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A Tale of School Life and
Detective Adventure at
St.Frank’s. Introducing |
NELSON LEE and NIPPER. By the
Author of ‘‘The Rebel Remove,’” ‘‘A
Scrap of Paper,”’ ¢ Turning the Tabl:=s,”’

etc., etc.

AUTHOR'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank’s College, to escape the atten-

tions of the murderous Chinese Secrel Society, the Fu Chang Tong,

whose hatred they have incurred. Although lLiving in the areat school

in the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and Nipper never-

theless find many opportunities to utilise their unique detective ability
in various mystertous and adventurous cases.

: -

(The narrative related throughout by Nipper.)
CHAPTER 1I.
FENTON IS OBLIGING—THE LETTER FROM DR.
STAFFORD—HIGH HOPES.
REAKFAST was over in the Ancient
House at 8t. Frank's.

The May morning was delightful,
and a great many fellows, seniors and
juniors, were sunning themselves in

the Triangle. The weather had put every-
body into a good temper; but the Remove
was unusually elated.

There had been some excitement that
morning.

Only a short time before breakfast Mr.
Trapps, the temporary master of thec Remove
Form, had been sent about his business.
To be quite frank, the Remove had given Mr.
Trapps the order of the boot.

Without attempting to excuse my con-
duct, I will admit that I had hkeen the ring-
feader in this aflair. As skipper of the Re-
move—Ancient House section—it was only
natural that I should have led the other
fellows. ,

** Something's got to be done, of course,”
I said, addressing a little knot of juniors
round the Ancient House steps. ‘‘ We must
fiave a Form-master of some sort; and it'll
be time for lessons in half an hour.”

‘*“ Why not ask Crowsfeet to come back?"
suggested Tommy Watson.

I shook my head.

** No good doing that,” I replied. * Mr.
Crowell has decided to remain over in the
College House until Mr. Hunter %as been
hoofed out. We’'ve finished with Trapps,
thank goodnegs, and we ahall soon be.finishcd
with Hunter,”

|

“It’s a shockin® thing, really,”” observed
Sir Montie Tregellis-West. ** Dear feiiows,
we've acted in the most disrespectiul
manner. I'm afraid we're becomin’ too reck-
less, begad! The way we raced Trapps dowa
to the station an’ bundled him on to the
mornin’ train was simply appallin’.”

The Removites, instead of lookiag
palled, grinned at the recollection.

‘* Serve him jolly well right!"”" said Edward
Oswald Handfoxrth, the redoubtable leadcr of
Study D. **‘ Serve him jolly well right!” he
added, probably because he had nothing
better to say.

‘“ Well, he certainly asked for it,”” 1
agreed. ‘‘ But that doesn’t alter the fact
that we're in the happy position of being
without a Form-master. Of course, as
leader, I can take charge of you—"

‘“Rats!™

“We ain’t standing that:.”

‘““ Rather not!”

‘“Keep your hair on,” I grinned. “I
wouldn’'t take charge of the Remove for
golden quids—scarce as they are nowadaya.
Besides, there’d be trouble with Christine.
He's captain of the Cellege House lot, and
trouble would certainly follow. No, my
sons, we've got to find some kindly disposed
person who will consent to tuke charge of
the Remove—"’

' Why not cut lessons altogether?” sug-
gested McClure.

‘““Why not?"" I repeated sternly. ‘' Wall,
I can name two or three rcasons. To bLegin
with, we don’'t want to give the Head ang
excuse for saying that we butted againsh
the ordimary schosl authority. Our quarrel
has been with Hunter and Trapps, because
they acted like tyrants. And, tfor anothog

ap-

A



rcason, it wouldr’'t du ns good to laze ahout
all day—""

*0Ob, that'as nothing,”” declared McClure.
““ There's cricket and bhoating and all sorts
of things we could do.”

One or two fellows upheld this view, hut |

the more serious spirits, such as Burton
and De Valerie and Sir Montie, agreed with
me that we had no excuse for * cutting”
lessons. We should have placed ourselves in
the wrong at once.

" The question was rather difficult. I bad
been giving muclhi thought to it, and had
already come to something like a decision.
Before stating what this is, it would be as
well for me to go into a few details.

Mr. Hunter, our new Housemaster, was a
hrute, of course. Ife hadn't bheen at St.
Frank's very long, but during nfs rule in
the Ancient lNouse there had been more
trouble than in all the previous ten ycars.

The Remove had not only broken into
an open revolt, but the Third had joined
in as well. The barring-out had been a
distinet success, for we had gained all our
points. Mr. Kennedy Hunter, however, had
acted like the DPrussian he was. He haa

sitned a guarantee of good faith, and we

had not learnced until too late that the
ppaper  was  worthless—that the ink had

fautled into blankne:s before the day was
out.

After that therec had been trouhble. Tre-
peilis-West and Watson and I, as the ring-
leaders in the harring-out, were trapped in
Mr. Hunter’s study, and we had received the
flngeing of our lives. Not content with this,
Mr. Hunter had imprisoned us in a cellar,
teaving us in total darkness and feeding

n: upon bread and water—aund very littie of
either.

He had acted in this way because he sus-
pected that we knew too mueh abuwut him,
Well, as a matter of fact, we did. We
knew that he was engaged upon some crimi-
nal work in the district—that his position at
St. Frank's was merely a blind—and we
knew that Mr. Teapps, who had been placed
in c}‘hargc of the Remove, was a fellow-
A TD ) (4

Nelson Lee, who had left St. Frank s for
a tine, had turncd up trumps. He had re-
Jeascd us from the cellar on the second
night. The guv’'nor, of course, was known at
Bt. Frank’s as ‘* Mr. Alvington.”” and the
work he was cngag® upon was of a very
sccret nature. Even I didn't know the
actual character of it. But I could easily

uess that Mr. Hunter was the object of

clson Lee’s activily.

The guv'nor had given us somme very ex-
ocllent advice. In short, he had advised us
to go straight to bed, believing that Mr.
Hunter would not dare to interfere with us
agan-—-when ho found that we had escaped.

But Nclson Lee had overlooked the fact
that our backs were still sore and aching
from the ctfects of the flogging. Our feel-
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of kindly, and instead of going to hed we
had accomplished a very different tasit.

De Valerie and Handforth and one or two
others had been awakened, and the Aveng-
ing Tribunal bad come into being. Dis-
guised with cloaks and hoods, we had hauled
Mr. Hunter out of bed, and had taken him
down into the cellar which we had lateiy
occupied. :

There nad been a trial, and Mr. Hunter

received a birching and confinement for
forty-eight hours. In short, the tables had
been turned, and Mr. Hunter was treated
cxactly the same as he had treated his
victimas. '
It was imposesible for us to regard him as
an ordinary schoolmaster. He was a rotter
to the backbone, and if ever a man de-
served fogging, he did. And he did not like
his own medicine at all. :

Flushed with success, we had gone a step
further. Mr. Hunter had been forced to
re-write the guarantee—in good old-fashioned
ink this time—and that important document
was now reposing' safely in Mr. Stockdale’s
safe, in the Ancient House. It was care-
fully sealed up, aund, nee‘less to -say, Mr.
Stockdale was not aware of its character.

But we had Hunter in a cleft stick. When
he was releascd from the cellar he wouldn't
dare practisc any more of his tyranny. If
he had been a man, instead of a bullying
cowvard, he would never have written that
guarantee. But the threat of the birch had
reduced him to submission.

Under the terms of the ‘ agreement’ the
Remove was to have all its liberties restored,
and Mr. Hunter would not dare to ignore
his written word. In addition we had put
in a clause to the effect that the Remove
was granted full permission to rid the school
of Mr. Trapps in any manner poesible,

We had promptly taken advantage of our
self-made loophole. Just before bhreakfast
Mr. Trapps had been hustled down to the
station and had been forcibly pushed on
to the early morning train. He knew we]l
coough that if he showed his face at St.
Frank's again he would be treated even
more drastically.

We had relented regarding Mr. Hunter's
counfinement, having decided to release him
during the afternoon. He was subdued.
anyway, and would be able to do nothing
further of a tyrannic natuie.

Personally, I was very anxious to show
that there was no revolt against the recog-
nised school authorities. If we carried out
McClure’s suggeéstion we should place our-
selves entirely in the wrong. Byt McClure,
although a decent fcllow in every way, was
not very fond of lessons.

“It’s no good talking,” I said decidediy.
*“* We've got to be on our good behaviour
now. Crowell’'s an obstinate sort of beggar,
and he won't set foot inside the Ancient
House again until Hunter has been Kicked
out. I don’'t blame him, if it comes to that.
But what are we going to do about a Forms

fugs toward: Mr. Hunter gere the reverse | master}’
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“ Why not ask Fenton's adviee, old boy?™,
suggested Sir Montie languidly.

“‘Ihat's exactly what I am going to do?’
I replied. *“ In fact, I'm going to ask Feu-
ton to take charge of the Remove. He’s
captain of the school, and ope of .the best
fellows breathing. He’ll make an ideal
Form-master, and he'll realise that our
quarrel is w.ly with Mr. Hunter.”

*“ He'll kick you out of his study,” sad
Handforth.

‘““He won't have a chance, because 1
sha’'n’'t go to his study,” I answered. * As
it happens, Fenton is coming across from the
gym. now. We'll put it to him straighe
away. ;Who'll come with me?”

Tregellis-West and Watson stepped forward
at once, and De Valerie and Handforth
and two or three others followed. They
were not very optimistic, I couléd sce, be-
lieving that Fenton, of the Sixth, wouid
recard our request as a piece of codl chieek,
At the same {ime, the Removites rather | 'ked
the idea of having Fenton «: a temporary

Form-master. He was good-natured and
easy-going.
‘““I say, Fenton,” I called cheerfully.

Tiie s&chool captain turned his head anrd
paused. We approached him in a body, and

I noticed that Fenton's expression was rather
sovere.

‘““We're a deputation,”” I announced.

““ Oh,”” satd TFenton. ** Well, what do you
want?”’

‘“ Are you open to a decent offer?”’ I went
on calmmly. * The Remove happens to be
without a Form-master.

‘““ What are you talking about, you young

33?2’ interrupted Fenton. ‘“ What about

Mr. Trapps?”’ |

““0Oh, he's gone,”” I replied. * Didn’t you
know?"’

“]1 knew that you kids had becen up to
some more of your impudence,’”’ replied Fen-

ton, frowning. *‘“But I'm not interfering.

It's Mr. Hunter’s affair, and he'll have to|

deal with it. It’s a queer thing he hasn’t
dealt with it already.’”’

I grinned. I knew well enough that Fen-
ton - was fully aware of the fate which had

overtaken the unfortunate Mr. Trapps. He
preferred to remain ignorant of the matter,
however, ' being aectually on our side. As
head prefect of the school, however, he
couldn’t possibly acknowledge this.

“ Mr. Hunter won’'t cause much trouble,”
I replied mysteriously.

““No trouble at all, in fact,”” garinnad
Handworth. ‘““ He's squashed — esquashed.
flat. As flat as a pancake that's been under
a steam-roller!” he added, with a fech.e
attemmpt at humour.

“ Well, I can't bother about your troubles
—"" begun Fenton.

“Don't be in a hurry,” I said hastily, as
Fenton was walking olf. ¢ You know well
enough that we're as good as gold when it
comes to the ordinary school rules, Fenton.”

+ ““0Oh, yes, 1 know that!” said Fenton
drily. * Well?” |
““That's: just it,” I continued. *“It’ll be

3

time for lessons in a few’minutes, and we've
got nobody to look after us. We want you
to take charge of tlie Remove until DMr.
Crowell comes back.”

“*You cheeky young bhounder—"'

‘““Oh, I'm c<erious,” I interrupted.
Injun, Fenton!”

Edgar Fenton hesitated.

“1f you're really serious,”” he gaid, *I
might consider it. But I don't want any of
your becastly cheek——"'

‘““ We mean it, Fenton—lionour bright!™
said Watson anxiously,

‘“Well, I must say you've done the right
thing,”’ exclaimed Fenton, with an approv-
ing nod. I'm not making any remarks
about your treatment of Trapps, but I dare
say you know what T think. And I'm pleased
to find you've got a sense of proportion. [
was expecting trouble from the Remove.”

** Hone:t

’

““ Well, there won't be any.,” [ said.
‘““ We're anxious to be good little boys,
Fenton. And if you'll take charge of us

during lesgons we'll regard it as a personal

favour. You won't find it necescary to cine
anybody for talking in class—not <«¢ven
Handforth!"’

‘“ Look here——'' began Iandforth wrath-
fully.

“ There's the bell going now,” interrupted
Fenton. * Right you are, kids. DBuzz off to
the Form-room, and bchave vourselves. I'll
be &along in five minutes. But mind, if 1
find you are tricky, I skall drop the thing at
once. I'm just going along to tell Mer.
Langton.”’

And Fenton walked coff briskly. DMr. Lang-
ton was the master of the Sixth Ferm, a
very meek gentleman who had held his ap-
pointment for the past fifteen years, and
seemed good enough to hold it for fifteen
more. He had suifered very little at Mr.
Hunter's hands, being considered by that
individual as unworthy of serious attention.

