his head was aching in the most
agoniging fashion.

‘“ Yes, boys, I must thank you veey sincerely
for your timely aid.”" he went on. *‘ In spite
of my care, Mr. Hunter got the better of me.
1 was half-expecting trouble, but did not
think that Hunter would spring upon me so
abruptly.”

‘* What did hie whack you with, sir?’’ asked
Watson.

‘““ Really, Watson, I don’'t know—but the
object was quite hard enough for my liking."”
replied Nelson Lee. ‘“ But I am naturally
curious upon one point. Why, in the ‘name
of all that's wonderful, are you young rascals
wandering about the river at this upearthly
hour? [ thought you were strongly en-
trenched in the monastery ruins.”’

‘“Oh, a lot's happened since then, guv’
nor,”” I explained. ‘* But I'm anxious aktout
you; I want to know heaps of things—"'

“I am afraid I cannot explain much,” in-
terposed the guv'nor. *‘ You have guesscd,
of course, it was I who gave you your liberty
down in the old tunnels. I have been amus-
ing mysell by impersonating the excellent
Herr Reinhardt, and my little deception was
not questioned until— Well, perhaps I'd
better not say.”

‘““ Oh, rot!"’ I protested. °‘ Go on, sir:”

“I merely wish to spare your feelings,
hoys,”” smiled ‘““ Old Alvy.” ‘“To be quite
frank, my little attentions in releasing jou
tro::l: that cave brought suspicion upon my
head."

‘“* Then—then we gave the show away?”’ I
gesped. )

“Not wholly, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee.
“Mr. Hunter learned that I had been
¢« careless * in leaving the cell door open, and
he became uncomfortably suspicious. To-
night he taxed me severely, and I am afraid I
did not satisfy him. In a nutshell, he sus-
pects that I am not Reinhardt.”

“ But he doesn’'t know who you really are,

sir?’”” I asked.
di D(.M mc’

he said, after a

no!'" replied the guv'nor,
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‘* Hunter really knows nothing—he was only
suspicious. And I don’t think he will take
fright and run am“

“1 wish he wo "' grunted Tommy Wat-
sod.
‘“ My plans would be considerably upset if
Mr, Honter fled,)’ said Nelson Lee gravely.
“You must carry on just a little longer,
boys. You won't be troubled with Mr.
Hunter for much longer. His reign at 8t.
Prank's will shortly terminate very abruptly.
Bood graclous, at this rate you will soon
know as mmch about the whole myetery as I
do n‘?wlf!"

"* Why, we don't know apything, guv'nor,”’
] declared. :

** 20 much the better, Nipper,” said Lee.
“You wmay save yourself the trouble of
nucstioning me, for I really cannot answepr
yoii. You must have patience. Butb you have
not explained your presence—'"

" We're camping out on Willard's Island,
sir,”” T put in. ‘ Hunter won's comaider our
terma, and 8o we're holding out against him.
| horc it ian't making your job amy hard:r?”

“It really affccts my task very slightly,
Nipper,”' replied the guv'nor, to my relief.
“The manner in which Mr. Hunter conducts
the Ancient House Is quitec a minor .affair.
In one way your rebellion may assist mc.”

‘“ Begad! How, sir?’

*“*Mr. Hunter Is worried, and a worried nan,
Montie, is Hable to make slips,’”’ replied Nel-
son Jee shrewdly. * Hunter is extremely
foollsh to quarrel with the Remove. But,
having driven you to this stage of revolt, he
nuturally wishes to gain thc upper hand.
For him to give in would be a ocomplete
acknowled
think Mr. Hunter can be accused of that
falling, whatever his other faults.” :

‘“ Well, we’re not going to kmuckle under,
sir,”’ 1 sald mly.

Nelson Lee lasughed softly.

** You'll have to ﬂﬁht. it out for yourselves,
ou young rascals,’’ he said.
et the other boys know that you have seen
me. 1 am completely Iguorant of this barring-
out, remember. I know nothing about it. I
think you get my meaning, boys?'

‘* Rather, sir,”” I said. ‘‘ But what arc you
going to do—-""

‘“Hush!" interjected Lee suddenly.

We 2!l remained quiet, and them I noticed
a queer, throbbing sound. Just for a second
I believed that i
motor-car; bhut, somehow
And then T caught a gl]
black comin

1 wasn’'t satisfled.

swiftly up the river.

** By Jupiter!” 1 breathed. ‘'‘A\ motor-
boat!"

Nelson Lee became rigid.

“ Quick, boys!" he exclaimed tensely.

“ Row for all you are worth! We have bven

dallying too 4ong.
this maotor-boat appearing on the scene. We
shull be overtaken—-" .

dhgped  8ir Montic. *‘ Look
alive, old boys!

o Bm!u
KEven as 1 fumbled for the oare I dimly

gmenat of weakness—and I doa't

‘“On no aceount

was caused by a passing

mpee of something

I did pnot bargain for
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23w the motor-boat draw in towards the little
fslct. And then Mr. Hunter leapt.on board.
At least, a figure did so, and I naturaily
assumed that it was Mr. Hunter’'s. He had
discovered the loss of his prisoner and was
coming in pureuijt.

" Does the motor boat belong to the—the—
gang—-"'

"* Of course it daes, lad,” said Lee sbarply.
“ Here, give me .the oare!”

But 1 wouldn’t let the guv'nor take them.
He wam't exactly At, and, besides, I knew
the river intimately, bhaving spent many
bours upon its waters. And I knew that the
chasc was going to be a stern one.

** Round, Tommy—round!”’ I breathed
urgently.

Watson, who was steering, stared at me.

‘* But—but we shall run slap into thc
rottors—"'

‘“You ass!’” I hissed. “ We can’t hope to
outdistance a motor-boat against the cur-
rent! My idea is to shoot round the other
side of the island and then buzz down the
river. While thc motor-boat’s coming up
here we'll he scooting—""

“0Oh, 1 see!” gasped Watson.

‘*“ An cxcellent plan, Nipper!”” murmurcd
the guv'nor.

We shot away rapidly, and I helpecd Wat-
son to turn by means of the oars. Within
% few scconds we were lidden from the
motor-boat by the trees of the islet, and the
we skimmed along in fine stylc. - .

My trick, however, was discovered!

Even as wo shot past the end of the islet
and emerged Into the broad river 1 saw the
motor-boat racing down towards u:. In that
instant I knew that escape was imp0ssible.
We werc being overhauled bhand over fist.

But I pulled at the oars desperately. Air.
Hunter had not r ised us, even though
he bad spotted the t. He didn’t know
who we were, and he couldn't be certain
that ‘ Reinbardt'® was ahoard.

Within two minutes, however, we shouid be
overhauled. And then—

t Bt}"' Cemsar!” I gasped ecxcitedly. ‘‘I'va
get it!”
Nelson Lee gave me a sharp look. He had

been ready to speak, but he checked himself.
In all probability he had been about to sug-
gest steering for the bank, for by taking to
our legs we should stand a better chance of
escaping.

If it had been a mecre quastion of a serap
I should have faced the pursuers with great
pleasure. But we were all anxious to get
away witbout being positively recognised.
That was the malm reason for our flight.

And, although the motor-boat was coming
along like a grcyhound overhauling a lame
poodle, I still kept straight ahead, in the
very centre of the current. 1 took a hasty
glance over my shoalder. ,

‘* A couple of points to the left, Tommy—
your left I moan,’”” 1 panted.

I was facing the stern, of course, and row:
ing with a!l my atrength. I could see thy
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Nipper ohtains a fortnight’s supply of food for the Remove Revolution-
ary Army.—(Sez page 19 )
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motor-bsat racing along towards us. Some-
body was standing up in the well of the
little vessel, and I recognised the figure of
M¢. Hunter.

“ You'll never do it, young 'un,” said Nel
son Lee quietly. * We shall have the envmy
alongside within another half-minute——"'

‘It's all right, guv'nor,” I gasped. * You
wait!” .

‘“ Begad! It's amazin'—it is, really.,” re.
marked Sir Montie. ‘‘ We shall be havin' a
rippin’ scrap in a minute, you know—a fright-
ful battle, begad!”

I set my teeth, and rowed harder than
ever.

The boat was a light one, and I made it
falndy hisae .throngh the stidl water. The river
was like a4 mill-pond here. Just ahead it
narrowed, and then gave a sharp turn before
the Bellton hridge was sighted.

We all crouched low, in order to avoid
recognition. The pursuing hoat was terribly
near. It raced up, overhauling us rapidly.
The beat of the small engine was steady. 1
vould sce Mr. Hunter leaning forward—

* By Jupiter!” I muttered exultantly.

The others stared round, but they were too
late to esce what I had seen. Mr. Hunter,
without warning, had pitoched forward, and
had tumbled into the bows. And now the
tables were turned; we were speeding away
from the motor-boat—for the latter was
stationary, nnd the engine was racing to no
purpose.

‘“ Great Scott!'’ gasped Watson. ‘' What’'s:
fhappenead?’’

I eased up somewhat, and grinned.

“1 thought we should just do it,’”” I said
breathlcssly. ‘' This boat doesn’t draw a foot
of water, but that heavy motor-boat does!

Have you forgotten the shallows—where old
Handforth got stuck the other week?”

‘““ Begad)” murmured Sir Montie. *‘ What
a rippin’ wheeze!”

Nolson Lee nodded approvingly. My little
trick had eucceeded, and there was no longer
any fear of pursuit. The motor-bcat was
stuck last—in the mud! It will thus be seen
thiat my strenuous efforts had not been in
vain; I was not quite so dotty as Sir Montic
and Tommy had believed.

I had deliberately lured the pursuers into
a trap. They didn't know the river so well
uas I did, and this lack of khowiedge on their
part had led them to disaster. My heart had
. becn in my mouth for the first moment or
two, for therc had been a possibllity of my
falling ioto my own trap. But we had
ekimmed over the shallow portion asalely.
The heavier motor-boat, as we had reen, had
not sucoeeded. She had struck the mud-bank
so abruptly that Mr. Hunter had been pitched
forward, and now was held fast.

As we continued our course I heard the
engine racing frantically. They were trying
to reverse.

‘*“ They'dl never do it,”” 1 said comfortably.
*“The boat rammed on to the mud at such
& pace that a dozen meu with a rope will be
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necessary to pull her clear—unless she's
lightened. I don’t fancy Mr. Hunter or the
others will care to swim ashore.”

‘“1 think we had better make straight back,
boys,”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Steer to the other
side of the river, and hug the bank. The
overhanging trces will conceal us, and if they
keep that engine going we certainly shan't
be heard. With luck we shall get past in-
observed."’

This was a distinctly good idea, and we
immediately put it into practice. As ['ve
mentioned, the river was very broad here,
and by pulling over to the other side and
by rowing wup-current, we should pass the
motor-boat within a minute or two. Heavy
trees lined this bank, and ¢he darkness was
pitchy. We should not be seen, and only
heard if the engine was stopped. And when
the enemy succeeded in getting clear of the
mud-—even if he could do so—he would con-
tinue headlong down the river, thinking we
had gone that way.

The manceuvre was performed with great
success. We got past beautifully, and flve
minutes later we heard the engine stop. It
was probably overworked. At ail cvents we
had diddled Mr. Hunter splendidly. Nelson
Lee called a halt when we sighted the ¢im
bulk of Willard's Island.

‘1 will leave you here, hoys,”’ said Nelson
Lee softly. ‘* Just puil into the bank. Let
me thank you again for your very timely——"'

‘“Oh, rats. Qir!'"’ I interrupted. ‘ We didn't
do much, after all. Where are you going to
now? When shall we see you again?"

“1 am afraid both questions will have to
remain unanswered, Nipper,'” replied Lee.
‘It is quite possible, however, that you will
see quite a lot of me in the near future.
This case is most interesting, but it is draw-
ing to a close. As regards yourselves, you
must fight out your battle with Mr. Hunter
as best you can. Although L ought to be
very severe with you, 1 wish you every
success in your revolutionary campaign!’’

v 900d oid guv'oor!” I grinned. ‘' We'll
win!"

But I was a little worried regarding Nel-
son Lee’'s future movements. I badly wanted
to know the actual game. 1. had my sus
picions, of course, but they were by no
means tangible.

We set Nelson Lee ashore, and I was rather
glad that we couldo’t see him distinctly. He
sounded himself, but he looked like Rein-
hardt. And it yas good to hear the guv'nor’s
voice.

“Good-bye, boys,”” he whispered. ““G¢t back
to your island, and don't move from it to-
night. If that motor-boat comes by, liv low.™

With that he turned and walked eilently
away. And we pulled up to our island
stronghold and hauled the boat on to the
grassy bank.

De Valerie and Yakama were faithfully on
the watch, and they were curious when we
made our way up to them.
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‘“ Where the deuce have you heen?’’ asked
Dc Valerie, staring at us.

*“Oh, up the river,” I replied carelesaly.

‘“* What was that motor-boat?"

““T don’t know whom it belonged to,” I re-
plied truthfnlly. * But old Hunter was in
it, and we diddled him becautifully.”

And 1 told Yakama and De Valerie of the
incident—without mentioning the guv'nor, of
course. They assumed that Hunter had been
merely looking for us, and they were: greatly
delighted when they heard of my trick.

“It was the esteemed wheezy joke,”” mur-
mured Yakama approvingly. * Your brain ie
of the most astounding quality, my wonder-
ful Bennett. Mr. Hunter was in receipt of
the stupendous and extraordinary shock. It
is beautiful!"

“ Ofr, hetter than that!” grinned De Val-
erie. ““ Well, ain’t you chaps going to get
any sleep?”’

* Yes, it’s time for Handforth and McClure
and Church to come up,” I replied. * Just
give the bounders a dig, will you? Towmmy
and Montie and I will stay up here until
we're relieved.”

‘““ Good!"” yawned De Valerie.
for my little cot again.”

He and Yakama left the batilements and
dczcended the curious stone staircase to the
**dormitory.”” My chums yawned widely.

“ Didn't think I was tired hefore,” said
Watson cleepily. ~1It’s the reaction, I sup-
pose. My hat! I can do with some sleep

“I'm ready

now. What price breakfast in the morning?”,

‘“ Dear
Montie. |
I'm frightfully afraid we shan’t have any
breakfast, begad! 1It's a sad outlook, an’
I'm shockin’ly worried.”

I grunted. . _

‘““Not so worried a3 I am,” I replicd.
““This thing’s getting on my ncrves. my
sons. We're an army without grub—and U'm
hanged if 1 can sec what we're going to do.
I think I shall let to-morrow takc care of
itself and get some sleep.’”’

I glanced at my wadtch,

“Twenty past one,”” I went on.

fellow, it's ‘pricéless!"”  said Sir

6 By

jingo, we're keeping awfully bad hours. And

this is the first of the month, tno. We ought
to he starting well, insteid of badly—"’

Tregellis-West -suddenly gave a gasp.

“Benny bhoy!”’ he breathed. ‘ Do—do you
mean that to-morrow’s the first of the
month? 1 forget tlie bally dates—1 . do,
really !”” | |

* It’s to-mworrow already, in a way ol speak-
ing,”” T replied. * But what's thg matter with
you, you ass?” o

I could sce Montie’'s cyes shininz trium-
phantly. ‘ .

‘* The first of the month—the first of the
merry old month!”’ he chanted. ¢ Begad!
The first of th¢ month!” - | |

And, to the utter amazement of- Tommy
Wateon and myself, the usually sedate  Sir
Moptie cast all his reserve aside, and pro-
ceeded to execute a partiqularly violent war-

-

dance npon the bhattiemonts!

‘““ No money ecould huy it, because’
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cHAPTER V.
(The narrative continued by Nipper.)

THE WHEEZE OF THE SEASON—GRVB IN PLEKRTY
—READY FOR ANYTHING,

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST eon-

tinued his mad capers tirelessly.
“You—you silly idiot!”’ said Wat--
"““What the

—_——

_ son in an undertope.
d;g)kens do you think you're having a game
a..ii

“The first 6f the month—the first of the
month!” sang Sir Montie in triumph.

“ Great pip!” gasped Watson. °* Thia giddy
food question has turned his brain, Benny!
I knew he wuas an ass, but I never thought he
was weak in the upper storey! He’s as craey
as a March hare!"

“ Rats!” I said calmly. * Montie's thought
of a wheeze. Don't you know tha signst
I don’t suppose it'll be much good—""

Sir_Montie ceased his war-dance abruptly.

“ Not much good, Benny boy?” he ex
claimed breathlessly. *‘Iiy dear old fellow,
it’s simply the wheeze of the season. We're
goin’ to have a rippin’ breakfast. We're
goin’ to collar emough grub to last us for
weeks!”

‘“Oh, he’s clean off his rocker!” said Wat-
son decidedly. _

“It's frightfully hard to be accused ol
lunacy by my own chum, begad!” sighed
Tregellis-West.  “ But I'm c:ane enough—I
am, really. It's awfully bad form to praise
up one’s own ideas, but 1 deserve it. I've
thought of the finest scheme for gettin’
grub that could possibly be imagined.”

“Well, let’'s hear it,” I said crisply.
‘“DPon’t kecep us in suspense.”

‘“ This watch-keeping is absolutely petty.”
growled a sleepy, grumpy voice. ‘" Why tae
dickens can't we all go to cleep? There's
no fear of—"’ ]

‘* Shut up, Handy!” said McCiure's voice.
“You don't mind taking your fair wback,
I suppose? We shall be in bed again in less
than two hours.”
~Handforth and Co. locmed up. Tliey were
not particularly grateful for having beebd
hauled out of bed.

“Dry up, Handy,” I said. *“ You're inter

rupting.”
*“Interrnpting wnat?” o
“QOur nutual friend Tregellis-Weat s

about to expound a wmarvelloua wheeze he
has just thoucht of. He’s going to [iad encugh
rrub to last us for two weeks—and the first
justalment will be on hand in time for break-
Tast!"”

Handforth grunted.

“I don’t hold with joking on such sub
jects!” he =aid sourly, | .

‘“ Dear boy, you’re frightfully f:ppant.”
protested Sir Montic. ** Yoa don't give a
fellow any encouriagemant at all, bezad! I've
thought of something which is worth qutds
an' quids—"' .

“ vc'ilre}ul, choka it up, you fathead!’ roared
Watson.
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““ [ positively decline to choke anythin’ up,”
said Sir Montie, with dignity. ‘ But really,
old boys, you'll hug me. Please don't do it—
vou'll upset my clothes frightfully if you do.
iro-morrow’s the first of the month!”