The Remove, as a whcle, was very pleased
with the arrangement. The Colleze House
fellows were openly jubilant. After the
petty tyranny of Mr. Trupps, Fenton would
seem an angel. He was even far bebtter
than Mr. Crowell himself, much ‘s the
Remove liked its popular Form-master.

I impressed upon the fellows the neces-
sity of refraining from cheek. Fenton was
cood-natured, and if we behaved ourselves
we should have an easy time of it. But
Fenton was a determined fellow, and he
would not hesitate to inflict lines and caningg
if occasion demanded,

He came into the Form-room looking
rather important. Fenton was by no means
given to “ swank,’”’ but he naturally fult the
responeibility of his present position. And
it pleased his natural vanity to know that
the Remove had personally requested him
to take charge of things.

Morning lessons were a great success. Not
a line was inflicted, although Handforth
came very near the mark. He chose a =im-
gularly inopportune moment to confide to
McClure the fact that AMrs. Hake's home-
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made stick-jaw was of a very inferior
quatity, and that she was profiteering in a
most unwarrantable fashion. In all proba-
hility these remarks were quite true, but any
other fcllow would have chosen a more suit-
alle occasion for imparting such information
—which, as a matteg of fact, was wedl known
to McClure all the time, considering that
McClure’'s cheek was full of the tollee in
question. McClure had thought fit to im-
prove the shining hour by sticky refreshments
during the second lesson, Fenton’s eye being
by no means so keen for such matters as
Mr. Crowell’s. The latter gentleman, having
had much experience of Removites during
many generations, had developed an extra-
urdinarily acute vision for ominous bulges
which could scarcely be ascribed to tooth-
ache.

McClure was not at all pleased with Hand-
forth for his confidsntial whisper. Fenton
had warned Handforth severely, and, at the
game time, cven his inexperienced cye could
not be oblivious to the enlarged condition
of McClure's face. As a direct consequcence
McClure was curtly ordered to empty his
mouth.

When lessons were over Fenton made a
few remarks concerning our general behav-
iour, and exprecsed the hope that it wasa't
Jamerely a flash in the pan. He received
sundry assurances, in various Kkeys, that
cverything in the garden would continue to
be lovely. »

Fenton, not entirely convinced, marched
acrozs to the College House and sought
Mr. Stockdale, the Housemaster. He found
that Mr. Stockdale was already acquainted
with the faets, having been supplied with
information from Mr. Langton.

‘“ Really, Fenton, 1 don’t care to express
my opinion on the subject,” said Mr. Stock-
dale, as Fenton stood before his desk. “1
am pleased to see that the Remove boys
are behaving themselves—more particularly
because many of them belong to my own
House. Things are reaching a pretty pass,
I'm afraid.”

** Well, Mr. Trapps was really unbearable,
sir,”” said Tenton. ‘“1It’s avainst all un-
thority, but I don’t blame the juniors for
kicking him out. He was one of Mr.
Huntcr's importations, and a rank outsider.”

‘** 1 should prefer not to discuss tne sub-
ject, Tenton,” said- Mr. Stockdale, some-
what severely. *‘* Mr. “I'rapps has gone, and
that is suirdcient. I have spoken to Mr.
Crowell on the subject, and he adheres 10
his decision to remain under my roof until
Mr. Hunter takes his departure. Since the
Remove is on its good behaviour you may
a8 well continue your present duties. By
the way, have you seen anything of Mr.
Hunter this morning?"’

‘* No, sir,” replied Fenton. ‘I was going to
ask you the same thing.”

‘T prcaume he has left the school for some
reason of his own,” said Mr. Stockdale con-
itemptuocusly. ** Mr. Hunter’s conduct is very
extraordinary at times, but I am consoled by
the fact that his reafm#& will soon be at an

|
|

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

end. You will he glad to learn, Fenton, that
Dr.. Stafford is returning to St. Frank’'s this
cvening.”

FFenton hent forward eagerly.

‘ Really, sir?" he exclaimed.
That's good news!” _

‘““Very good'news indeed, Fenton,’
Mr. Stockdale comfortabhly.

He passed over a letter which Fenton per-
used with interest. It was a short note from
Dr. Stafford, announcing the fact that hc
would arrive in Bellton by the eight-thirty
train on the evening of the present day.

* This is great, sir,”’ said Fenton, handing
the letter back. ‘‘ Mr. Hunter won’t be able
to let himself go any longer. He’s been
taking ou airs and ri®ing the roost as though
he were the Headmaster himself——"

‘“ Quite so, Fenton—quite so,”” interrupted
Mr. Stockdale. *“ We will not discuss the
subject. Jet us he very satisfied  that Dr.
Stafford will soon be in our midst once
more. I sincerely hope that his coming
heralds the return of Mr. Alvington.”

‘“ And the dismissal of Mr. Hunter!"” said
Fenton genially.

He took his departure a few minutes later,
knowing that on the morrow it would not bo
necessary for him to take the Remove any
longer. For Mr. Crowell would certainly re-
turn to nis duties when the Head took charge
of things once more. For Fenton rightly be-
lieved that Dr. Stafford's return would be
fatal to Mr. Hunter.

As it happened, Fenton ran across me as
he was crossing the 'friangle. It was not
usual for seniors to give information to
juniors, but Fenton was feeling in a very
good temper.

: " Heard the news, kid?”’ he asked cheer-
ully.

‘““ What news?”’ I asked, in return.

“J] doun’'t know that I ought to tell vou,
hecause youw’ll make a fuss,”” said Tenton.
‘““But the Head will he with us again this
cvening. He's coming by the cight-thirty
train. Don’t let the kids make too much
noise."’

Fenton pasced on, leaving me whistling
softly to myself. The denouement was at
hand. Needless to say, I was fillcd with de-
licht. Mr. Hunter was certainly at the end
of his tether, and the finish of his regime
was in sighs.

‘“By Jove!

replied

CHAPTER I1. —
THE TRIBUNAL AT WORK—MR. HUNTER IS
SUBDUED—VAQUE SUSPICIONS.

R. KENNEDY HUNTER, M.A., w:s

raging.

He could not altogether he

blamed for giving way to a fit of

mad passion. The time, by his watch, was

3.45 p.m., and he had™hcen a helpless prisoner

in his own cellar since the small hours of
the morning. :

He realised fully that imprisonment in o

cellar is no joke. He also realised that the

Remove had * put one over ’ on him in the
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most determined manner—as Justin B,
Farman would have expressed {f.

The avenging tribunal seemed like a night-
mare to him. He recalled the manner in
which he had been hauled out of his warm
bed in the middle of the night; he recalled
the mysterious, clomked figures. And it
scemed to Mr. Hunter as though he must
shortly awaken to find that the whole
ghastly atfair had been a particularly bad
dream.

Unfortunately, however, it was stern
reality., He—Mr. Kennedy Hunter—had been
birched and imprisoned in a cellar! And he
could do absolutely nothing when he emerged!
Mr. Hunter bitterly reviled himself for having
written that futal document.

‘““I ghall ignore it!”’ he decided passion-
ately. ‘‘ By Heaven! Those wretched juniors
shall suffer in a manner they little dream
of! 1t will be days before anything can be
done with that infernal guarantee, and before
then the Remove will have learned that——"'

Mr. Hunter caught his breath in sharply.

He had been pacing up and down the inky
cellar, his hands clasped behind his back.
But now he halted and listened. Yes, the
door was being unlocked. The Housemaster
gripped his teeth tightly.

The door swung open, and the brilliant
light from an electric-torch streamied into
the cellar. Mr. Hunter was quite blinded for
the moment by the sudden glare. The next
moment something charged into him. He
went over on his back with a thud.

‘““ The ropes, comrades—the ropes!’’ panted
a gruffl volce.

The attack had becn so sudden that Mr.
Hunter was hound up almost before he knew
it. Only his ankles were secured. Thick
cords were passcd round and round his feet
and legs: his hands. meanwhile, being tightly
pressed beneath him.

The attackers were noét satisfled until they
had roped Mr. Hunter’s ankles with such
security that the knota could not possibly
be untied without great trouble. And then
the myaterious forms stood back, and Mr.
;{unter wriggled round with a bellow of
ury.

** You—you scoundrels!' he panted.

“It is well, comrades!’’ exclaimed one of
the ficures—which Mr. Hunter could dimly
see heyond the light. ‘ Thou Rast served thy
sentence—wretched man that thou art. Free-
dom is awaiting thce!"’

Mr. Hunter, who had been fearing all sorts
of fresh outrapges, gasped with surprise and

relirf. The Avenging Tribunal regarded him
sternly. _

‘““You shall pay for this, you young
hcunds,” snarled Mr. Hunter flercely. ** You

shall pay dearly!”

“ Thy threata are idle,”" said the gruff
voice. ‘“ Comrades, we must not overlook
the fact that this brutal individual may pos-
scss a knife, It will therefore be visdom on
our part if we search his pockets."’

‘“ How—how dare youl” screamed Mr.
Huntcr, whose hand was already feeling for

his 'l'mife. “If you lay a fingrr upon me

The Tribunal 1laid not only “a’ finger
updn him. but quite a number. And they
nimbly went through hisa pockets unti! two
kfflves came to light, & smal! one and a large
one.

** These articles will be placed where thoa
wilt ind them later on.”' exclaimed a member
of the Tribunal. *‘‘We bid thee farewell,
bas¢c one, and impress upon thee the fact
that further violence on your part will end
in further violence on ours!” .

The Avenging Tribunal took its departure,
leaving Mr. Hunter wrestling furiously with
the knots. He heard the door close. and
then soft footateps sounded upon the atairs.
After that came complete silence.

Those knots, Mr. Hunter discovered, were
tartars. They resisted lis efforts for a long
while, and he keenly felt the loss of his twe
knives. He had fondly imagined that the
Tribunal would overlook such a detail, and

"he had pictured to himself the joyful prospect

of capturing the masked ones and discovering
their identities.

But this dream was dispelled now, and Mr.
Hunter nearly cried with rage before the
knots were overcome, Fully ten minutes
clapsed before his leus were free, and thea
ge"stamped out of the coliar like a raging

ull.

The fact that he had gained his freedom
only served to infuriante him still more. His
intention was to Dhring terrible punishment
upon the culprits. They belonged to the Re-
move, of course—the Remove was doubtlces
in revolt again.

Mr. Hunter, unwashed and untidy. mounted
the cellar steps and found his two knives at
the top. He¢ pockgted them and emerged
into the sunlit corrkor. It was good to aeo
the daylicht again, but the released man was
far froin being subducd. His treatment at
the hands of the Tribunal had brought him
to the verge of madness.

Bates, the page-boy, entered the corridor
from the other end a3 Mr. Hunter strode

down it. He paused, his mouth agape.
‘““ You—you fool!"”" thundercd Mr. Hunter
angrily.

Bates could utter no reply. Hle had heen
wondering what had happened to the House-
master, and had bcen just a little worried
at the sight of Tregellis-West and Watason
and myself in the ordinary ranks of the
Remove. Buates concluded that Mr. Huntoee
had released us, and the latter's fury at
this moment was astonishing.

Mr. Hunter stormed down the passagea
until he arrived at the Rewmoyd Form-room.
He had forgotten hig bedracgled, untidy ap-
pearance, and he burst into the apartment
like a whirlwind.

The Remove was just preparing to finish
lessons for the day. and Fenton, thorouchly
pleased with himself, was making a few re-
marks concerning discipline. But all eyes
were tiurned towards the door as Me. Hunter
burst 1in.
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“* Great Scott!” excluimed Fenton, starinhg.
Mr. Hunter gniped.

* Where—where i3 Mr. Trapps?” he
shouted hoarsely.

“ Gone, sir—-"'

'"“Gone!"' shouted the Tlousemaster;
“gonc! Don't talk nondense, Fenton—-"

‘“Mr. Trapps has gone, sir,"” repeated Fen-
ton stifly. and thinking it unnecessary to go
into precise details. ** He left by the morn-
lnq train.” ) .

Mr. Hunter swept the class with his glit-
tering. cyes, His gaze rested on me with

ganem joy, and he pointed a quivering
nger. .
“Bennett!” he snapped. *‘Come out
heret”

' Hold on, sir,” interrupted Fenton. “ I'm
in charge of this class, and I think you feel
ulnwcll—don’t you? You look rather feverish,
ll‘--—-—-"

‘“Don’'t dare to criticise my appearance,
Fenton!' snarled Mr. Hunter. ‘1 am per-
foctly well aware of the faet that several
boys belonging to this Form assauited me in
the most abominable manner not fifteen
minutes ago, and Bennetd was the ring-
leader.”

X} Ob‘!l

Tho Remove uttered a long drawn-out
fKAasp.

Fenton grinned clu.'ormllz.

“1 think you’re mistaken, sir,’”” he said,
reaarding Mr. Hunter with a steady eye.
‘“ Nohody in this class assaulted you—-""

‘* Qilence, Fentan!”” stormed Mr. Hunter.
“T1 will stand no nonsense from you, sir! I
know well enough that some of these
wretched boys attacked mo——"'

¢ Oh, well, it you know it, sir, I npeedn’t
say anything,” snapped Fenton. ‘' But it
happens that the Remeve has been In this
room since the commencement of afternoon
lessona.  Not o single Loy has been out

once."’
“You are lylng, Fenton.”’ snarled Mr.
Hwnter. “ You are excusing these infernal

young dogs by your false sta

Fenton's eyes gleamed.

“I've never becn accused of lying before,
sir.”” he said hotly. *If you don't wish to
take my word, you can question Monsicur
Leblane.  We've been having French this
afternoon, and Monsieur only left the roem
ahont three minutes bcfore you camc in.
:‘er?apa you’ll accuse him of being a liar,
m.ll

Mr. Hunter took a deep breath, and he
felt as thongh a pail of cold water had been
thrown over him. Fenton's words clearly
roved that no members of the Remove Form
nd left theie places for hours.

The Housemaster realised the absurdity of
his position, and he turned without a word
nud left tbhe room. I looked over at Nir
Montie and winked. He winked back, inci-
drntally knocking off his pince-nez In the
proccss.

Mr. Hunter met with simfiar succeas in the
Fifth Form-room. He merely discovercd that

ments!*

.no members of 'the Fifth had had a minute’s

freedom during the course of the aftcrmoon.
And even Mr. Hunter, in his present condi-
tion, was not mad enough to suppose that the
Tribunal was composed of fags or Sixth-
formers.

He strode to his stady in a state bhorder-
ing upon insanity. His pet theory, nursed
so carefully for hours and hours, was thrown
to the winds. He had not beeun flogged and
cast into the cellar by the Remove! That,
at least, is what AMr. Hunter supposed. What
other conclusion could he come to?

In his study he realised that a wash and
a change of clothing was vitally necessary.
His mind was full of plans for drastic actiq%
—for he fully intended to renew his despotl
rule with as little delay as possible. .

_ In his present mental state . he cared
nothing for his written guarantee. A wild
desire to slaughter every member of the Re-
move surged within him. And it was at this
alt:)gi that he received a most uncomfortable
shock.

There were several letters lying upon his
desk; thcy bad come by the morning’s post,
and had been neglected until now. Mr.
Hunter turned them over savagely and
singled one of them out,

Me tore it open, read a few lines, and then

swore.
‘*“ Stafford coming back!”’ he muttered
frenziedly. ‘¢ Staftford—-!"

He paused, appalled. He had had every
reason to bhelieve that the Head would not
return until another two or three weeks had
passed. This letter was not from Dr. Staf--

‘ford, but from one of Mr. Hunter’s associates,

who was, nevertheless, fully acquainted with
the Head’'s- movements and plans.

All matters connected with the Remove
passed from Mr. Hunter's mind. This new
problem overshadowed all else. It was tatally
unexpected, and Mr. Hunter felt almost be-
wildered.

He glanced at the clock, and saw that the
time was ten minutes past four. Only just
over four hours! This difficulty had nceded
immediate atteniion. In ordinary circum-
stances Mr. Hunter would have bcen pro-
vided with the whole day to make his
arrangements. But now there was no time—
it was approgching evening already!

‘“And I was cooped up in that cellart”
muttered the Houszemaster furiously. ‘' By
Heaven! I had a feeling that something
like this would occur. On the very day I

needed to he here, I was— Pah! It Is
appalling!”’
It was certainly unfortunate. But Mr.

Hunter was a man of acticen. Although very
little time was at his disposal, he meant to
make the hest of it. Dr. Stafford’'s return
was something overwhelming. Onee the Head
stepped into the school again, Mr. Hunter’s
day would he over. Ite knew it—he was well
aware of that fact. He would he turned out
of the school at once.

And it was hichly necessary for him to re-
main! He would not bc ready to leave 8¢,
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Frank's until at least a week had passcd.
There were paperg—-

“ Something must be done!" muttered Mr.
Hunter, interrupting his thoughts. *‘ Con-
found it! To think that I had the whole
day before me and was denicd action. [
must see Smiles at once—at once!"’

He jabbed at the bell, and Bates appeared,
looking rather startled. a few minutes later.
He was expecting all
things, but Mr. Hunter merely glared at him
and gave a sharp order.

‘““ Bates!”" he snapped. **Go and fetch
Mr. Smiles at once! Bring him back with
you without a second’s delay.”

‘ Yessir!'’' gasped Bates. ‘‘ Shall I—"

“Go!” rapped out Hunter. °‘‘Brigg Mr.
Bmiles to me!’* -

Bates went hastily. He knew Mr. Hunter's
moods, and it would have been dangerous
for him to remain. Mis Instructions were
quite precise, and he only paused to obtain
his cap. Then he set off across the Triangle
and left the school premises.

Halt an hour Ilater Mr. Smiles walked
into the Triangle hriskly. As it happened,
Tregellis-West and Watson and I were loung-
ing near Warren's lodge. We were discussing
the novel position, and the entry of Mr.
Smiles did not surprise us. We knew that he
was an associate of Hunter’s.

¢ There's something doing, my sons,” I
said thoughtfully.

Mr. Smiles went straight to the master's
private door, and was soon within Mr.
Huntgr's study.

“ Ah. Smiles, I'm glad vou've come,"” said
the Housemaster, who had taken the oppor-
tunity of washing Limself and changing his
clothes. * 8it down. Do you know that Staf-
ford is coming back to-night?"’

Smiles started.

‘“ No, I didn't know——'""

“ Well, he is, and we must act with de-
cision,”” said Mr. Hunter briskly. ‘“‘I don’t
propose to tell you what has been happen-
fng—we have no time—but I was prevented
from reading my letters this morning. If
I had known of this development, I should
have acted very differently. But I did not
become aware of the fact until an hour
ago. We must lose no time.”

“RBut I don't quite see——'"' began Mr.

’

Smiles.

“ Listen to me, man, and you'll under-
stand,” interjected Hunter. ‘ We- must
‘deal with the situation promptly. There is

very little time at our disposal, but we can
manage the trick, [ am sure.”

And the pair talked softly together for
fully twenty minutes. Then they emerged
from the Ancient House and crossed to the
gates. My chums and I were still talking
there, and we had been joined by De Valerie
and the DBo'sun.

“ Better shift,”
matically.

“ Rat!:’ I retorted.
shift for Hunter.”

And we stood our groqund. The pair came
op, and passed through the gateway without

remarked Watson diplo-
“I'm not going to

sorts of dreadful!

F
1-
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even glancing -in our direction. I noticed
that Mr. Hunter carried a small pocked time-
table; he had heen conaulting it a3 he walked
across the Triangle.

And, somehow, I was troubled with vaguae
sugpicions. I don't know why, but I couldn’t
help feeling uneasy. There was something in
Mr. Hunter’s expression which wus unusuaily
grim.

“T don't like the :00k of things,”
marked absently, as I strolled awav
Watson and Sir Montie.

'“What things?'" asked Watson.

‘““Oh. mothing,”” I replied, more abhsently
than before. ‘ But there's trouble in the air,
my dear chaps.”’ '

It was a somewhat vague statem-nt, but
my suspicions were vagne. Of cours, I om
getting all these facts down in their proper
sequence; at the time I hadn’t the slightect
idea of what passed between Mr. Smiles and
Mr. Hunter. It was not until afterwards that
I gleaned a!l my facts, making it possible
now for me to relate them. And it must b:
readily understood that I find it necessary to
use my imagination occasionally. Otherwise
certain portions of my history would be
scrappy and uninteresting. .

And, as 1 strolled towards the playing-
fields with Tommy and Sir Montie, T felt
uncomfortahle. The brisk arrival of Mr.
Smiles, and his prompt departure accom
panied by the Housemastcr, struck me as
being significant.

And I couldn’'t quite get rid of my un
easiness.

{ re-
with

A LITTLE EXPEDITION—THE EVIDEN(E OF MQR.

WILLIAMS—MY RESOLVL,
AL BREWSTER grinned.

I I admitted modestly. ‘““It's a lucky

. thing it was our afternoon for
cricket practice. We just managed to slip

‘““And weren't you spotted?’” I asked.

“I don't think so0,” roplied Brewater.
‘*“The Ancient House was perfectly quiet when
Form-rooms. And we shoved on those clo=i3
on the cellar stairs.”

‘“Good!” I exclaimed. “ My dear chaps,
has confused the scent greatly. Hunter
%ggssed that the tribunal was composed of
found that we'd been in the Form-room all
the afternoon.”

Brewster and Glynn and Ascott, of the
They had every reason to feel satisfied with
themselves—and we bad greater reasan to
feel satisfied with them. For they had cowe
been concerning me.

According to a previous arrangemenc, wa
had met the ‘' Commeoners "’ from Or. Houge'y

CHAPTER III.

‘“Well, we didn't do so bad,’”” hLae

away nicely.’”’
we marched in, all the feliows beinz in their
we're tremendously gratéful. This little trick
move fellows, but he got a shock when he
River House School, grinned appreciatively.
to the resclle in a little problem which had
Academy at the cormer of the playbeg:



fields.
adventures with Mr. Hunter. | .

I had realised the difficuitics of relecasing
AMr. Hunter from the cellar. For any Re-
move fellows to do it, would bave been fatal,
for a few inquiries on Hunter's part would
have revealed their  identities. But Dy
havine him released in the atternpon,w}ule
we were all at lessons, I had bridged the
gulf, so to speak. ] .

Brewster and Co. had no connection with
St. Frank's whuatever. But they were splen-
aid ohaps, and had helped us at the time
of the barring-out to the best of their
ahiiity. They had {urned up trumps now.
A3 Drewster himself remarked, it had been
fairly easy for them to steal into the Ancient
House and to deputise as ‘‘ the Avenging
Tribunal.”” Mr. Hunter, maturally, assumed
that they were thc same fellows who bad
flocged him during the night. Brewster and
bis chums had mercly carried out my care-
ful instructions.

“It was splendid,” 1 exclaimed warmly.
** You're quite sure Hunter didn’'t recognise
your voices? But, of course, that’s an un-
necessary question. The way Hunter stormed
into the Form-room this afternoon was quite
eloquent enough.”

““ He thought we were you three chaps,’” 1
expect,” grinned Ascott. “ My bhat! You
ought to have seen him! He was nearly
bursting with rage. But, I say, you're going
a hit stropg, ain't you?”

**No stronger than was necessary,” I re-

licd. ** But Hunter’s day is practically over.

rapps was kicked out this morning, and
Hunter will follow him before long—pcrhaps
to-night."”

“1 hope so—for your sake,”
Brevater.

We parted with our friendly rivals shortly
afterwards, and went in to tea. Once settled
down to that cheerful meal in 8tudy C, 1
deeid:d to tel my chums the news. For 1
Badn't mentioned a word about the return
of the Head so far. -

As it happened, Sir Montic opened the way
for me. :

* Dear old boy, I've been thinkin’,’”’ he ex-
elaimed, as he stirred his tea.

** Very deegly?" I asked with concern.
“ You mustn't strain youpself, old man——"

“Pray don't rot, Benny,” protested Sir
Moatie. “1'm serlous—I am, really. You
may not oredii the fact, but I'm quite
eapable of thinkin'. An’ that remark of
yours on Little Side was dcep. I've been
probin’ it, you know."”

“ What remark?” I asked.

‘“ About Hunter,”” said Tregellis-West.
“ You sad that he might be kicked out
before long—perbaps to-night. Why were

u so definite, old boy? Why to-night?
You spoke as if you knew somethin’.”

I nodded.

"“As a matter of fact, I do know some-
sbing,” I said. * Qur esteemed and honoured
Headmaster, Dr. Malcolm Staflord, will be
W the midst of his Acocl to-night.”

remarked

And they were now telling us of their |
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Sir Montie and Tommy stared. W son,
in fact, nearly upeset his tea in his excite-
ment. He only succeeded in splashing Sir
Montie’s elegapt waistcoat.

** The - Head coming back!”” ho shouted,
staring. :

‘““ By the cight-thirty train,”” I explained. .

*“Oh, rot. How the dickens do you know?”
demanded Tommy. “If the Head comes
lﬁaclf:'Hunter will get the order of the giddy
00 .ll

“* Exactly,” I agreed. ‘‘That’s why I've
been looking so cheerful. Fenton told me
at dinner timc—arnd Fenton wouldn’t spread
a yarn like that unless it was true. He’'d
just come straight from Mr. Stockdale.”

“ Bt why didn’t you tell us befdre, dear
old man?’' asked Montie.

‘“ Well, T didn't want everybodg to know,’”’
I replied. ‘ You couldn’t have kept such a
thing secret all the afternoon. And I've got
an idea that it would be just as well for
us to meet Dr. Stafford at the station,”
I went on thoughtfully. *‘* He knows all
about me, of course, and we eould have a
little private chat with him on the way up."

Tommy Watson looked at me aghast.

‘“ But be'd consider it frightful chcek,’” he
protested.