“Oh, my only hat!” groaned Tommy.
‘““ He's a giddy parrot!”

** More like a lunatic!" grunted Handforth.

“L never thought you were all so sur
prisiigly dense,”” went on Tregellis-Wesy,
with perfect serenity. ‘‘ Ever since I've been
at St. Frank’s I've noticed that a big motor-
van arrives at the Ancient House on the
mornin’ of the first day of the month. The
same van visits the College House on the
second day of the month. An’ it brings pro-
visions and groceries—the month’s supplies,
in fact. Ain't you bheginnin’ to sec the
scheme, old chaps?’’

We all starcd at Montie fascinatedly.

““ This van arrives before breakfast,”’ went
on Tregellis-West. ‘““I've seen it leavin’
many a time, you know, an’ it's always at
the same time in the mornin’ It’'s sent by a
biy irm in Bannington. I believe, an'—"

I fed upon Sir Montie’s neck fervently.

‘* You—you hrainy bounder!” I exclaimed,
hugging him. * You're worth your weight in
margarine!"”’

‘“ How frightfully complimentary, begad!”
gasped Sir Montie. ‘ But you're crumplin’

my collar, Benny boy—— Oh, don’'t you
start, too, Tommy——"'

But his protests were useless. We hugged
him until he was out of breath. Handforth

stood looking on with frank astonishment.

““ It strikes me you're all dotty!"’ he said
candidly. ‘ Blessed if I can see anything
particularly startling. Supposing this grub is
delivered to-morrow morning? That's going
to do us a fat lot of gaod, ain’t it?”

-¢ Rather!" I declared. *‘ That grub’s ours,
Handy!”

** How can it be ours, you ass?”

‘“ Because we shall collar it!”

“ Bh?* gasped Handforth. ‘ Collar it?"

“ Exactly.”

““ You’re mad'”’ said Handforth. *“ How can
we collar a whacking great van?’

‘** My dear, innocent old chump!” I said.
‘ This motor-yan will pass along the road
just on the other side of the turnip.field.
We shall be lying in walt for it—an ambush,
in fact. That's your idea, Montie, isn’t it?"

‘““ Dear fellow, you've hit it exactly!”

“ The van is an enemy,”” I went on. ‘‘ We
shall be perfectly justified in commandeering
the whole supply. See?”

Handforth was provided with light at last.

“ By George!” le said, breathing hard.
‘“ By George!"”’

‘““ And—and did you think of it all your-
sclf, Montie?” asked McClure amazedly.

*I'm afraid that you'ra bein’ sarcastic, an’
I must decline to answer the question,’”’ said
Tregellis-West severely.

o e sddy Tiver, said FHand
pi you In e m ver,”’ sa and-
forth threatenjngly. *° I{'l a dumﬂug {dea—
just the sort of thipmg I should have thought
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of myself. As a matter of fact, T did nave

a glimmering just before I went to sleep,
but it didn’'t quite materialise.”

I grinned.

‘““ And never would have done, my son,” I
said. ‘ But let’'s rcjoice. If this van turns
up in the morning—and I don't =ee any
reason why it shouldn't—our food problem
will be solved. Why, we shall collar tons of
supplies—literally! Our position will he made
as strong as—"

“Don’t crow too soon!” put in Handiorth,
sehaking his head. ‘‘ There'll be a hitch. There
always is a hitch when you don't want one.
This grub won’t be ready for delivery, or
something.”

‘ Handy, old boy, you're wonderfully opti-
mistic—you are really!”” said Sir DMontie
mildly. *‘‘ There's really no need for all
these suppositions. As a matter of fact, it'a
quite likely that there’ll be an extra big load
of supplies this month.”

I nodded at once.

“ Almost certain,” I replied. ¢ What about
the grub you pinched from the store-room.
Handy? We provisioned oursclves while we
were in the monastery ruins on the gcneral
groceries for the whole House. And it's quite
on the cards that there’ll b¢ an extra big
delivery to-morrow. Montie, youre a
wonder!"’

A few minutes later we went downstairs
to our beds, leaving Handforth and Co.
thoroughly awake. animatedly discussing the
probabilities regarding breakfast. I didn’t
get to sleep for some little time, for [ was
busily making my plans for the ambush in
the morning.

Montie's scheme was first-rate in every wav,
It had come at the exact moment neccssary.
And it wa3 one of the casiest * stunta’™ to
work: imaginable. The van-driver couldn't
possibly ignore a whole crowd of determined
—and hungry—juniors.

We simply had to intercept the motor and

] scize the goods.

I fell asleep at last. contented in mind
and full of hope for the morrow. And when
I awoke I was as brisk as possible. It was
full daylight, and the time was just after
halé-past six.

I dressed quickly and ascended to the
battlements. Here I found Burton and
Owen major andj Farman on guard. They
had been awake for about half an hour,
having relieved three other icllows.

““ Hallo, DBenny,”” said Owen major.
““ What’s all this jaw about the grub? You
ain't really going to pinch the monthly sup-
plies, are you?”’ -

“No,”” I replied promply. “It's not a
questior. of pinching, my son. We shall com-
mandecer the stufl.”

““ Sous¢ me! That's the same thing, only
it sounds better,” grinned the Bo'sun.
‘“ Swab my maindeck! It’'s a firgt-rate idea,
ltnagtss'rgat-e. I don’t fancy turnips for break-
‘“0Of course It’'s not certaln that we shall
do the trick, but we’re going to have a jolly
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gaod try!” I said firmly. *‘It’'s a good thing
it’s fine this morning. Just pop down and
rouse the chaps, will you? I shall have to
take a large party on an affair of this sort.”

‘“ Sure,”” agreed Farman, nodding. ** (uess
it'll be a daudy hold-up. 8Say, Hunter’s face
will surc be worth dollars when that blamed
van gets around the Ancient House, looted
an’ empty!”’ .

‘““My dear chap, I sha'n’t allow it to get
around,” I replicd. ‘* As soon as we've un-

loaded the supplies the van wil! go straightH

back to Bannington. We don’t want Hunter
messing about here before breakfast. Our
position will have to be consolidated.”

“My hat!”" grinned Owen major. *‘ That’s
a good word.”

Within fiftcen minutes the majority of the
fellows ‘had been roused. Those who had
lately been on watch were allowed to sleep,
and such fellows as Fullwood and Co. were
better out of the way, and they were not dis-
turbhed.

‘““ Now, what about this ambush?” asked
Handforth briskly. ‘I suppose you’re going
to send a strong party ashore, Bennett?
You’ll want a decent leader for that job,
and I'm open to accept—"'

‘* Sorry, Handy,”” I interrupted. ‘‘ As it
happens, I'm going to lead the party my-
self. We can't afford to have any hitches,
you know.” -

Handforth glared.

‘“Ain’t I to be trusted?’” he demanded.

‘““My dear chap, when it comes to a
straightforward scrap you’re abhsolutely it,”
1 replied cheerfully. = ‘* But in these little
affairs of finesse I feel more comfortable in
taking charge personally. Then if anything
golf;s wrong I can't blame anybody but my-
self.”

‘“Oh; well, I call it rot—""

“1've got a nice little job for you,” I
went on. “1 can place you in charge of a
dozen fellows, Handforth—you can pick 'em
out yourself. And you've got to guard the
movements of the main army once the un-
loading has commenced.”’

Handforth nodded.

‘“Good!"” he said.
Bennett."” _

He proceeded to pick his dozen men. There
were several squabbles, for Handforth chose
those very fellows who were not anxious to
be under his leadership. In the end, how-
ever, I settled the matter personally by
ordering the Removites to stop their
grumbles. As Commander-in-Chief I had the
power to give orders, and the fellows could
not question them. This had been agreed to
at the start of the rebellion.

We were ready to start in a few minntes.

“I'll leave you in sole command, De
Valerie,”” I said briskly. ** There’'s not much
chance of an attack, but you know what to
do. if Hunter gets busy. The most important
thing just now is breakfast—and we've got
to find it!"

¢ There'll -he trouble if you. don’t,"” said
De- Valerie ..calmly. * We can't live on
turpips for long--what?"

‘“You can trust me,
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I was well awarc of this truth, and was

all the more determined to accomplish .the
raid successfully. I ted the way across to
the ‘ mainland ™ in the first boat, and the
others followed.
- The sun was shining warmly, and everybogly
was feeling ready for action. The juniors
were génuinely hungry, and 1 knew that they
would back me up loyally in this urgent
enterprise.

I noticed with satisfaction that a waggon
track led along the edge of the turnip field
to the road. It would thus be an easy matter
for the motor-van to lumber along to the
very river itself, and thiv, of course, was an
immensc advantage. We should be able to
transfer the stuff over to Willard’'s Island
without the slightcat dclay.

Before seven o'clock the ambush was
ready. Handforth, with his twelve men,
crouched behind the hedge on one side of the
road, and I occupied the ditch on the other,
accompanied by fifteen enthusiastic rebels.
And then we waited patiently for the arrival
of the food supply.

For the first ten minutes pothing bap-
pcned. WeE had the placc quite to ourselves.
Then a couplec of farm labourers hove in view,
and they passed along all unconscious of our
watchful eyes.

An old hay waggon came next, and then
the doctor’s trap. Another spell of quietnesa

| settled down, and at half-past seven not a

soul was in sight. The juniors were

beginning to lose their enthusiasm.