“ Not on your life!” I replied. * Dr. Staf-
ford is the only man at 8St. Frank’s who
knows that I'm Nipper, and that ¢ Mr. Al-
vington * is Nelson Lee. You two chaps are
in the secret, but nobody else is. Don't yeu
catch on? We can tell the Head 4 few
things about Mr. Hunter—things we couldn’t
mention if & crowd of other fellows came

with us.”
‘“ Benny's right,”” said - Tregellis-West
slowly. *“ He alwayse is right, Tommy boy.

We've got heaps an’ heaps to tell the Head.”
“1 saw Fenton just after lessons,” I
grinned. . He complimented me upon my
powers of keeping a secret. I told him that
there wasn't any senee in shouting a thing
all over the school. The fellows will he
pleasantly surprised when the Head turns up
%'.e-vening. That’'s what Fenton thought,
And then I became thoughtful. _
‘“1 wonder what Hunter and Smiles are up
to?’’ I said, frowning. *“1I don't like it, my
sons. There's mischief brewing. The Head's
return is fatal to Hunter, and I've got &

- feeling that he’s skipped.”

* Bunked?'® gasped Watson. g

‘“Didan't 'you notice that time-table?” I
said. ‘ Hunter and 8miles were going to
the station, I'll bet. And if they've vamoosed
I shall be sorry. I wanted to see Hunter
kicked out in style.”

‘It would have been interestin’, old man,”
gsaid Sir Montie. * But perhaps you’ro
wrong, although that would be rather re-
markable. It ain't often yon‘'re wrong,
Benny. Pass the cake, Tommy boy, when
you've finished with it. I'm feelin’ quite
nervous over that cake, yow know."”

Watson, who was cutting the cake in ques-
tion, apparently overlooked the fact that
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there .ere thrco of wus. He grinncd, and
passed over the remains. Tea proceedcd with-
out many remarks, for we were all busy
with our thoughts. ]

We had prep. ta do, and got huay on it
as soon as the tea things were cleared away.
By the time we had finished. this uncon-
genial but necessary task the clock told us
jt;’h_'at it was time to prepare for our little
rip.

So we sallied out into the twilight and
walked leisurely down the dusty lane towards
Bellton. The cvening was warm and the
air perfectly still. By the time we reached
the station the gloom had thickened and the
platform lamps were alight.

The train was not yet signalled, and so we
sat upon@ne of the scats and waited. No
body else was there, as I' had half-feared.
But it was quite on the cards that Mr.
Stockdale would a;l)*;l)oar. Or one of the
Head's motot-cars rmight arrive upon the
scene. There were two of them at the
school. -

Neither of these events happened, how-
ever, and the train steamed in with only
ourselves occupying the platform—except for
the old porter. We scanned the carriages
closely. One door opened and a man stepped
out. But it was quite impossible for us to
mistake him for the Head.

An elderly lady, of ample proportions.
waddled along the platform from the fore-
part of the train, encumbered by numerous
hags and packages—apparently the result of
a shopping expedition in Bannington. But
of the Head there was no sign.

‘““He hasn't come,” I said thoughtfully.
“TI'll give Fentoen a piece of my mind when
1 get back, L can tell you. He must have
been kidding me——'

‘* Beg pardon, young gents."

The interruption came from the man who
had first allghted, I couldn’t see him dis-
tinctly, but his voice was familiar. I looked
closer, and then modded.

“Oh, it's you, Williams,” I said. *)
suppose you haven't seen anything of Dr.
Stafford?*’

Mr. Williams nodded.

‘“Yes, I havep young gents,’”” he replied.
“1 was just going to sveak to you about
Hpis ‘ere bag. Dr, Stafford left it be’ind

lm———'”

‘“ Where the dickens did he get out, then?™”
asked Tommy Watsen. * Talk about a fool-
errand! We thought the Head “¥as coming
on to Bellton. You're a fine ochap, Benny!:
Bringineg us down here——"'

“ Hold on,” I interrupted. *‘Let's get the

Williams out into the

thing clear.”
We piloted WMr.
station-yard and then called a halt. Mr,
-‘Williams was @Bl known to us, being the
chauffeur and general *“ man '’ of Dr. Brest,
the village medico. Dr. Brett was a per-
sonal friend of Nelson Lee, and we had seen
Williams upon two or three occasions.
“Did the Heoad get out at Bannington?”
I asked keenly.

“ Yes, zir—that's where I got in,” ropleed
Mr. Williams. “1I was lookin' for a com.
partment, when I see the door of a (fust-
class compartment open and Dr. Stafford
stepped out. An’ then I poticed that he lett
this ‘'ere ocase be'ind him. I picked it up
quick and tried to find 'im, but 'e'd gone.”

‘“So. you brought it with you?” [ asked.

‘I thought that was the best thing to d..
young gents,’”” said the chauffeur. *‘ You'll

t«ak%.it and give it to Dr, Stafford, won't
you?” -
I took the attaché case and eyed Mr,

Williams keenly.

“It's not like the Head to leave thing:
behind him,”” I said. * Was he in a hurry,
or was there somebody with him?"

‘“ He was beckoned to, Master Bennetd.,
Some gent called out just as the train waa
stoppin’—that's what drew my attertion,”
explained Mr. Williams. * The 'Ead jumped
out at once and forgot all about ‘is hag.'

The chauffeur probably considercd that my
questions were unnecessary. The incideny
was only trivial, after all. Mr. Williams.
however, was quite respectful. I darcsay he
felt that he had lost a tip, for he would
certainly have received one had he taken the
attaché case up to the school.

But my suspicions were aroused. and I was
very acute. 1 felt that a little crosa-
examination would prove enlightening. So 1
pressed a two-shilling piece into Mr. Wil-
liams’s hand with the object of making his
tongue work more freely. He was cxtreinely
gratified.

““ That don't seem right, Master Bennetdt,'’
he protested. *“ It ain't your case— "

““That’s all right,”” I interrupted. “ T just
want to ask you a few questions, Williams.
Did you see the man who beckoned to Dr.
Stafford?"

**Yes, sir.’”’

“Who was he?”

'“Well, never ‘avin'
cowdn’t say—"'

‘“was he a biz chap, 6r—"

‘“ He wasn't big, young gent,"” said Wit-
liams. ‘“A smallish kind o' man, with
glasses and a really cheerful-lookin’ face..
'E was wearing a dark suit—brownish, 1
believe. Oh, and his ‘at wis one o them
soft things.”

‘“ Begad!'' said Sir Montie. “ Mr. Hunter!"

‘“Uf course it was oir. Hunter,” I repiini
briskly. ‘I guessed that all along. Was
there anybody with him, Williams?"

““ Not as I know of, sir.”

so¢ him before, 1

““ Well, that's all right,”” I went on.
“ Thanks. We'll be getting ulong now, you
chaps.”

We bade Mr. Willhlams good-night, and §
led the way swiftly down the village street.
My chums had some little difficulty o
keepiug pace with me.

““Is this. really neressary, Benny boy?"’
askcd Sir Montie mnildly. ** Why this fright-
ful hurry? It's warm, and the roada ore
shockin'ly dusty. My trousers are asimply
gettin’ ruined.”
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‘““Blow your trousers!” I caid. ‘1l knew
there was something in the wind. But I

didn't cxpeet anything like this.”

‘“ Like what?"” demanded Tommy.

“ Didn't you hear what Williams said?”

“Of course I did, ass! But therc wasn’t
anvthing in that,” said Watson., *‘‘ Hunter
met the Head at Bannington. Well, what
~of it? There's no law against a fellow meet.
h}a a man at a railway station, that I kuow
0 .Il

I snorted. .

**Why do you suppose Hunter met the
Head?” T asked. *“You know as well a5 1|
lo that Dr. Stafford’'s return is just what
flunter doesn’t want. And why did lie meet
the Head at Baunington? Why not here?”

** Dear fellow, I'm beginpin® to think
things——"" ‘ -~

‘* About time, too!”’ I snapped. ‘‘ My dear.
dense idiots, Hunter didun't go to Banning-
ton just to say °‘How-do-you-do’ to the
[lead. There's n deep game on, and I've got
a suapicion that foul play—"

** Foul play!” gasped Watson.

“1sn't Hunter capable of it?”’ I demanded.
‘“1 may be wrong, but, by Jingo, I'm going
to make sure! Just look at this thing
squarely. Hunter goes to Bannington and
_ent'ces the Head out of the train. What
for? It looks to me as though there's shady
work going on!”

Sir Montie and Tommy were startled.

** But why are we hurryin’ so much?”
a:kcd Montie.

“ Because I want to find out if Hunter's
got back,” 1 replied. “1f he's back and
the Head isn't with him—well, we shail
know that something’s jolly wrong. And
that’'s when we'll start investigating.”

* Investigating!” panted Watson. ‘Ul
crumbs!”’ )

We hastened onwards, and at last arrived
in the dark Triangie. Mandforth and Church
and McClure were lounging on the Ancient
House steps, and 1 noticed that they were
not particularly animated. This didn’t look
as though the Hcesadmaster had returned.

“ Hunter back yet?” I asked casually.

“Yes, two minutes ago,”’ replied Hand-
torth. *1 was expecting ructions, but he’s
busy over something, 1 believe. Looks as
worried as the dickens. He didn’t even look
at us as he went in.”

** Was there anybody with him?"

** No,” said Handforth. ‘I say, the Head
was coming brck this evening, it seems——"

“* Was coming hack?™ I repeated sharply.
“ What do you mean—‘was'?”

“You're jolly dense, ain’t you?’ said
Hundforth. * That yonng boumder, Teddy
Long, has been listening- at keyholes or
something, Anyhow, he’s bheen spreading
the yarn that a wire arrived from the Head,
saying that he's been delayed and won't be
here until next weck. Long heard Fenton
saying that the Head was expected
evening. Jolly rotten, ain't it?”

“1t’'s queer,” 1 answered. *‘ Where was
the wirc sent from?"

|
|
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‘“How the dickens do I know thut, you
fathead?”” snorted Handforth.

.I grinned, and passed indoors. I waiked
straight to Study C, and closed the door s
soon as my chums were inside. My grin
had vanished now, however, and I was louk-
ing grim.
“Well?”” I asked. * What do you think
now?”’

‘“It's frightfully strange, Benny,” admitted
Sir Montie slowly.

‘“ Strange? It’s as plain 2s anything,” 1
replied. ‘* The Head's been Kkidnapped.”
- Kid-kidnapped 2"’ gasped Tommy Watson.
‘ Hunter’s taken him off somcwhere,” I
said. ‘‘ There’s nothing else to think. And,
when you come to look at the thing
squarely, it's just exactly what Hunter would
do. He doesn’t want the Head here, so h’s
keeping him away. And he probably seent
that _wire himself—from Bannington. 1 tell
you, the whole thing looks joHy flshy."

“ And—and what are we going to do’"
asked Watson breathlessly. . .

‘“ We're going to investigate,”” I replied.

‘“ Begad! Are we, really?”

‘“We're going to investigate,”” I replied

imly, ‘‘and we're going to start on the
job at oncel!l”’

-

THE TUNNEL BENEATH THE RIVER—A DRAMATIO
expressions. Tomm? Wateon was

ull
way, was excited as well; but that complete
*“It’ll be rippin’,” he rcmarked. * Inves-

CHAPTER 1V,
SITUATION—A SHOCK FOR MR. SMILES.

Y chums looked at me with different

M openly excited and. of eagerness,

Sir Montie, in his own particular

serenity of his did not desert bhim for a
moment.

tigatin>. sounds good, Benny hoy. But I

should like to know how we’re goin’ to start.

| I'm frightfully interested on the subject--I

am, really!” = . _

‘“It's no good being Interested in it only,
Montie,”” 1 replied. ** We've got to get to
business. Of course, I mays be wrong—I've
got no actual proof of these suspicions. The
Head may have been delayed in Bannington,
and he may have sent that wire himself.
But do you think it’s likely?”

‘““No, it seems a bit tall,” said Watson.
‘““ Why didok the Head telephone, instead of
sending & wirec? I Dbelieve you're right,
Benn(. I helieve Hunter's been up to some
awful vilainy." ‘

I rubbed my hair anxiously.

‘““] wish I knew where the guv’nor was,”
I said, frownirg. ‘““I'd like him to have a
hand in this. He'd know what to do in a
second.”’ .

““ Why, he’s stayin’ at the Qeorge Tavern,
ain't he?’’ asked Tregellis-West.

‘“ Of course he isn’'t,”” I replied.

““But he told' us that he was there,” ob-
jected Watson. - Don’t you remember,
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When old Alvy helped us out of
that cellar, he said that-if anything wecnt
wrong we weére to send somebody down to
the George Inn, and that we were to inquire
for a Mr. Kent.”

‘“ Exactly!”

L“ Well, that Mr. Kent’'s old Alvy—Neclson
ee.i!

‘““1f you'll cast you mind back,”” I sa‘d
calmly, ‘“you’ll distinotly remember that
the guv'nor didn't say anything positive. T
asked if ‘ Mr. Kent’' was him, and he said

Benny?

something about my perspective powers being |

remarkabfle. No,. kids, * Mr. Kent ' ain’'t the
guv'nor.”

‘“ Who is he, then?”
- “I'm blessed if I know,” I replied. ‘A
Scotland Yard chap, perhaps, or a S8ccret
Servicc man—somebody who meets the
guv'nor every day, and who knows his move-
ments. Either that, or ‘ Mr. Kent ' is merely
a name. Your own common-sense will tell
you that Nelson Lee wouldn’t stay openly
in the village.” :

“H'm!"” grunted Watson,
going to do, then?”

‘““ Why. we're going straight to thic George
Tavern,”” I replied promptly. ‘If we can’t
see the guv'nor, we shall be able to see tli:

¢ What are we

other chap. But it's no good guessinye
things. Let’s go down as quickly as we
can.”

“It's after locking-up—"

‘“0Oh, you potty ass!"” I snorted. * Whe

the Dickens cares for locking-up? This is
a jolly serious matter, and if we're out all
night it won't do us any harm. Just think
of the glory if we succeed in rescuing the
Head from Hunter’'s clutohes.”

‘““Begad!” murmured 8ir Montie.
sounds blood-curdlin’, old boy."

We left Study C and passed out into the
Triangle. The gates were locked, but this
was qf no conscquence. We scaled the wall
with“ease, and then broke into a steady trot.
-The night was now very dark, for high
clouds were obscuring the stars. The air
was still close, with & suggestion of thunder
.atbout it. But the sky did not look like a
storm.

_ The village was quiet when we arrived, but
it was comparatively early yet, and the
various inns were still open. We halted at
the staid old hostelry known as the George
;I'avern, the most respectable hotel in Bell-
On.

We were informed at once that Mr. Kent
was not in, and that he was not expected
until latec. This was quite definite, and we
knew that it would be useless waiting or
leaving a message

‘“Well, this means that we’ve got to act
aecording to our own plans,” I said, as we
walked away. ‘' It's rather rotten, but it
can't be helped. Things generally happen in
this way."

‘* But what can we do?”
hreathlessty.

‘“ Well, to begin with, we'll have a look at
that &sland,” I replied. “ Lets take the

(1] It

asked Watson

) 9!

towing-path and hurry along to the boat.
house. I don’t supposc we shall do any zood,
but it'll be a start.”

I had been thinking kecenly. and I came to
the counclusion that it Bdr. Hunter had
actually kidnapped the Head, he would prob-
ably keep him prisoner down in the
mysterious cavern which 1 had visited more
than once.

During the great barring-out, which had
only recently been settled, the Remove had
cccupied Willard’s Island for two or three
days. And while in possession of this strong-
hold T had discovered several sinister thinga
in connection with Mr. Hunter.

There was another island a short distance
down the river—a mere islet, a speck upon
the water, with a few trees crowing upon it.
On this little place stood tie stump of a
hollow tree.

Investigation had proved that the hollow
tree merely concealed the entrance to & deep
shaft, which led straicht down into the :wolid
earth. At the foot of this shaft a tunnel
led right beneath the River Stowe into the
old quarry cavern. Such a plare would make
an ideal prison, and it was most probable
t.l!]mé: we should strike lucky at the first
shot.

There would be danger, no doubt, but I
was feeling in a reckless mcod. And both
Tommy and Montie were ready and willing to
follow me until further orders. They would
never dream of turning back if I wanted to
€0 on.

A certain amount of time was lost in going
up to the hoathouse; but this was unavoid-
able. We had no desire to swim across to
the island. A small, handy boat wa3 soon
gob out.

. We slid noisclessly down the river. Sir

Montie steered and Watson rowed. 1

crouched in the bows with my eyes and ears

P

wide open. But although I asearched the
gloom ahead and kept my c¢yes unon the
banks, I saw no sign of any living thing—-
cxcept the cows in the adjoining meadows.

And at length wec¢ nosed our way in
amongst the reeds at the top of the islet.
Having secured the painter, w2 stepped
ashore and crept forward. To all inteats :..ad
purposes the island was deserted. And one
would imagine that it had been desertecd for
years,

‘“Not a sound!”’ T breathed.
me, and don't jaw?!"’

We crept forward, and as wo approached
the hollow tree I motioned to my chums to
hang back. They paused against a bush,
rather reluctantly, I believe, and I con-
tinued my way.

When I arrived at the tree-stump I found
it silent and deserted. A glance into the in-
terior and a few 3econds’ tense listening
told me that no human being was within sight
or sound.

“ All right!"' 1 breathed. * Come on!"

Tregellis-West and Watson slid up out of
the darkness, and without hesitation I led
the way down the shaft. If I had hesitated [

“Just follow
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should rrnbahly have decided to remaln upon
the surface. For, eonsidered coldly, this-maove
on our part was not only recklcss, bhut fool-
hardy.

However, we didn't stop to consider such de-
taile at the time. We¢ were out for pnrposes
of investigntion—and so we were doing it.
As the guv'nor and I had often found, it
wns neceasary to be even foolhardy at timea.

An iron ladder—ohviously a recent fixture—
was fitted to the side of the shaft, and it
was of considemble depth. We crept down it,
nnd reached the bhottom without mhh.a['.
Then 1 got my torch out, and filashed its
Mght nloug the wet, dripping tunncl. The

lage looked as though it hadn't becn visited
or centuries  There were even no footmarks
apon the ground, for this was a mass of
sloppy mud, too liquid to retain impressions.

**Now, he ready to bunk at the word,” I
whispered cautiounsly,

* (o abhend, old man.” breathed Sir Moatie.
“I'm tremendously interested.’’

As we turned down the tunnel I began to
feel that our mission was somewhat uselcss.
A short distance along the tunnel, as I was
well aware, further progress was barred hy a
heavy Iron dnar. This had been provided aa

a snfeguard, in casc this section of the tunnel
became flooded.

There were haolts ot hoth sidea of it, and
It was too much to hope that we should he
able to get past. But Fate, I suppose, led
me {0 undertake this trip. For we were un-
doubtedly favoured in the most gratifying
manner, although appearances did not secm
to point to it.

I had been nlong this tunnel before, but
only In scmi-darkness and in considerable
haste. 1 now took the opportunity of ex-
amining it carefully. And Just as the iron
door came into sight I noticed two narrow
openings in the rock wall on the left-hand
side of the tunnel. At this portion the rocks
were dry, so 1 gathered that we had paseed
beyond the limits of the river.

1 flashed my ligcht upon the narrow open-
ings, and saw, with some surprise, that they
werg doorways. There were doors, too, but
they must have hung there for es, for
they were cracked and warped an black
with the usage of years.

** Hold an a minute!”’ 1 whispercd softly.

And just then there came an unmistak-
able sound to ou~ ears. Bootcd feet were
clanging down the iron ladder of the shaft!
The sounds echoed clearly through the old
h&nnel. Instinctively 1 switched my light
ofl.

* Oh, my goodness!’’ panted Tommy Wat-
son.
'* 8omebod) ‘s coming!'' I hissed. “ It's no
good getting startled, hut we're trapped; we
ean't dodge bhuck, and that iron door |is
bound to be holted on the other side. This
ia a pretty Kettle of flah, and no mistake!"”

Voices sounded as well, and it was only too
obvious that tlx men must have come across

to the isinnd only a few migutes after we
had landed.
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. W‘e must dodge In here!” 1 muttered
sharply.

1'}‘Lu before me and touched the woodwork.
of one of the doors. 1t worked stifly, but
there was no creak. And we passcd through
and closed the door behind us. I couldn’t
tell where we were or how big the place was.

‘“ Listen!"’ T whispered.

The footeteps were still upon the iron
ladder, and reckoned that it would be
safe to flash my light out just for a second. "
It was horrible to stand there, knowmgi‘
nothing of where we were or what liy ahcad
of us. For all we knew, vhere might be &
yawning chasm at our very feet.

“Jt's worth the riskl” 1 said softly.
‘* Keep your eyes open, my sons!”

The light flashed out, and I looked round
eagerly. Only for a couple of seconds did I
allow the lamp to glow. But i1n that short/
space of time 1 saw that the floor was quite’
solid, and that the place was merely a tiny
cell. Years bhefore it had probably been
used as a store place for explosives or some-
thlggbot that kind. At present it was empty
and bare. .

The roof was low, being only a foot above
our heands. Racks Jutted out everywhere, and
the whole place was no larger than an
average coal-cellar.

“It we keep quiet we shall be safe,” I
whispered. *‘ These chal}s are going straight’
through to the cavern, I expect, and they'll'
have no reason tc come in here.” ,

‘“ Hadn't we better secure the door, in
case '’ breathed Sir Montle.

I felt the door cautiously; but there was
no fastening upon it, with the exception of a
broken latch. 1 therefore whis d to my
chums to stand close b'y anyone Aat-

. 1
tempted to enter we should press against the
old woodwork.

““They'll probably think that the door’s
jammed or something,”” I Dbreathed. ‘' But
it's not likely that they'll want to come in
here, anyhow.'’

We stood stock still, anxious and tense.
By this time the newcomers had reached the
foot of the shaft. The voices were much
clearer, and 1 recognised two distinctly.
One belonged to Mr. Hunter, and another
was that of Smiles. Hunter must have left
the school only a few minutes after we had
started for the village. But we had been
delayed over the boat, and Hunter could
Rave done quite a lot in the time.

* Bring him along, Smiles,”” we heard him
exclaim. ‘‘ Yes, the fivst one. It's larger.
}:'cl‘(ion’t want to take him into the cavern
itself.”

I caught my breath in, but said nothirg.
My chums evidentdy had not caught the
significanee  of unter's words. Feet
shufled along the muddy tunmnel. The
sounds came ncarer, and when they were
a~tually upon us they oceased.

1 had one hand upon Montie and one upon
Tommy, aud I felt them both stiffen. ‘the
same suspicion had occurred to them,
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Hunter and Smiles were ubout to enter this
very celt!

It was & moment of intense suspense.

But then, to our untold relief, n door
creaked noisily. The men were entering the
other deoorway, just a yard or two down the
tunnel. For the moment we were saved.
But this fcellng of reliet was rapidly de-
stroyed,

J'or, antonishingly enough, our own refuge
beeame flooded with light! It procecded
from the cdge of a low wall of rock close
agningt us. Just for n enoment 1 was be-
wildered, but then the truth dawned upon
me.

“ Down—down!"" I said hissingly. S

We all three crouched down instinctively.
We were in deep shadow, but the roof was
brilliantly lghted. And voices came to us
80 clearly that it seemed as though Hunter
and Smiles were right upon us.

But the truth was simple.

These two rock cells were side by side.
They were probably natural formations, and
only the doorwnys and doors had been
cxecuted by the hand of man. The two cells,
although separate and distinct, had only one
roof.

You will understand cxactly what I mean
when 1 say that the place was something like
two compurtments in a railway coach, with
a dividing partition which falls short of the
roof. They're n8 common as flies on local
and suhburhan trains.

'The partition, in Lhis instance, was a jagged
wall of rock about five feet in height. On
thc other side waa the other compartment—
in other words, the rock ceH. Thus, If we
remained quiet, we still stood a chance of
vscuping detection.

It was o dramatic situation, and I couldn't
help feeling that luck was with us. And,
somchow, l've generally noticed that when
one's luck starts in the right direction it
gencrally continues.

Ro Inr we were safec; our presence was not
suspeclted. But the terrible proximity of our
encmics made ua feel that the position was in-
tensely precarious. As a matter of fact it
wag. Our imprisonment in the celiar beneath
the Ancient House would be luxury compared

to the fate we should suffer if Hunter
caught us here.

These two cells were quite separate and
apart from the cavern beyond the iron door.
J was pretty surc that they badn’'t been used
for years, and it was just the irony of fate
thut we should scek refuge in one of them
at such a time.

We waited, hardly daring to breathe. The
slightest sound on our part would inevitably
Jjead to instant discovery. And so we
crouched there, unable to move a finger. I
wondercd how dong the tension would Iast.

“Yes, that's all right,”” came Hunter's
voice, practically in our ears. ‘' Splendid,
Smiles—eplendid!”

‘“It's Infernally risky, Hunter—"'

“We had to do something, man,”' inter-
rupted tho Housemaster. I am extremely
sorcy that it has becn necessary to treat
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you in this fashion, Dr. Stafford.
nagure you no real harm will befall

1 alinost started. Dr. Staflord! So I had
hecen right, after all! The Headmaster of
8t. Frank's was just behind the Trock wall,
a prisoner. He had been brought down the
shaft, and it was evidently Hunter's inten-
tllon to keep him a prisoner in this dismal
place.

“T think we may as well remove the gag,
Smiles,”” sald Mr. Hunter pleasantly, his
voice sceming to beat down upon us from
the roof. ‘* Our distinguished visitor can
cry for help to his heart’s contcnt down
here.”’

We heard some shuffling sounds, and then
therc came the sound of s

oebody taking a
dcep, deep breath. A tense silence followed,

but only for a moment.

““You base scoundrel!”
known voice of Dr. Stafford.

Jt was not savage or furious; but those
words contained untold indignation and quiet
dignity. That was just like the Head.
Under no circumstances would he demean
himself by being violent.