Gloomy forehodings were expressed. Pessf
mism bezan to run riot—particularty on the
other side of the road. Handforth was
arguing flercely with his men—a most un-
dignified procceding. His men, with a sad
lack of military discipline, were referring to
their leader in terms which were not at all
respectful or complimentary.

*“Can’t you idiots be quiet?” I -called
wrathiully.

A snort came across the road.

“ Do you think I'm going to be quiet when
Grifiith and Hubbard won’t take any notice
of my orders?’’ roared Handforth. ‘‘Ain’t I
the leader? I've told them to lie flat in the
ditch, so that their silly backs can’'t be seen,
and they’'ve actually disobeyed orders!’’

‘““You — you ass!” shouted Hukthard.
‘*“ There's a pool of mud in this ditch, and
I'm blcssed if I'm going to lie in that teo
please an idiot like Handforth.”

‘““ Ha, ha, bha!”

‘“I shall chuck up the job if I can’t main
tain discipline!” declared Handforth firmly.
‘““ Are you going to lie down, Hubbard, or
arc you not?”

‘““No, I'm not,” roared Hubbhard hotly.

‘“ Then you'll be court-martialled and——"

‘“ Shurrup!” came & sharp hiss. “I can
hear a_motor!" . .

Handforth ceased on the instant. The time
for argument bad passed, and now we were
all on the alert. A motor was certainly ap-
proaching, for we could hear the steady beas

of the cpgine.
The vegicle hove in sight round the bend.
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and a series ¢! triumphant exclamations went
up. At a glance we knew that our prav

was in sight. The van was unmistakable; it
had been seen ut Nt. Frank'e on many an
occasion.

** Don't move until 1 give you the word!” |
calicd sharply.

l kept my eye upon the approaching van.
AL was ome¢ of those huge, covered motor
1orries, and | wan glad to sce that the driver
wns Quiite alone. Powibly therc was a boy
At the back, but he wouldn't cause any
troable.

I allowed the van to get within fifty yards.

‘“* Now !’ 1 ahouted

We burst through the hedge in batches,
and stretehed across the lanc in a continuous
line. Not another vehicle of any description
wase in sight, and | hoped that we should be
undisturbed at our ncfarious work.

The van driver starcd at us in astonish-
ent, and then jammed the brakes on. He
wae a hig man. somewhat elderly, with a
r-nd-humonred face. 1 faintly remembered
iaving seen him before—during his  other
visuts W the school.

“* Now then, joung gents, the
pame?” he asked pleasantly.

[ walked forward to the driver's side.

“ We're the military!” 1 said briskly.

‘“Rb? You're what?"

“The Remove Revolutionary Army, and
we are going to commandeer your cargo for
nlhnlnq t:xr;:me:. If you take it quietly
you won't be hurt in the slightest, but you've

got to nnderstand that you are a ptisoner
of war."”

Tho driver laughed.

“What's this—n pew game?” he asked
vithout losing his gond humour. *'1've
heard all about ycur antics, you young rips.
Rebollin,’ ain't you? Well, it ain't nothing
to do with me. Jim Hardy don't want to
{interfore.”’

what's

“You don't socem to understand,” 1 sald:

paticatly. * You've got provisions io this
van, haven't you—groreries, and all that sort
ol thing?”
‘““Yes, for the Ancient "Ouse—"
‘“Uood "’ [ iIntcrrupted. * We're going to
take (b—it's capturcad.”
The driver's facc ,udully lost its smile.
‘“You young ijit!" hc exclaimed warmly.
* Yom ala‘t scrious.”

* Quite serious, Mr. Hardy,” 1 replied.
‘" You seem tu ho rather dull, 1 must say.
Your errgo ls captured—commandeored. And
you have got to carry out our orders from
tl'nlldmonent. It you refuse, force wiil be ap-

ir ‘.0
it Asnd quick !’ ad.led Handforth darkly.

** Hear, bear!"”

The driver duliberately reloased his brake.

* Them sort o' games don't go down with
moe'’ he exclaimed snntly. * Huh! Pinch all
my load, would vou? ot about me? Wot
sart of trouble should 1 get into? You
cheeky young warminte—'"

Mr.

*“You won't grt into any trouble,
“You ean‘t

Hardy,” 1 interrupted quickly.
be expecied to aald outl against twealy or
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thirty chaps, can you? If anybody gets into
trouble, it will be us.”

*“ Clear off, you cheeky hurchins!'’ roared
Mr. Hardy. “1I'm going to start the old
van, 30 you'd best look out for yourselves——
Wh{'. wot—— Oh, my heye!”’

The driver had suddenly found himself
grigped on all sides. We had swarmed up,
and we held the man tightly in his place.
His legs were seized, his arms were pinned,
and he could do nothing.

** If you resist you'll be bound and gagged.’
I said grimly. ‘* We're serious. mind. But
if you'ro a aensible chap, Mr. Hardy, you'll
obey our orders without qucstion. This van
has got to be driven across this fleld to the
river bank—"’

“1 won't do it!" roared the driver. * It's
likely, ain’t it? Why, it's as much as my
job’s worth! An' if I don’'t drive the old
van, you're ‘elpless, ain’'t you?'

‘“Not at all,”” I replied pleasantly. * I'm
q}\:ne capable of driving an old °‘bus like
this. Out with that rope, Handforth. We

can’'t stand any more of this nonsense.’’

Mr. Hardy, struggling and kicking, was
hauled down from the driving seat. I was
not surprised at his attitude. He was pro-
bably a decent sort, but it was not to be
expected that he would tamely cave in to
our demands.

raskils!” be

‘l‘.l}'ou—-.-.you young
* Sorry, Mr. Hardy, but you've only got
yourself to blame for this,”” [ said grimly.
‘“We sha'n't hurt you, so you necedn’t
worry.”’
In spite of his protests he was made help-
less. is hands and feet were bound, and
he was then thrust into the empty scat on
the front of the van. We were all breath-
less by thia time, but I noticed with satisfac-
tion that the lane was still empty. :
“I say, Benny,” exclaimed Handforth
doubtfully. * You can’'t drive this van, can
you? We don't want to mess things up—"’
* Leave it to me,” 1 said briskly.

I climbed swiftly into the driver's seat,
had a glance at the comntrols, and nodded.
Considering that I bad driven Nelson Lee's
huge racing car at break-neck speed on many
occasions, this van presented no difficultics.

The engine was still ticking over, and I
changed into the reverse gear and slipped
the olutch in—after warning the fellows to
look out for themeelves. QGradually I backed
the van until it lay broadside on, and then
I stcered the heavy vehicle through the
narrow gateway on to the track which ran
across the turnip fAcld.

** By (leorge!"’ sald Handforth admiringly.
“ Ripping!"

It was a rough journcy over that fleld, for
the track was in an a pallinf state for motor
teaffic. But [ tock it gently, and at last
arrived at the river bank. Hecre I again
manceusred the van, and backed it down:
until the rear of it was within ten yards of

the actual river bank.
“ Now,” I esaid briskly. * All hands to the

roared.

pump!"
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*“My hizye!” said Mr. Hardy. “ You're a
young wonder, ain’'t you?”’

I merely griuned at him and hopped dcwn
having stopped the engine. The driver had
reccovered his temper by this timc: he
rcalized that anger was useless. He wasn't
hurt, and g0 he resigned himself to the in-
cvitable.

A cheer had sounded from the island upon
our approach. Caps were waving, and ex-
eitement  reigned supreme.  Sir Montic's
schcime had heen successful! It was a com-
plete triumph for the Revolutionary Army.

And then the transfer of the supplies coin-
menced. I strung a line of fellows from the
van to the river bank. The goods were then
pasecd down continuously into the hoats. The
boats were loaded quickly, pulled over to the
island, and unloaded by the garrison. The
whole work went on quickly and without the
slightest hiteh.

The food supplics were cxtremely satis-
factory. There was tinned stuff of cvery
description, and hundredweights of biscuits
and cakes. In fact, with this hoard of food,
we should have enough to last us ten days
or a fortnight. For of course quite a lot
of the cargo was useless from our point of
view. 8oap powder and soda and piles of
other uneatable articles were left in the van.
T thought it wise, however, to takc a good
supply of soap—although the majority of the
other boys opposed me. Soap was not
pogular in the Remove!

ut while we were buey on this task the
redoubtable Handforth was having -quite a
little adventure. Once again Edward Oswald
proved that my faith in bim was not mis-
placed.

L )

CHAPTER VI

PRISONBRS OF WAR—MR. OUNTER HEARS THE
NEWB—A CALL TO ARMNS,

¢CLURE grunted.
M “*We seem to he out of all the

the giddy fun!"’ he grumbled.

‘“ We're guarding the labour batta-
lon, you ass,’” asaid Handforth. ‘‘ That's
what we're here for. We’re skirmishers.’’

**There's a fat lot of skirmishing going
on. I muet say!” remarl®d Grifith. * We
might bave been lending a hand with the
grnd. I'll bet those other chape are gorging
the tuck all the time!" _

Griith was hungry, and he didn’t like
heing stuck out here, a hundred yards from
the scene of operations. But Nipper was
wixe. This guarding party was very neces-
sary. A surprise attack from the rcar would
have been disastrous. Nipper wanted to work
unhampered.