“You are complimentary, Dr.
said Hunter mockingly.

“I think yon must be mad, sir!" ex-
claimed, the Head, his voice vibrating with
intenge emotion. ‘‘ What have you to say in
extenuation of this appalling conduct? Why
hl:n'c you brought me to this extraordinary
place?’’

‘[ have already explained, Dr. Stafford,
that your presence at St. Frank's is unde-
sirable at the present time,”” replied Mr.
Hunter softly. ‘“ You will be kept here fora
wecek—perhaps a little longer. But you need
have no lear, my dear sir. You will be well
looked after and well fed. A ceirtain amount
of discomfort is inevitable, but no actual
harm will come to you.” |

“1 am lost in amazement!’” said Dr. Staf-
ford. *‘ And. let me tell you, Mr. Hunter,
you will surely be made to suffer for this
dastardly outrage. I am stprong enough to
keep my level senses, thank Heaven!”

*It wonld really make no difference, in
any case,”” 3aid Mr. Hunter. ‘‘ An outburst
of rage on your part would scarcely concern
me—it would be your trouble. You must
remain in this apartment, Dr. Stafford. An
attendant will be supplied almost at once,
and he will bring a mattress and blankets.
Smiles, you must rewmnain with Dr. Stafford
until Bates arrives to take up his new duties
as warder.”’

‘“You are going now?"' asked Smiles.

‘“ Yes, at once,” replied Mr. Hunter. ‘ We
must get this business concluded in as short
a space of time as possible. We cannot be
too cautious, Smiles. Success has attended
our eftorts & far, and we have every reason
to congratulate ourselves.”

‘i‘ \"ou won't have prescntly! I breathed
grimly. . .
Luck hud thrown us into this position, and
I saw all sorts of possibilities arising. By
this time it had become falrly obvious that
Mr. Hunter had no intention of entering our

But I
you."”

came the well-

Stafford,"’
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own particular cell. If we were discovered
it would be owing to incautious movements
on our part. 1 trusted Sir Montie _
Tommy, but I was jugt a hit anxious. It is

T

and |
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moment he had his eyes cast downwards and
did not see my flushed face.

A patent kind of electric-lamp was stand-
ing upon a ledge, and it cast quite a good
light all round. I turned and crouched

so jolly easy to scrape a foot without think-
ing.

“I can only conclude, Mr. Hunter, that
you have taken leave of your senses,’”’ came
the Ieadmaster's voice.

“ Ycu are quite at liberty to believe that,
if it pleases you,” said Hunter mockingly.
““I have no objection whatever.”

“You are a schoolmaster, sir—you are in
charge of the Ancient House—and for a.

down. Sir Montie and Tommy were regard-
ing me with subdued excitement.
Conversation was quite impocssible, but [
made signs to them. I pointed to myself and
then directed my finger into the other celd,
(ilndica.ting that 1 econtemplated jumuping
own.

Tregellis-West and Watson understood in
a minute. Tommy, although as brave as a

Iearned gentleman of your standing to delcend
to such amazing depths as this is quite be.
yond human comprehension,”” exclaimed Dr.
Stafford, his voice quivering. ‘‘ Make no
mistake, Mr. Hunter; you will be forced to

Ay——

““Really, I find this dialogue somewhat
wearigome,”’ interrupted Mr. Hunter. *“I
have no intention of going into explanations,

young lion, was never a chap to seize oplor-
tunities, He shook his head vigorously and
in some alarm. Sir Montie looked thoughtful,
but made no sign either way.

I them made them understand that they
were to foliow me over instantly, ~nd Watson
changed his tone, so to speak, He nodded
just as vigorously as-he had shaken his head
before. So long as he was going to take

Dr. Stafford. You will not be harmed, and
your liberty will be restored in due course.
For the present you must settle yourself to
ia week of inactivity. I wish you good even-
ng.!l

The Head made no reply. Hunter and
Smiles passed out into the passage, and stood
there talking in low voices for a few moments.
I tried to hear what was being said, but only
caught a word here and there. ‘

Hunter, it appeared, would make his way
straight to the school, and would dispatch
Bates at once with thc necessary blankets
for the Head's couch. Smiles was to remain

part in the excitement he didn’t care.

My idea was to get busy at once.

A pure stroke of chance nad given us the
opportunity of releasing the Head, and we
should have been dotty if we had neglected
it. It was a chance which wouldn’t occur
again,

I took a deep breath and set my teeth.

Then, with one swinging heave, I projected
my body over the wall of rock and landed
with terrific force right upon the back of
the unfortunate Mr. Smiles. With a bellow
of fricht and pain he went sprawling. I
~went sprawling, too, and Tregellis-West and

on guard until Bates turned up.

A minute or two later Smiles re-entered
the rock cell. A match scratched, and the
fragrant smoke of a cigarette arose over the
rock partition. My chums and I gazed at
one another mutely.

And then came the voice of Mr. Smiles.

*“The whole thing is somewhat unfortu-
nate, Dr. Statford.”’ he exclaimed pleasantly.
*Jf you had remgined away from the
gschool—-"" .

** Really, sir, I have no wish to converse
with you,” interrupted the Head stiffly.

‘“ That’'s all right,”” exclaimed Smiles.

Watson tumbled over to my assistance.
Just for a moment dire confusion rcigned.

“You needn’t say a word, Dr. §tafford. 1
am just talking in order to kill time.
Perhaps I bad better busy myself in some
otlier way. Fortunately I have a paper in
tay pocket.”

The next moment we heard the noisy rustle
of a mnewspaper. And, without losing a
second, 1 took advantage of the fact. While
everything was still any movement on my
par¢c would have been dangerous. But the
rustle of the newspaper effectually drowned
any slight noise.

Thcre was a rough projection of rock a
foot from the floor. I stood upon this and
my head was well above the top of the wall.
By bending slightly over I was enabled to
take a peep into the other *‘ compartment.”
Mr. Smiles was seated upon an o!d tub, and

the Head practically faced me. At the

CHAPTER V.
THE ESCAPE—NELSON LEE DECIDES TO ACT—
AT THE END OF HIS TLETHER.

R. SMILES, of course, didn't have a

A chanee.

M He was taken at a disadvantage

. during the first second of our attack,
and never had the slightest opportunity -of
putiing up a decent scrap.

Surprise was the chicf element in the defeat
of Mr. Smiles. He was hurt but very lit+le,
but by the time he really understood what
had bappened resistance was usecless. For I
was gitting astride his chest, Watson waa
pinning his fect down, and Sir Montie beld
his hands above his head. We had the man
spread-eagled upon the floor, in fact.

* You—you young dogs!” hc gasped

furiously.
. *You can jaw as much as you like, old
sport,” I said breathlessly. ‘ We’ve got you
down, and that's where we're going to keep
you. Reach over for that picce of rope,
Tommy—<"

*“*Upon my soul!”” came the Head's voice
from behind me. ‘ Good gracious me! Ben-
neti—Watson—Tregellis-West! This is mast
cxtraordinary. 1 am bewildered—I am surely
dreaming!”’
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Dr. 8tafford spoke in a dazed kind of way.

‘“Morry to give you a start, ar,”" I
hastened to say. without shifting. ** But we
were forced to do the trick suddenly,
We're going to get you out of this hole, sir
—if we cant”

*““Dear met’” muttered the Head amazedly.

Watson reachad over for the rope—a small
coil of rough stuffl—and in a very few
moments Mr. Smiles’s ankles were bound.
Then he was turned unceremoniously upon
his face and his wrists were secured behind
his back. To make doubly sure, I bent back
his knece and ticd the ends of the two ropes
together, a0 that his ankles and wrists were
drawn close. In this unfortunate position
Mr. Smiles had not the slightest chance of
gaining his freedom.

‘“You young fools!" he raved.
do not release me——"'

‘“That’s cnough!” I cut in sharply. “ Tt
vou can't keep nuiet we'll gag you. In fact
I think we'd better do it, In any case."”

Smiles was wearing a scarf, and I jerked
it off and bound it round the lower parf of
his Tace.

By this time we were fceling flushed with
victory. Events had happened in the most
lucky manner, and I had every hope . of win-
ning through. But we¢ weren't out of the
wood yet, and cvery second was of value.

“ Now, sir!"” I exclaimed crisply.

With my pockel-knife I cut through the
ropes which bound the Head, and he stood
up and looked at us in a somewhat be-
wildered fashion. But there was gratitude
in his cyes, and we could not help noticing.

**My dear boys, I shall not attempt to
thank you now,” he exclnimed, in a quiet,
steady voice. ¢ Indced my mind is too upset
ta> allow e to think clearly. I only know
that you have relcased me from a dreadful
position.”

“ Begad!” murmured Sir Montie. * It was
Benny, gir, Tommy an' 1 were as helpless as
a couple ol cricket-ctumps, you know. We
shouldn’t have done anythin® without Benny.
He's a wonder, sir—he 1s, really!”

“You talk too much, Montie!” 1 integ-
rupted. ‘ There's nothing wonderful about it
at all. And we've got to get ont of this
place In double-quick time. Will you come
at once, sir?”’

* Certninly, Bennett—certainly.”

I took up the electric-lamp and led the
way out into the passage. All was silent,
and T had every hope of gaining the exit
without interruption. Hunter had gone to
St. Frank's, and Rates couldn’t be here for
guite a long time. But there was always the
chanoe of romebody else appearing on the
scene.

We hurried through the muddy scction of
the tunnel and arrived at the exit shaft.

“1'Il pop up first, sir,”” I said, placing a
font upon the lower rung of the iron ladder.
“ Trepellis-West and Watson will bging up the
rear.’”

We mounted quickly, the Head displaying
much agility. The prospect of recapture
made him unusually active, no doubt. But

“If you

_—

rupted.
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we reached the open air without mishap, and
the island lay before us, dark and still.

I couldn't quite believe that: we had
escaped, eyen now. To sa'v that our venture
had been a success would be putting it
mildly. 1t was a complete triumph in every
way. For not only had we gained our own
freedom, but we had released Dr. Stafford
into the bargain.

“I am afraild we are marooned,” ex-
claimed the Head breathlessly. ‘‘ There is
no way across—"’ ' ‘

‘* There's n boat hidden amongst the reeds
at the bottom of the island, sir,”” I inter-
‘““ Unless it has walked off of its own
accotl, it must still be there.”

‘“ Dear mec! It is quite amazing,'’ =aid Dr.
Staflord.

The whole aflair was amazing from the
Head's point of view, no doubt. @ We had
sprung from nowhere just when matters had
seemed hopeless. And now there was nothing
to prevent us ‘' making good '’ completely.

The boat was still in the same place, and
we pushed off at once. My full confidence
had returned. Hunter himself coubd come
along now, for all 1T cared. We were in the
open, and afraid of nothing.

When we stepped upon the main river bank
I chuckled.

““ Our luck’'s in to-night, my sons,”” I mur-
mured. ‘* We've rescued the Head, and
ever.)'rthlng‘s all serene. I wish the guv’'nor

I paused. catching in my breath. A man
had stepped from behind a clump of willows.
He came forward quickly, and I clcnched
my fists.

‘““ Look out!’’ I said sharply.

‘““ You ncedn’t alarm yourself, young 'un,”
exclaimed a well-known voice. ‘ Why, Dr.
Staflord, I didn’'t expect to see—"'

‘“ Good gracious!’’ gasped the Head. *‘‘ Mr.
Alvington!”’

““ The guv'nor!’’ I hreathed delightedly.

The newcomer was Nelson Lee himself, and
I was more pleased than I could say. In
the gloom we couldn’'t see his features, but
the voice was unmidtakable. He came
closer, and patted my back.

“ Well done, Nipper,”’ he said softly. ** Tell
me all about it.”

In as few words as possible I explained
the whole affair; how I bad suspected
treachery, and how I had investigated, with
the help of my chuma. Nelson Lee listened
attentively, nodding with approval more than
once.

“You have done wonderfully, boys,” he
commented. at last. “‘I really must con-
gratulate you upon the businesslike manner
in which vou effected Dr. Staflord’s escape.
Events could not have gone more smoothly.”

“The boyvs are wonderful—wonderful,’”’ de-
clared the Head.

Nelson Lee nodded.

“I am ready to agree with you, Dr. Staf-
ford,”” he said. *‘ And now we must hasten
to the school. Mr. Hunter must be rendered
harmless without further delay. I mean to
act at once."”
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‘““Are youn going to—to arrest him, sir?”
gasped Watson.

“*Yes, my boy.”

‘““Have you got a warrant?”
qnickly.

**Yes, Nipper, I have a warrant,” smiled
Nelson Lee. ‘* My c¢ase i3 complete, in fact.
I am now in a position to act decisively.
Aftec to-night’s episode 1 realise that delay
would he fatal.”

‘Good business!'’ I said heartily. * And
supposing we hadn’t rdn iato you, sir?
Weuld you have arrcsted Hunter just the
same?’”’

“ \\’ell. I am not quite sure,” replied Nel-
son Lee. ““ My original plan was to await
until the morning: but, upon the whole, it
will be far better to get the thing over.
To-morrow I shall return to St. Irank’s as
‘Mr. Alvington.’”

‘ Oh, rippin’!”’ ejaculated Sir Montie de-
lightedly. '

** Thank you, Montie,”” said the guv’nor,
with a slight smile. “ I can assure you that
I am extremely anxious to take up my old
duties. The Ancient . House, I am sorely
afraid, has been suffering severely."

‘“ We've survived, sir,”” I exclaimed, grin-
ning. ‘‘ And now we’ll hurry—  Oh, but
what about Bates?”

I asked

** We cannot waste time upon that young|

gentleman,’’ said Nelson Lee. ‘ He is of very
little importance, in any case. The most
urgent matter of all is to surprise Mr.
Hunter and make him a prisoner.” ’

““But he’ll go along and release Smiles,”
I protested.

‘ There is that point, certainly,”” agreed
Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Perhaps we had better—"

Nelson Lee ceased speaking, and stood
listening intently. Then he motioned to us
to be silent. Somehody wus approaching, and
I confidently expected that he would turn
out to be Bates, Hunter's confildant—at pre-
sent acting as page-boy in the . Anocient
House.

But the newcomer was a tall man, and
could not be mistaken for Bates. He paused
upon seeing us, and then came slowly for-
ward again.

‘“* Who's that?’’ he asked sharply.

‘“ Oh, Thompson!’’ exclaimed the guv'nor.
** Juat the very man I wanted!”

“1 didn't know it was you, sir,”” said the
stranger, coming forward. *‘ Therc seems to
be something doing—"’ _

‘* Exactly, Thompson—there is something
doing,’’ interjected Nelson Lee. * Smiles is a
prisoner in the tunne), having been bound
up by these three enterprising members of
the Remove Form. I don’t advise you to
enter the tunnel single-bhanded, but you had
better remain on guldrd at this spot. Bates
is expected, and if he comes along you must
detain him.” '

‘* Very good, sir,” said Thompson promptly.

I gathered that he was a Secret Service
man or a Scotland Yard detective. At all
events he took the guv’nor’'s orders without
question, and I
Quite_pleased.

knew tbhat Nelson Lee was |
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“* Thompson came along just at the right
moment,'’ he exelaimed, #s we walked btrisaty
towards St. Frank’s. [ can zec that we
are in for a regular roind-up to-night. DBuat
Mr. Hunter is the chicf prize.””

“1 don’t pretend to understand, Mr. Lee,
and I must wait for an explanaticn,”” said
Dr. Stafford. ‘‘Perhaps [ Lad better call
youir * Mr. Alvington.” These hoys, of conrse,
know all abhout it, hut it is just (3 well to
keep in the habit of wusing your sclhool
name.” .

‘““How do you propcse to capture Hunter,
guv'nor?’ I asked eagerly.

“It will be quite a simple matter to
arrest him, young ’un,’ replied Lee. | ** We
shall probably find him in his study. 2nd the
business will be quite short. He wiil be un-
aware of my identity, since T am wearing a
simple but eifective disguise.”’

I took a deep breath.

““May—may we come with you, sir?"” I
asked anxiously.

““I was expecting that request, you young
rascal,” chuckled Nelson Lee. ‘I see no
reason why you shonld not witness ths final
little scene. You and vour chums have cer-
tainly shown yourselves deserving of much
consideration. Your effort of to-night is par-
ticularly praiseworthy.”

“It is, indeced!” ejaculated Dr. Stafford
warmly.

I wanted to ask the guv'nor donzezns of
queftions, but this wasn’t the time ifor that,
as I was well aware. Later om, perhaps, Lo
would explain matters to us in detail.

We didn’'t know yet what Huntcer's game
was, or what was the nature of the mystery
which the strange underground cavern con-
tained. As it happened, our curiosity would
not receive satisfaction for some little time. .

By the time we arrived at the :chool it
was fairly late. Supper was over, and the
Remove fellows were getting ready for bed.
The absence of Tregellis-West and Watson
and I had not caused much comment o far;
but if we failed to accompany the Remove
to thc dormitory there would certainly be
curious chatter.

Not that we cared a iot for this. To-night
was a special night; we chould see the finiish
of Hunter the Hun. And the prospect was
most alluring. We had suffered such tormens
and injustice at his hands that we wer.
ready to gloat over his complete downfall.

He bhad kidnapped the Head as an act of
desperation. Dr. Stafford’s return had been
unexpected, and Huater was not prepared.
According to hig own statcment. e contem-
platﬁd kecping the Head a prisomer for a
week.

Well, Dr. Stafford was free, and I hugged
mmyself when I pictured Hunter’s confusion
and amazement apon finding that his knavish
trick had only hastened the end. It was
decent of the guv'nor to allow Montie and
Tommy and me to be in at the death.

The Triangle was deserted, and we walked -
quickly over to the masters’ private d-or
in the Ancient House. We had seen-to sign
of Batcs, He bhad either passed us in the



Aurkncas, using o diffrrent route to the
tiver, or he had not yet started. The latter
waa actually the ease.

There was a ll’ﬁ.t in the wiadow of Mr.
Hunter's study.

study, but the Bousemaster had appropriated
it for his own vse. Nelson Lee led the way
down the corridor, Dr. Atgflord following im-
ine diately behind. We brought up the rear.

We held our hreath an Nelson lee opened
the door. Ve entry was quite & procession,
and | Inlly anticipated violence on Hunter's

t. But thi: Mousenmaster remnined per-
cctly atily In s chair.

He sat at his desk. and his cxpression upon
weeing the guv'nor was one of puszied aston-
ishmeat. 1t quickly changed as he caught
sighs of the Heall. A hardl, glittering ex-

prasion  cntered his cyces and his  lips
'cl!'l'ﬂifd.

“Pear me!”" he cxclaimed softly. * This
womisea o be somewhat Intercsting. |1

ardly expccted you to arrive so soon, Dr.
Rafloed!”

“You
Head. .
Munter allowed his gase to rest upon me.
*“Al. | have ot the slightest doubt that
these boys are respgpaible for the little mie-
carriace of my plans, eh?’ he sald smoothly.
“And who, pray. may you bel’” he added,

addressing the guv'nor.

“My namme would not interest you in the
slightest, Mr. Hunter: but 1| am An officer of
the law, and | hold a warrant fos jyour
arrest,” replicd Xelvon Lee.

Just for a moment there was a tense
sthe e,

" Indeed!'” exclaimed Mpe. Hunter at last.
“Upon what grougda?’’

**“The charce Is one of extremc gravity,”
ui;l Lee quietly. I8 comprises espionage
snd -

Mr. Hunter lawgbed with appareat good
bumnur.

" Come. come!” ho exclaimed banteringly.
* There is s0ine mistake surely?”

“[l think not.” said the guv'nor. ' You
are, [ believe, Mr. John Kennedy Hunter,
late of Mr. Owen Browoe's Academy?”’

“1 will not deny that [ am the gentleman
in question,’”’ sald Mr. Hunter, still keeping
himsell! under complete control. * At the
um time | uﬂa'l?lyd?llevobm you h.;e?
made a ws bhlunder. . @
:'l-% ronl scarcely sounds pnlat:ﬁe, my

ar oir."

Nelson Lee smiled grimly.

“1 admire your attitude. Mr. Huanber.”
he sald. *‘ You are keeping cool under the
mosl teying coaditions. But have we not
had enough of thia Tmtle bluMaog? It rests
catirely with yoursell whether you accom-
pany me qQuictly—""

* Really, [ bave no iatention of accompany-

ou at all,’”” sald Mr. Hunter mildly. “1
ahall he obliged. Dr. Staflord, if you will
ecad Lhis—er-—perscn about his husiness.’’
~ Thoe Wead goased at Hunter, and (t seomed
as bhough he were about to explode. This
uloadfo' “perve " on Hualez's part had

base scoundrel!’’ thundered the

in was rrally the Heoad's
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taken us all rather by surprise. That the
man should even attempt to hlufl it out was
remarkable enough; but that be should
appeal to Dr. Staflord, after what had oc-
flurlr:d an hour earlier, was just about the
mit.

* You scoundrel, sir!’’ thunderad the Head.
‘““How you have the audacity to sit there
amazcs me. This Is my study, eir, and I
order you to tnke your departure withuus
forther delay. [f it were not for the more
serious charge, I should certainly have you
‘a'rrr'au-d for c¢riminal - assault and abduc-
lO“.D. .
llir‘lr. Hunter rose from his chair with a little
sigh,

It is quite u comedy,” he said smoothly.
*“ A nuisance, of course, but I suppose it will
be necessary to humour this enterprising
gentleman. His charge is ulterly preposter-

Mr. Hunter hroke off abruptly. A second
before he had been yawning with well-acted
indiflerenc>. But, in & second, his whole at-
titude changed. It was so abrupt that I
scarcely knew what had happened.

Mr. Hunter whipped a small bottle from
his waistcoat pocket. It was a ribbed phial,
dark blue in colour, and there was a red
label npon it. A poison hottie! Hunter sent
the cork flying and, even as Nelson Lee
drahed round the desk, the Housemaster
mun;i the contents of the phial down his

roat.

He sent the empty hottle into the fender,
and then smiled mockingly.

‘“Just too late, my friend!"' he exclaimed
his volee shaking a trifle. * My little bluff
was useless, but I am afrdtd there will be

no arrest. The inquest no doubt will be
somcwhat interesting—"'

His voice tralled away, doring the last
three or feur words. Heo staggered, clutch-
ing at bhis throat, backed dixzily round the
desk, and fell upon the c almost at
my {cet. His face was oontorted in a
ghastly mahner. _

“Great Heaven!” panted Dr. Staflord,
aghaat.

“T was a fool—a foni!’’ snapped Nelson
Lec harshly. * I should have been prepared
for this desperate act. [ am afrald—— Qive
me that bottle, young ‘un—quiekly!"’

I snatched up the empty bottle, and
passed it over to the ‘nor. 8ir Montie
and Tommy had backed over to the hearth-
rug. and stood looking on, too horrified t»
n{_ anything.

he tragedy had bdeen so sudden, in fact,

that we wero all confused. [ had never
dreamcd that Mr. Hunter would commit
suicide in this appalliog fashion. Nelsoo
Lee sniffed at the phial sbarply.

And then came another surprise.

Whilst the guv'nor was mlmni. Hanter
moved abruptly. He sprang to his feet as

though actuated by clockwork, tore towards
the door, wrenched It open, and swept oub

into the passage likg a streak.
Slam|
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The door closed, and the key turned with
& noisy click.

“ Tricked!”" roared Nelson Lee furiously,
“Upon n oul, the man i3 cleverer than I
gave him credit for being!"

I tsied to speak, but couldn’t. Tricked!
HRunter hadn't drunk poison at all, and that
was why he had acted so quickly upon see-
ing that Nelson Lee was shifling the hottle.
And be had not only escaped, but we were
locked into the study, and the key was «n
the other aide of the door!

CHAPTER VI,

AN BXCITING CHASE—TRAPPED IN THE TUNNEL
—IN DIRE PERIL.

ELSON LEBE was justly enraged.
Personally, 1 couldn’t sce that the
guv'nor was to blame for what had
occurred; but I knew jolly well that
he blamed himself. Hunter had performed u
deuble trick, and he had performed it amaz-
ingly well.

e advantage he had gained was of im-
mense value. ¥or We should be delayed for
just sufficient lcngth of time to enable him
to break away into the darkness of the
night. One minute was sdfficient for thia.

It was a time-worn -<rick, but effective,
pevertheless. Hunter had succeeded merely
because of his clever acting and astonishing
agility. All the time he had been sitting
at the ldesl: he had had this cunning trick
in mind.

‘“ The window—the window!"’ snapped Nel-
son Lec curtly. ' Get out of my way, Nip-
per—confound you, boy!”

It wasn’t my fault that the guv'nor had
stumbled over my foot, but I couldn't be
wild with him for talking so sharply. He
had cvery reason to be exasperated. He

actically tore the blind down, and sent the

wer sash up with a bang which nearly
smashed a couple of the panes.

* I have certainly never seen anyhody get
through a window with such speed as the
guv'nor did at that moment. 1 was after
him lnst.anﬂ{, leaving Tregellis-Weat and
Watson to follow as soon as they could
get their breath.

The Triangle was bathed in faint starlight.
’l'he moon had appeared from between some
clouds, too, and the Arst thing I noticed
upon tumbling into the Triangle was a rua-
ning figure negac tbe wall. Nelson Lee was
running like mad towards it, and I {ollowed
bhis éxample,.

Mr. Hunter certainly had gained a start.
but it was only a small one. Owing to
Nelson Lee’s prompt action. Hunter's advan-
tage was robbed of bhalf its value. By the
time we arrived in the road Hunter was
tearing down it at full tilt.

Agile as the guv'nor was, I had scaled the
wall with greater speed than he, and we
both pursued the fugitive together. I was
eompelled to run ‘““all out’ in order to

kcop up the pace.
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The whole thing was just an exciling
chage. Hunter knew that dodging was usetess,
and so he ran for dear life—a atraightfor-
ward flight. He dashed through a gap in
the hcdge, and streaked across the meadow
towaeds the river.