Handforth and his twelve men were en-
trenched in & dry ditch behind a thick hedge.
They could hear the sounds of the workers on
the river bank, but could sce nothing. Be-
torc them stretched a wide mcadow. A foot-
path led across this meadow, terminating in
a stile AAfty yards above Willard's Island.:

* We ought to spread out,’ said Handforth.
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therc? Duck, you asscs—duck!”

Handforth's eyes were sharp. And he had
suddenly caught sight of two or three figures
hreaking through the hedge from the turni
field near by. The next moment the guard-
Ing party uttcred several low ejaculations.

‘““Hogs!” muttered Handforth grimly.
“My hat! It’s a good thing we were here !’

The thrce figures came into the meadow
totally unconscious of the rebels in the
ditch. They were beys from the River House
School; not Brcwster and Co., the decent
‘“ Hogs,'’ but the Hen. Aubrey de Vere Well-
borne and his two priggish chums, the Hon.
Bertram Carstairs and the Hon. Cyril Coates.

The three ‘* Honourahles'' advanced cau-
tiously until they reached a gap in the
hedge. Hcre they peered through for a few
moments in silence.

“By gad!’ exclaimed Wellborne. *‘ The
feahful rottahs! They're pinchin’ a vanload
of vrovender! An’ they're campin’ out on
the island—look at 'em. I vote we get busy,
old thiugs!"”

‘“Oh, don’t be an ass, Wellborne,” said the
Hon. Bertram. ‘‘ We can't attack these low
bounders-—-"

‘““Low bounders!” breathed Handforth
sulphurously.

i ‘1 wasn't suggestin' anything’ of the sort,

deah boy,” came Wellborne's voice. *‘* But
we can hurry to St. Frank’s—wbat? We can
give the merry old tip to Mr. Huntah. He’'ll
welcome the news, by gad!”

““ Good idea,” said Coates. ‘' These beastly
rotters will take an hour unloading that van
—and we can have Mr. Hunter on the spot
within twenty minutes. Nip their little game
in the bud—eh? Let's be goin’.””

The Honourables would certainly have done
much harm but for the presence of Hand-
forth and Co. If they had actually been
allowed to give Mr. Hunter the tip, the dulk
of the supplies would have been abandoned.

But Handforth acted promptly.

‘“ Charge !’ he hissed. *‘ Collar the rotters?”’

The rebels lost no time. They charged in
& body. And Wellborne and Co., turnin
round abruptly, found themselves hemme
in. Escape was impossible. Within a minute
thcy were captured.

‘ Release us, you low boundahs:’ raved

I" It’s no good— Hallo! Whn's that over

Wellborne. ‘‘ By gad, I'l—*
‘“ Low bounders, are we?’ roared Hand-
forth. *‘ Understand, my bucks, you're

prisoners of war. You're captives. And you
won't be released until the word is given by
the Commander-in-Chief!"*

And without more ado the three alarmed
prisoners were marched down to the river-
side. Nipper called a halt in the unloading
work to listen to Handforth’s thrilling story.

‘“Good!”" said Nipper briskly. * Tie 'em
up, and leave ‘'em on the bank here, we'll see
that tuey don’'t escape. You'd better get
ba(l:lk to your poat, Handy. You've dome
well.”

‘I don't do things by balves,’ said Hand-
forth, nodding. .

The hapless Hogs were tied hand and ioot
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and left upon the river bank. Then the
uarding party weut back to its post.
eanwhile the unloading procecded apace.

There were no further interruptions, and just
after nine o'clock the last hoatload of sup-
plies was taken across.

‘“ Now, Mr. Hardy, yon're at liberty to go,”
paid Nipper pleasantly. ‘I should advise
you to go atraight back to Bannington—in
fact, you'll have to. We'rc not going to
allow you to—" 3

* It ain't likely I should go to the school
with a load like this ’'ere.”’ said Mr. Hardy
sullenly. * You'll 'ave to pay for this, my
young rips. I'm a-goin’ to tell the police—"

“Tell Scotland Yard if you like,” said
Nipper briskly. **1 don’t fancy Mr. Hunter
will do any prosecuting, though. My dear
chap. we've got no grudge against you, and
1 don't see that you can get into any
trouble. We're stoney just at present, but
when you come with the supplies next month
we'll give you a tip—and it’ll be nothing less
than a quid.”

Mr. Hardy thawed.

** Mind, that's a promise, young gents,’’ he
said. ** Well, I'll git back to Bannington. 1
reckon I'll leave my gav’nor to settle this ‘cre
question. You young gents will cop it in the
neck, I'll warrant!”’

““ Don't you worry about us,” said Nipper
cheerfully.

Mr. Hardy took his van off at once, and
Nipper and the Bo'sun and two or threc other
juniors surveyed the scene with great satia-
faction. Tubbs, on the island, was already
preparing breakfast briskly, helped by many
hungry juniors.

Handforth"and Co. had already been called
in and were on the island. But the Hon.
Aubrey de Vere Wellborne and his chums
were still lylng bound helplessly upon the
grass. Nipper strolled over to them, and
grinned.

“] think we'll let you go now,” he said
-lcasantly. ‘° We can’'t hold you prisoners
indefinitely, and you haven't been able to do
any harm."’

*““ You wait!' said Wellborne flercely, as his
nonds were cut. By gad! You wait, you
uttah boundahi’’

And, with that asinister threat, Wecllhorne
beat an undignified retreat, followed, a
moment or two later, by his chums. Nipper
and Co. lost no time in pulling over to the
island. The stronghold was provisioned, and
the Remove felt ready for anything—particu-
larly for breakfast.

And while they were partaking of that
much-needed meal the Clif House fellows
hurried to Bt. Frank's as fast as their legs
would carry them. The Hon. Aubrey and
Co., curiously enough, had an exaggerated
fdea of the outrage which had been com-
mitted. The fate of the Ancient House sup-
plies was a mere nothing; but Nipper and
Co. had dared to lay fingers upon the august
persons of the Honourables.

Wellborne and Co. were intent upon com-
plalning ; they meant to demand immediate
satisfaction. The fea4 that Nipper and Co.
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were beyond reach did not enter their caleu-
Iations. And if they had known Mr. Hunter’s
cxact character, they would certainly have
walked in quite another direction.

As it happcned, Mr. Hunter was crossing
the Triangle with Starke as Wellborne and
Co. entvered the gates. This was fortunate—
for two reasons. Firstly, they were able to
state their case without delay; and, secondly,
Chrietine and Co. and other College House
juniors were in the offing. But for Mr.
Hunter's presence, the Hogs would have met
an untimely fate.

‘“Well? What do you boys want here?"
demanded Mr. Hunter sourly.

‘“ By gad, we've come to complain, sir!"
roared the Han. Aubrey. * Those rottahs
are campin’ out on Willard's Island, don't
vou know. An’ they've—"'

“* Willard’s Island?’’ exclaimed Mr. Hunter,
snapping his teeth. *‘ Then—then that ex-
plains—-"'

‘** Explains asked Starke
curiousiy.

‘“ Nothing—nothing, Starke!'’ snapped Mr.
Hunter. ** Well, 1—er—I happened to be
near the river last night, and I fancied 1
saw some figures. Now, boys, what have you
to say? How do you know the Remove i3
camped on this island?”

‘“They'ro all there, sir—all the bally
crowd!’” panted the Hon. Bertram. ' They've
collared a vanload of supplies; but that's
nothing! The frightful bounders laid hands
on us—trussed us up like chickens, by Jove!"

Starke grinned.

‘“* You don’t seem to be hurt, that's one
thing,”’ he said.

‘“ We want those rotters flogged!"”* shouted
Wellborne furiously. * We're complainin’,
Mr. Huntah! We demand—"

‘ Tush!"’ snapped Mr. Hunter curtly. * Go
away, you young dogs!"

Wellborne and Co. nearly fainted.

“Cut!”’ said Starke, glaring.

‘ But—but——""

Mr. Hunter and Starke turned their backs,
and walked rapidly towards the school build-
ings. The Hon. Aubrey secmed dazed: but
they woke up very rapidly when a sudden
rush of College House juniors started. The
elegant Honourablrs had never before shifted
so quickly as they did at that moment.

But they had given their information, and
Mr. Hunter's feelings were mixed. He was
pleased to learn the news, but infuriated in
the same breath. The Remove was nut far
off, after all. RBut, as Mr. Hunter was well
aware, Willard’'s Island was a tough nut to
crack. He couldn't burn down the recbels’
defences this time! .

But the Housemaster was grimly dcter-
mined to win the day. It was a great shock
to know that the rebels had obtained suffi-
cient rations to last them over a weck. In-
deed, they could easily hold out for a fort-
night. But such a thought was appalling.
Already the news had spread abroad, and
the rebcllion was being talked of throughout
the district.

** We must bring the young scoundrels to

what, sir?”
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said Mr. Hunter, when he
‘“*We must make them

heel, Starke!'!"
reached bis study.
surrender!’’

* Yes, sir,”” said Starke, not very hopefully.

‘““The infernal impudence of the thing!”
went on Mr. Hunter angrily. * To settle
themselves upon this island was bad enough,
but to seize a vanload of food is little short
of criminal. Those supplies, Starke, were in-
tended for the Ancient House. Didn’t you
rcalise that?"

. ** Oh, Scott!’’ gasped Starke. *‘‘ Then—then
wo shall go short?”

** Undoubtcdly—unless the rebels are sub-
dued at once.” :

‘ Then we'll subdue ’em, sir!'’ declared
Starke flercely. ‘' By QGeorge! The young
tll:_icv:es! Making us go short of our sup-
plies!”

Starke could scarcely believe it, and his
determination to help Mr. Hunter was
greatly strengthened. :

Without any delay the whole school was
celled together in Big Hall. And then Mr.
Hunter appeared. He seemed calm, but in-
wardly he was raging furiously. This fresh
stand of the boys was maddening.

‘““ Boys, I wish to make a statement,”’ said
Mr. Hunter quietly. ** The Ancient House
gection of the Remove Form, continuing its
disgraceful behaviour, has actually had the
audacity to seize Willard’s Island during the
night. The young rebels have also taken
poseession of a supply of food—-"

“ Hurrah!”’

“* Good luck to 'em!”’ f

** Silence! Silence!”’ thundered Mr. Hunter
furiousgly. ‘ If there is one more interrup:
tion, I will detain the whole school for the
next half-holiday!”

Mr. Hunter had no right to utter that
threat; but there was an immediate hush.

Mr. Hunter had practically stepped into the
Hcadmaster's shoes, and he was forcing his}

iron rule upon the whole school.

*“ For these boys to continue their rebellion
is absolutely scandalous,”” pursued Mr.
Hunter. *“1 now call for volunteers—
juniors or seniors. I intend to lead a party
to the ‘island, and the rebels shall be dis-

lodged without 3 moment’s delay., It is essen-

tial that discipline should be maintained in
this school. " Those boys who volunteer will
earn my keen approval. Now, boys!”

Not a soul moved!

‘““ What!" shouted Mr. Hunter.
afraid my words were not clear—-"

‘“ Yah!” ' |

4“Hun'! - We ain’t going to voluntcer!”

‘“ Rather not!”

“ Good luck to the Remove!’’

There was quite a storm of cries, followed
by a cheer which made the rafters ring. Mr.
Hunter stood listening, with compressed lips.
The general feeling of the whole school was
quite clear. o ‘

Mr. Hunter turned sharply to the Sixth
Form. ' '

“ Fehton,” he exclaimed, ‘‘you will pre-

pare your Form for immediate action! Every
boy ‘in the Sixth will' take part in this

. Hunter stormed and raved.

“I am’

/
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attack. You, as captain of the school, will
lead your Form!"” |
Fenton turned red, but remained calm..

‘“ You'll pardon me, sir,”” he said quietdy;
**I don’t wish to have anything to do with
this affair. And I fancy the Sixth, with ome
or two exceptions, is with me.”

‘* Hear, hear!”

“You insolent young cub!’’ roared Mr.
Hunter. ‘I order you—''

‘““ Don’t you do it, Fenton!l”

‘* Defy him!”’

‘“ Prussian!”’

But Fenton of the Sixth was a fellow with
a will of his own. He looked at the other
members of his Form and then walked
quietly out of the Hall. Every other member
of the Sixth, with the exception of Starkc
and Kenmore, followed him. This strong
39tion on the part of the 8Sixth cast the

ie.

The rest of the school, cheering madly, left
their ranks and crowded out. In vain Mr.
: And at last,
realising that his effor's were useless. he
stamped away to his own study. Mr. Hunter
could scarcely believe that his orders were
being deliberately flouted and set at naught.

Starke and Kenmore followed him into his
study, and he glowered at them, his eyes
gleaming with grim determination. Wijthout
a word he crossed to the telephone and gave
a number which caused Starke and Kenmore

.| to whistle beneath their breath.

For Mr. Hunter was ringing up the White
Harp, the most disreputable inn in Bellton.
Within a minute he was talking to Mr. Jonas
Porlock, the landlord.

‘“Ah, is that you, Porlock?” asked Mr.
Hunter. ‘1 am speaking from St. Frank’'s—
yes, Mr. Hunter. -I want you to obtain, a3
quickly as possible, a large number of men
~—the roughest .you can lay your hands op.
.... Yes.... .1 mean to dislodge those in-
fernal rebels at once. . . . A dozen? ...
I suppose that’ll be sufficient, if you cannot
obtain more. . . . Yes, Porlock, at once—at
gléli:e. Send them to Willard's Island without

ay.” - :

Mr. Hunter jammed the receiver down and
turned to the two rather startled prefects.

““] have had enough of these schoolboy
efforts!’’ he snarled. * On this oeccasicn the
Remove will find that I have got them
beaten. I intend to attack with a strong
force of men—men who will be paid highly
to perform their work. They will not fail!"’

““Isn’t it—isn't it rather degrading, sir?’”
gasped Kenmore. |

‘* Degrading!'" snapped Mr. Hunter. “ 1t is
degrading for these wretched boys to flout
my authority! I am master here, and I
intend ta. remain so. This parcel of young
rufftans shall suffer severely!™

Starke and Kenmore exchanged uneasy
glances. The affair had passed out of the.:
hands of schoolboys and masters. .The
lowest roughs in Bellton were being proaured.

.And even Starke and Kenmore considered

that it was just beyond the Umit.
Excitement was certainly brewing!
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(The narrative concluded by Nipper.)

The Rebel Remove, as a whole, was
and we were ready to stick to our guns until
didn't leak out by other means, Wellborne
defences were of the finest quality.
were now full of water, and would send forth
denrt—and that meant victory. The same

‘“ Montie, oid son, you're the hero of the
out grub we should have been a disheartenced
‘“ Enemy in sight!”’ sang cut Church, on
He was accompanied by Starke and Kenmore
‘“Don’t make a row, you chaps!
across the stretch of water.
he shouted
Ancient House if you will agree to our terms,
‘““ You cheeky young hound!” raved Mr.
avail you nothing."’

CHAPTER VII.
THdE ENEMY IN SIGHT—AN ATTACK IN FORCE—
STICKING TO THEIR GUNS.
REAKFAST was over.

B feeling satisfied and happy. The one

great worry which had troubled us
had vanished. The food problem was solved,
further orders.

I was almost certain that an attack would
be made very shortly. Even if the news
and Co. would soon Joosen their tongues., But
we didn’t care. We had no soot-bags, as we
had used at the monastery ruins; but our

Already I had tested the pumps of the old
tire engine, and had found the hoses satisfac-
tory. This was just as well, for the pipes
theoir streams As soon as the pumps were
manrned.

The fellows were feeling absolutely confi-
apirit imbued us all. We felt perfectly secure
in our stronghold, and this feeling of safety
was most welcome.
hour,’”” 1 declared heartily.

‘ Pray don't be so absurd, old boy—'"

‘““ But it's the truth!” I insisted. ¢ With-
crew; but now we're a determined army.
And the worst Hunter can do will find us
cheerful and ready.”
the battlements.

He was pointing over the meadow. And a
noment later Mr. Huunter stalked into view.
and Bates. Not another soul was in view,
and 1 grinned.

‘“ Nothing doing yet, anyhow,” 1 sald.

Let's bear
what the Hunter bird has to say.”

We waited grimly. Mr. Hunter walked
down to the riverside and stood surveying us

‘“You young scoundrels!”
angrily.

‘“We're willing to come back to the
sir,”" I called out. ‘I don’'t suppose this
rebellion is doing the school any good. The
gsooner we're back the better, you know."’
Hunter. ** Unless you surrerder at once your
‘punishment will be doubly cevere. 1 warn
you that this holding-out policy of yours will

‘“ 1I'm sorry, sir, but we can't agree to your
methods,”’ 1 shouted. ‘‘ When you promise to
treat us like boys and not like slaves, we'll

surrcnder. We're sticking to our guns!
We're down on tyranny!”
** Hurrah!""

‘* Down with Prussianism!”’
* Three groans for Hunter:"

—

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The groans were given with extraordinary
gusto. It was something novel to be able to
defy the tyrant to his face. We were com-
pletely beyond his reach. He realised that,
too, for his shook his fist impotently.

‘“Go away!”’ bawled Handforth. ** Your
facc gives me a pain!’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Mr. Hunter shook his fist again. Then he

retired behind the cover of the hedge. A
minute or two later Starke and Kenmorc
were sighted hurrying up the river towards
the boat-house. After that came a lull, and
the next sign of activity came from the dircc-
cion of the road.

‘““1 say!” roared McClare from the battle-
ments. *‘ There’'s a whole crowd of boozy-
looking chaps coming along here—flfteen or
twenty of 'em!”

1 hurried up immediately, and had a loouk
for myself. McClure was right. A motley
throng of men was marching across the
meadow. I recognised most of them as being
members of the rougher element i1n Bellton.
Others were farm labourers and the like—
some of them quite decent men. But they
were probably being well paid for their work,
and that was sufficient.

‘““ The more the merrier!” I said grimly.
““This crowd doesn't frighten me, my sons.
I wouldn't care if a hundred attacked us.
Now look here, we'd better discuss our plan
of action.”

A minute later the rebels were crowding
round me.

‘““ Don't interrupt., becsuse I'm goinz to
give my instructions,”” I said crisply.

‘“Bos’un, you're in charge of the shore
defences. Take a dozen men, and provide
them with the long poles. If any boat han-
pens to draw near, push it off. Under no
circumstances allow any boat to touch our
banks."’

‘* Leave it to me,
Bo’'sun willingly.

‘“ Now, I want four generals,”” I went on.
‘““ De Valerie, Handforth, Tregellis-West, and
Farman will do. Each one of you has got to
take charge of a hose, and you've got to take
up your positions on the four shores of the
island.”’

‘““ Good!"’ said Handforth heartily.

‘“Be ready to play the hoses when I give
the word,”” 1 continued. *‘* We won't show our
hand until the last moment. We’'ll allow the
attacking boats to gct close, and then we'll
drench ‘em with water!”

messmate,’”’ said the

*“ Begad! That'll cool their ardour!”
‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Rather!”

“We'll give ‘emn a soaking,”” I declared
firmly. “ I don't fancy there’ll be more than
onc attack—and we're ready for a hundred, it
necessary.”’

‘*“* Hurrah!”

Within five mirutes every fellow was at his
post. The rebels were npt so excited as I
had expected. They took the whole thing
coolly and calmly, and were grimly dcter-
mined to fight to the deabh, so to speak.

The time for action was now drawing near,
Mr. Hunter fondly imagined that the istand
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would be at the merecy of his hired ruffians.
He naturally assumed that we couldn’t pre-
vent these strong men from landing. And
the stron® men themselves were grinning con-
fidently. .

What was there to woarry gver? A mere
handful of rebellious schoolboys! That’s what
they. beliecved—now! Their eyes would be
opened later on.

Starke and Kenmore puf in an appearance
again. They arrived with eight boats. Each
prefect was towing three river craft, and
they were pulled alongside the bank and held
fast. Mr. Hunter could be secen
nitc instructions. .

To my extreme delight, Mr. Hunter himself
took a seat in one of the attacking boats. 1
saw no reason why he shouldn’'t be drenched
as well as his men. The other juniors were
grinning with delighted anticipation,

‘“ Now for squalls, begad!” ‘said Sir Montie
languidly.

** Regular rainstorms, in fact!"” grinned De
Valerie. ‘‘ Hunter's been huntin’ for trouble
for some time, an’ now he'll find more than
he wants!”

Only four of the boats were being used:; the
others doubtless being on hand in case of
casualties. Mr. Hunter evidently expected
resistance.

He was cute. The four boats did not charge
at one spot. One remained quite still,
another advanced up the river, and another
went down. The last of the four pulled away
steadily.
the island simultaneously at four different
points. -

In this way our forces would bhe divided

into four sections, Mr. Hunter assumed, and:

one or more of the raiding parties would
etfect a landing. Once a crowd of these men
set foot on the island, our position would
begin to look queer. But there was no pros-
pect of a landing being effected.

We waited in complete silence. There wag
no excitement, and no rushing about. I
remained at the top of one of the castle
turrets. - Here I could see everything per-
fectly, and I could direct operations with
perfect ease.
different generals. ‘ 3

At last the fourth boat got round to the

other side of thé island, and one of the men

in it gave a lusty shout.

** Right!”” shouted Mr. Hunter.
men, all together!” |

It was really splendidly planned. The four
hoats had timed themselves to a nicety, and
all reached the vicinity of the island at the
same mwoment. 1 was quivering with excite-
ment. Ten fellows were manning the handles
of the old tire-enginb—tlve each side. Anothér
ten were standing by, ready to relieve the
workers if the pumping was prolonged.

I eyed the four boats swift]y. ' .

‘“ Right!’’ I shauted, imitating Mr. Hunter’'s
order. ‘ Now, men, all together?!”

N 1 Now'

| the time?

giving _deti-

The idea obviously was to attack]

My voice would carry to all the

bank was reached.
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‘“ Harrah!"”

The rebels at the pump commenced working
in earnest. Just for a moment therc was a
tiny period of suspense. Had 1 misjudged
The boats were mnearly at the
banks, and the Bo'sun had his men ready to
dash forward with their poles: although,
bearing in mind the hLoses, they kept well
back at present.

Then, simultaneously, four hissing streams
of water shot out of the hose-nozzles. Hand-
forth, in his excitement, drenched McClure
and Church to the skin, and the roars of
those unfortunate juniors were appalling.

To add to the confusion, Handforth slipped,
and proreeded to drench himsclf by way of a
change. But he galned control of the hose
after a gecond, and directed the_ fierce stream
gf \:ater with unerring aim into Mr. Hunter's

oat.

The other hoscs were going strong.

Hisssssss !

It was about the funniest thing I'd ever
seen. The jets of water caused the utmost
confusion and consternation. Within twenty
seconds every boat-load was drenched to the
skin. And the hoses played upon them con-
tinuously and rclentlessly,

Mr. Hunter received special attention from
Handforth. He was sitting in the stern of the
boat, und he was simply soaked and dazed
by tho solid rush of water.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Give it to 'em!”

"*Long live the revolution!”

‘*Oh, my only aunt!"

‘* Begad, it’s rippih’—stmply rippin'!”

Mr. Hunter was toaming a. the mouth with
rdge. Just for a moment Handforth treated
the men in the Housemaster's boat to a dose
of tho river water. And Mr. Hunter stood
up and shook his ftist. "

It was a ridiculous thing to do. Handlorth
shifted the nozzle of his hose a trifle, and the
deadly strcam of water caught Mr. Hunter
fairly in the waistcoat. He gave a wild ery
and toppled over backwards into the river.

‘“ Ha, ba, hal’

‘“ Handforth, cease fire!” I
** Rescue work to bo done!”

~Handforth reluctantly turned the nozzle of
bhis bose, and Mr. Hunter was fished out of
the water by bis drenched henchmen. By
this time all the boats were beating a nasty
retreat. The men in one of them wecre so
¢onfused that they jumped up before the
The next moment the
boat overturned with a terrific splash, and
the five occupants were hurled out into the
shallow water.

~After that Mr. Hunter retired. Withip five
minutes we wcre completely alone, and
flushed with victory. We had proved our
determination to stick to our guns! And it
was generally believed by all the rebels that
Mr. Hunter had had enough and would sur-
render unconditionally.

roared.

THE END.

-h———-———-——“

NEXT WEEK !-i-(See p. iv of cover.)
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BEGIN THIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY !

In the Grip o Huns.

A Magaificent Tale of Thrilling Experieaces in Germany,

By CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—Aas the titls “ Inthe Hands of the Huns " has already been used, ws
have altered the name of our Semal to the above.

The First ('haplers.

GEORGK GRAY, Ms brother JACK, and WILSOX,
are tAree members of the Berhin Rovers, a
Jootball Club ¢n Germany. W hen war Lreaks
oul they are snterned in a camp at Obsrhemmel,
bl one night they manage to escape. The
alarm, however, 13 given, and there is nothing
to do bt (o run for . They succeed in
evading pursuil, and Aide till the next morn-
shg in a turnip fleld. Al daybreak they set
oul and capture three men who are driming
carts (0 market. 7They tand and gag them,
and sl off wilA their waggonas.

(Note read on.)

ON THE ROAD.

FTEFRWARDS, when they were able to
ook back at what they did in cold
blood, their foolhardiness amazed all
the fugitives.

But their daring bad its reward.

Presently they could see the camp on their

Jeft. ‘Tho rain had long ceased. A watery
IIIOOI'I shed a faint silver glow upon the
carth.

Ahcad of them they could see the glisten-
Ing, twinkling lights of the town.

. More than once on the wny they passcd an
arined patrol, but they weren't even chal-
lenged.  Curious eyes studied the waggons
and thcir drivers, but they wcere allowed to
pPans,

So they reached the town, passed the main
gate, and went on through the gay and buay
streeta—lor Oberhemmel was gay enough—
without attracting the slightest attcention.

The distance from one end of the town to
the other must have bheen about two and a
hall Euglish miles. They followed the main
street, and in duo timo emerged again upon
n cniuntry road, and followed it onward —on-
ward.

Their luck was with them now. Each found
somo coarse black bréad, hall n Uerman
sausage, and a jug of thin Ilager beer on his
waggon. With what relish they devoured the
nppetising (east can be imagined! They
rested their horees while they ate and drank,
and then, feoling refreshed, fitled with new
life, bope, and vigour, they pressed ouward,

|

1

W

ever onward, until they found their beasts
flagging, and knew that the poor, dumb
creatures had had enough.

So they drew up bg the wayside and rested
the animals, while they gave them to eat of
the best the hay-carts contained.

Indeed, Jack and Wilson slept upon the
hay, while (George kept tireless watch. And
80 the long night passed, and they procecded
on their journey when the day broke.

Soon after dawn they held a council of war.
They had to be careful, for it was on the
cards that their victims would have been
found by this time amd the country roused
against them.

Each cart boro a name, that of the farmer
to whom it belonged, one Otto Hegel, it
seemed. The name was painted upon a
board in neat German characters.

They hacked the boards oft and threw them
away.

And so they journeyed onward, passing
through several villages, until at last they
saw a town in the distance, with a railway
running through it.

‘ Wilson,’" said Gceorge. ‘I think we'd
better abandon the carts here and leave the
horaes to rest while we push on afoot.’’

** Right!"’ agreed Wilson, with a laugh.

‘“1'd rather walk,” said Jack.

So they petted the dumb beasts for a
moment, gave them more hay to eat, and
left them on the highway, while they trudged
on, three happier men than they'd been for
many a long day.

Tho town was ahout two miles off.
half an hour they'd reached it.

They turned into a beer garden, ordered
sausage, sauerkraut, and bread, and ate
their fill, (eorge and Wilson doing the little
talking necessary, and tipping the sleepy-
eved waiter liberally.

They fAnished their meal as speedily as pos-
sible, and then departed, lest they should
already have roused suspicion.

In another hall an hour they were out of
the town.

The sun shone hrilliantly now, and as he
looked at his companions Jack burst into a
laugh. Very rough-looking fellows they were
in their peasants’ coats and weather-beaten
hats, with dirty faces and unshaven chins.

“You look like a couplc of escaped con-

(Continued on p. iii of couer.)

In
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victs,”” grinned Jack, his spirits soaring as
the danger lessened.

‘“* Well, you needn’'t talk, Jack,” said
brothet Geurge. ‘I wouldn't own you for a
near relation at any price,- if we weren't on
an enemy highway. You look awful!”

Their : boo were dusty, mud-caked, and

broken. - Their trousers were in a similar
Elight. They hung like bags upon them,
ig at the knce, without any suggestion of

smartness. And their heavy cord coats, they
baflle deacription! ~ - -

They tramped on ‘leisnr,el{ that day, hiding
whenever they scented danger, and slept
during thg afternoon in a pleasant wood, with
dry earth for their bed.

At sundown they moved on again. Through
the night they walked, and food was pro-
curcd in a village of a German hausfrau,
who kept a little shop as a sort of pin-money
business. She was kind to them, and the hot
coffce she served gave them renewed cg?rage.

They deparfed with her blessing ringing in

their ears, and George always afterwards de- |

clared that she had guessed that they were
krglishmen and pitied them.

Perhaps it was true, perbaps not; bhut, at
any rate, she openly expressed her sym-
pathy for the ** poor English who were shuf
up in Germany throygh no fault of their own
during this awful war-time, and hoped that
they would be able to get back to their own
country somehow.”’ - | : |

Soon aAfter daybreak they found themselves
within view of another town. A wood near
by beckoned them invitingly. o

They entered it, sat down in its shade,
ate their provisions, and counted their
money. ' N - o

'They'd still a good bit _left, for 'Kutz had
had plenty on him, and Gcorge smiled gritnly
a3 he thought how fate had decreed “that

Kutz, their enemy. should have been forced |

to help them in tnelr flight, in spite of him-
self, when he -would have given his soul to
have delivered them into the hands of a
firing party. . N

““1 think,”" =aid QGeorge, as he stretched
himself and yawned, and chose a bed in the
peat at the foot7of a great pine tree, *' that
we had better trust to the railway now,
boys. There's bound to be a station #€ar.
I think. w2 have enough--money to, get to
Berlin or somewhere—at_ any _rate, we cap
try. We'll scout first, study the time-tables
and-—-decide -afterwards. But it - will be
‘quicker and mgre restfp] than walking, don't
you think?”’

‘“It won't he as safc as walking,
lad,” growled Wildon eleepily.

* But it will be nicer,” remarked Jack.

‘* And if we can only rcaeh Berlin, I think
we can find some friends there to help us.”

‘* German fricnds, George, my boy?'' asked
Wilson.

(X} Yes.l'

‘*For - my par{, I'll never trust a German
again as long as I live.”

‘“ But tYey are not all bad. Think of our
gaoler at Oberhemmel, the nice man. Think

my

of the doctor at the camp, and that woman.”' )

OF THE HUNS i

Wilsrn shrugged his broad shoulders.

“ Very well,”” he cried. *‘ I'll risk it if yon *
and Jack will. After all, we've got to get
out of this cursed eountry somehow, a t
don’t kuow hew we shall be able to do it
without a friend at court.”

‘“ Then it's settled?”

“Yes."”’

And Wilson turned over and went to sleep.

Jack and George presently followed his
example; and 8o they lay there, lost in the
land of dreams, while the birds sang mcrrily
about them, thke squirrels came out to peep,
and all pature seemed at peace, while the
scent of the pines filled their lungs 4ad

strengthened them.
l they'd bought for a few pence the night
before. and them left the wood.

They passed many labourers on the road,
but nobody took any notice of them, their
rough appearance Qelping their disguise.

In the town they indulged ia a frugal meal
?nc: bought a paper. It gave them scart eom-
ort.

Belgium was being overrun: Brussels was
in the hands ¢f the Huns. The German
Army  was marching on Paris. . Everything
ceemed to be favouring the arch-enemy.- The
strects of the town were gay with flags and
bunting. The Kaiser's portrait vied with
that of his son and Field-Marshal Von der
Goltz for popularity. The people were war-
mad, and talkwz in the wildést fashion
abcut the huge indemmnitics they were goipg
to impose upc ghe conguerad Jards, .

To hear thcem talk, France -wvos already
beaten; Belgiv.n was dene for: apd Faglaod
would soon bg¢ beaten to Ler Knaocs.

Bruasels was thcirs; Paris wouid sw»n he in
their hands: and then—Sondon!

BOUND FOR BERLIN.

T was dusk when they awoke. They
finished their rations, 'lit the cigars

——
Y

No wonder the iugitives felt th-ir hearts
sink and their spirits droop.
** Georgb—George—what do yon think?”

asked Jack, raisigg his ejes timiu!y to meect
his brother’s. )
- (George set back his hcud and clenched Rie
teeth. :

“ They will never take Paris,” he aWlrmed.
** They will nhever ‘heat  the Britixh Army.
The French know what they are .duing. The
‘scoundrels won’t even take Calais! Britain.
France, and the Allies will win the war—-"

“ And how long will it take 'em (o do it¥™
asked Wilsqr. ‘' We've onl): got an xrmy of

| about 380,000 men, George.’

+ We'll huild one of millions, if necessary,’”
answered GQGeorge. ‘ We've got the fleet,
we've got Gibraltar. We'll wipe the Hun off
the seasg and then—organise!"' -

“ Man, it would taxe years to build up an
army of the size you speak:’ B

““Then years it must take! And Wilson,
-old chap—Jack, that's all the more rcason
why the three of us should get back hoeme as

(Continued overleal.)
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poon as we ean.  They'll need our help. 1
want to get into khaki and help to lick the
Jhan ! . L

So they shrank from the sight of the jubi-
Iating Germans of Hesskassel, and made their
way to the railway-atation, which they found
readily enongh without having to ask any
questions, '

Upon arrival there, George and Wilson went
on ‘a seonting expedition, while Jack walked
in the shadows and smoked a cheap cigar,
dn fifteen minutes they rejoined him.

George's face was beaming as he caught
his brother's arm.

“Jack,” he whispered in German, for fear
of eavesdroppers, *Cit's all right. We've got
three third-class tickets for Berlin. They
couldn’t tell us what time the train departy,
beeause the linea are in the hands of the
military. :
we shall have to go there and wait, and take
our chance. “Bub it looks all right!”

Jack walked with them through a tiled
tunnel, and so they arrived at No. 3 platform,
handed in their  tickets, stood the close
acrutiny of the ofMicial without .wincing, and
stepped on to the well-constructed platform.
Fhére .they soughts a seat, and strétched
themsélves ont with other tired travellers
who were awaiting the arrival of the Berlin
train.

“Everyvthing promised well. They'd arouscd
no suepicion: It creadly seémed Jas if sthey
were on the road that led to real freedom
at last.

ON BOARD THE BERLIN EXPRESS.|

all  their experiences since their

l“‘
escape from the internment camp at
Oberhemmel that of waiting for the |

. Berlin train tried the three friends the

most. As they looked at one another they
felt  that their disguises were sufficient to
bafMle detection;  yet, in spite of all, it

seemed that every- man who passed, every|

Jdt's number . three platform, and |
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Gierman
picion.

When, as happened once or twice, a rough-
looking man of the labouring class addressed
a remark to them, usually a greeting, their
hearts leapt within them.

It was George who invariably replied, and

he did not fail them, for his tuneful ear was
quick to pick up the proper accent, and he
spoke as to the manner born.
- Inwardly he smiled at the grotesque spec-
tacle-they preaented in their heavy 'country-
men's coats, their weather-stained and much
worn, soft felt hats, and their heavy, mud-
stained boots. '

While they waited, the crowd on the plat-
form increased slowly but surely, until there
were between one and two hundred wait-
ing.

george beean to wonder whether they would
ever succeed in boarding the Berlin train.

At last it steamed In, drawn by .two
powerful engines. “Slowly it came alonzxside
the platform, and at last came to a halt.

Their luck was w1th them, for out of the
open doors poured a crowd of Germans, mak-
ing room for the waiting travellers.

" **Ten minutes’ wait!" roared the guards.

For ten minutes there was rush and bustle
and excitement.

The station "buffet was stormed. Excited
passépgers bought_ up_late editions of tlie
évening papérs, “and- all the talk was of the
war, and the probable time it would take for
the Germahns™to 'reach "Paris and knock out
the contemptible British ‘Army.

At last all were aboard again, the new

passengers had taken their places, and
George. Jack, and Wilson had entered the
Berlin train,
. A shriek of the whistle, a grinding of metal,
and the express steamed slowly on its way,
bearing the three friends.nearer and. nearer,
with every turn of the wheels, to safety.

(To be continued.)

woman, too, eyed them with sus-

THE TITLE OF NEXT WEEK'S STORY

‘WILL BE

“< 5K SCRAP OF PAPER!”

itisanother Magnlﬂoint Complete Tale of NIPPER and his Remove
Revolutionary Army against Mr. Hunter, the Hunnish Housemaster.

. When you have vead it, send it on toa Soldier or Sailor—he will thank you !
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