“ Making for the islkand!” I jerked oub
huskily. .

‘“ We must catch him, young 'un—we mrt
catch him!' said Nelson Lce between his
teeth. “*I deserved this, by Jove!"

We were gaining rapidly, and at_one time
I began tn hope that we should overtake
Hunter before he reached the river hank.
I remembered that our boat was lylng in
amongst some rceds near the bank, and this
gave me a jar.

Huuter would certainly appropriate tle
boat if he got the chance, and there w=as
no other craft handy. But I also rememberel
that Nelson Lee had left a man in charge
on the bank, and he would probably be
able to turn the tide of cvents in our
favour. If the fugitive was d-layed for just
thirty seconds it would be sufficieat.

We saw jJiim ncgotiate the hedge, and
then an hour seemed to pass bhefore we
reached it curselves. By the time we arrived
much had happened. Mr. Hunter had seized
our boat, and was already rowing like mad
across to the island.

Not another soul was in right. The man
who had been Ia charge had either left his

st or had been attacked by some of

unter's accomplices. At all events, _he
wasn't on the spot now, and that was alil
that really mattered.

In those brief seconds I wondered what
the guv'nor would do. There was no other
boat within half a mile.

Splash! -

1 gasped, for Nelson Lee had dived neatly
into the river, fuly dressed as he waa, He
commenced swimming strongly towar.da the
island, in the wake of the boat. I just
stood and stared.

‘“* By Jingo! That's done it!”’ I gasped.

1 wasn't going to be beaten by the
guv'nor, and the next second there was
another splash. The water was cold, but [
scarcely noticed that at the time. I'm a
fairly decent swimmer, I belleve, but {t’s i
rotten job swimming with all your clothing
on. My feet felt like dead weighta as [
struck out. |

But. for all this, I managed to keep page
with Nelson Lee. I was only a short distance
behind him, and we forged acroes in fAwne
stvie. We were, in fact, overtaking the boat?.

And then ' something nasty bhappened.
There was a crack and a spurt of fire, aud
something hit the water a yard f{rom my
head.

Hunter was firing at us!

This waa grim, with a vergeance! 1 had
not expected the tyrant of St. Frank's to 2o
to such desperate lengths. There was
another report, but thc aim was e¢qually as
bad. And, in any case, the thing was real'y
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to our advantage, for Hunter
consderably.

He realised this bhimself, and wade a fina:
spurt, dropping his firing tactics. The hoat’s
nosc rammed against the grassy bank, and
Hunter scramblcd out. He didn't wait, but
tore up the steep slope towards the bhollow
irce.

Nelson Lee was only a few yards behind,
having scrambled ashore a second after
Hunter. I followed, and witnesscd an excit-
ing little fight on the tree itself. Our quarry
vvas in the act of dropping into the hollow
centre when Nelson Lee grabbed his coat.

I'be pair of them fought like demons for
an few moments, but the advantage was with
ITunter. for Nelson Lee had only obtained a
partial crip, and, in addition, he was well-
nigh pufled with his tremendous exertions.
That swim had taken it out of us, colning
immediately after the foot-chase.

Hunter just managed to wrench himself
free, and he slithered down the iron ladder
with more speed than safety. Nelson Il«e
followed, and I was so close upon him that
1 ncarly Kicked his hcad off more than once.

Both the guv'nor and I remcmbered the
iron door. Ounce on the other side of that
Hunter would be safe from further pursuit.
‘And the thought of his getting away in that
complete fashion caused the guv'nor to use
almost superhuman cfforts. I did the same
merely because I was too excited to do any-
thing else,

By the time I landed in the tunncl Nelson
Lee and Hunter were speeding along the
muddy passage. It was touch and go now.
] remembered that Hunter might he trapped
himsclf. 1f the door was bolted on the other
side---and that was more than likely—he
would be simply cornered.

But this was not the case.

As 1 ran I heard a ioud metallic clang.
‘And the sense of disappointment which ran
through me was cxhausting. All my strength
secmed to ooze away and 1 faltered in my
stride. -

The fact of the matter was, I was just
about done up. The prospect of collaring
Hunter hiad kept mc going up till now. But
the recalisation that he had escaped put the
finishing touch on my efforts.

I found the guv'nor leaning against the
metal door, examining it with his clectric
torch. He was shaking visibly with the
efTects of hLis enormous exertion, and his
frown was black.

“ Oh, guv'nor!” I gasped. * What—what
rotten luck!”

‘“ He scraped through by a bare inch, Nip-
per,”” said Nelson Lee wearily. “ Upon my
soul, luck has turned against us this even-
ing. I was hoping that this door would be
bolted on the other side.'

I felt too weak and shivery to say any-
thing. My breath was laboured, but I stood
there loaning against the wall, wondering
what had happened to Smiles. He had been
rcleased, of course. Somebody must have
come through the doorway through the inner

iost speed
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cavern. Smiles had been set free, and our
man on guard bad either becn lured away
or had been overpowered.

Everything had gone wrong

‘“* Well, what's to be done now?" I ‘asked
at length. ‘ It's no good sticking here,
sir—"’

‘“ Not a bit of good, Nipper,” cut in Nolson
Lee grimly. “ We must make our exit with-
out loss of time. In strict truth, I was rash
in venturing down into this tunnel.”

The guv'nor regarded me sternly.

‘““ And * why .did .\ you follow, you young
rascal?’’ he added.

‘““Well, that's about the limit!"" I gasped.
‘““Don’t you think I wanted to lend a hand?"’

‘I suppose you did!”’ growled Nelson Lee.
‘““VWell, come on, Nipper. We've made a
precious mess of this buginess, but things
may not be so bad as they seem. \Me'll get
up into the open air once more.” ‘

He led the way down the tunnel, and
flached his light up the shaft. I was near
by, and I noticed something very curious It
seemed as though the light of the torch was
reflected high above. Lee switched off his
torch, and I caught in my breath quickly.
The other light was still there!

‘“ Why, there's -somebody——"'

I paused, for a voice came echoing down
the shaft.

‘I think you will be safer if you rematn
where you are, my friends,” it said. *‘* You
are I'l'ice-ly trapped, for there is no exit either
wayl!l"” ,

‘*Smiles!”” I yelled.

Nelson Lee said nothing at all. But he knew
as well as I did that our position was
serious. Smiles was at the top of the shaft,
barring our exit. We couldn’'t possibly get
out by any other means.

“I advise you to move away from this
shaft,”” came Smiles’s voice again. “' My
revolver happens to be pointing downwards,
and my finger is upon the trigger. You may
have succeeded in releasing Dr. Stafford, but
you have gained no further advantage.” -

‘““You—you rotter!” I roared.

Nelson Lee tugged at my sleeve, and we
{e-t.reat-ed up the tunnel for some little dis-
ance.

‘“We are paying for our folly, my boy,"”
said the guv’'nor bitterly.
‘*What do you mean, sir?"

‘““‘T mean that we were extremely foolich
to venture down this tunnel co blindly. 1ln
our haste to overtake Hunter we overlooked
the fact that the place is a trap. The steel
door bars our exit one way, and Smiles is
on guard at the otherend. Presently,
no doubt, Hunter will return with several
men. We shall have to fight, young ‘un.”

*“ Oh, of course, sir,”” I agreed readily.

‘“ Not that fighting will be much use,” con-
tinued Lee. ‘‘Indeed, it would be wise, per-
haps, if we surrendered meekly—"'

“1 don't think!"' I interrupted indignantly.

‘““My dear lad, these men are desperate,
and they would not hesitate to shoot us
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down at the slightest provoeation,”” the
gov’'nor reminded me. ‘I am responsible for
your :afety, haying led you into this trap,
and I feel hound to——"

** You didn't lead me into it, sir,’”” I put
in. “I followed of my own accord, and
there's no need for you to feel responsible.
I don't see why we should knuckle under
tamely if Hunter and his men come along.”

“When there is no hope of gaining the
upper hand it is. wize to give in imme-
diately,’”’ said Neclson Lee quietly. ** We shall
then have a chance of acting later on, per-
haps. It all depends upon circumstances.
Taking everything into consideration, redis-
tance would really be futile. We may expect
the attack at almost any minute, Nipper.”

I nodded gloomily.

‘““ Smiles must have been on the island ail
the time,”” 1 growled. ‘ He saw Hunter come
down here, and he saw us follow. And now
he’s sitting up there, guarding the exit.
We're absolutely diddled.”

The pocsition ‘was not a$ all comfortable.
The guv'nor and I bhad unwittingly placed
ourscives in the enmemy’s bands. We were
caught in the tunnel like -rabbits in a bur-
row, and 1 hardly dared think what would
banpen next.

I certainly wasn't prepared for what actu-
ally did haupen!

—— ” cnm—

CHAPTER VII.

SIR MONTIE AND TOMMY TO THE RESCUC—A
DESPERATE ACT-—NELSON LER’S VOW.

N the general excitement I had com-
letely overloonked Sir Montie Tregellis-
‘e, and Tommy Watcon. But they
had no intention of being left out of
the fun. It wasn't likely.

They had been in the Head’s study at the
time of Hunter's dash for freedom. I had
scrambled through the window, and had
sbreaked after the guv'nor across the Tri-
angiec. That was the last I knew of my
chums’ movements. _

But they were pretty active, for all that.

They arrived at the wall a few seconds
after I had scrambled over, and they just
managed to catch a glimpse of me as 1
pelted after Nelson Lee.

““ Degad! Shall we follow, dear fellow?'”
panted Sir Montie.

*“ Of course!”’ .

Watsnn serambled over into the lane and
cotamenced running. Tregellis-West followed
bhis example, and the pair of them burried
down the dusty road at a gallop. But they
were a long way bezhind. -

‘“ Benny went through that gap,’” gasped
Wateon. ‘“My only bhat! They must be
making for the river—for that little island!”’

Sir Montie nodded.

‘* They're goin’ back to the tunnel,” he
acreed. ' But there’s no tellin’® what might
happen, you know. This is shookin’, Tommy
—it is, really, We’'re left miles behind. It

L

| tance which separated them from us,
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ain’t right that we should be lcft out of
the fun.” |

" We're not going to he!' puffed Wataan,
as he ran.

By tlie time they scrambled through the
gap they saw Nelson Lee and me pelting
across the meadow. They ran as hard as
possible, but they couldn't reduce bheJdi.r-
nag
before reaching the river Sir Montie tuggcd
At Watson’s slecve.

“ Dear boy, let's make for the hoathousc!”
he said breathlescly.

‘““You ass!" panted Watson.
long way up the river—"'

“Bot we must have a boat, old fellow.
There’s only one, you remember, an’ Berny.
an’ Mr. Alvin'ton will use that, unless Hun-
ter collars it first. We may save the s'tua-
tion by gettin’ a boat down to the island.”

There was common sense in what Sir
Montie said, and Tommy Watson realised it.
So the pair of them altered their coursc and
made for the corner of the meadow. They
knew that thcre was no sense in hurrying
to the river bank just for the pleasure of
standing helpless'y by the water’s edge, un-
able to fnllow.

A certain amount of delay, no doubt, wou'd

be caused by visiting the boathouse, but it

“That’'s a

I was delay which would probably be very

useful later om. 8ir Montie, for ail his
affccted languor, was as keen as ncedles.

He and Watson arrived at the boathouse
in a very short time. It wasn't locked, and
in & very few minutes they had a ncat little
boat ‘kimming down the river. They passcd
Willard’s Island, and then came within s'ght
of the other tiny islet on wkich the hollow

tree stood.

‘* Nothin® doin’, old bny,” breathed Sir
Montie cautiously, ‘‘ There's no sign of ‘em,
begad!”

**1 expect they've gone down into that
tonnel,”” said Watson, who was rowing. ** By
George! We're missing all the giddy fun'!
Steer right into the recds, Montie. It won't
take"us 2 minute to ecramble up that tree

** Dear boy, pray don’'t talk so loudly,”
murmured Sir Moutie.

‘“ Why not?”

‘““ Because we don’t Xnow what might bave
happened,’”’ replied Montie, shaking his head
sagely. ‘' There's ro tellin’. An’ don't for-
get Denny's advice. He’s warned us many
a time.”’

*“* Warned us of what?”

‘* Well, it would be silly for us to 2o dash-
ing over the idland like a -couple of kan-
garoos,”” said Tregellis-West., * [t’s alway3
well to be cautious, Tommy boy. 1t doesu’t
cost anythin’, an’ there’s no tellfy'.”

‘“Oh, rats to you and your ‘no \ellin’’,"’
growled Watson. “I don't see tlat we
need be so jolly careful. They’ve gone down
that tunnel, and if we go cautiously we
shall waste heaps of time.”

‘*Just as you like, Tommy,”” murmured
Sir Montie, shrugging his shoulders. * 1t
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ain't my advice, you know. It's Benny's.
An' Benny's advice is slways worth takin'—
it is, really.”

Wateon  dida’'t make any answer, but
Montic knew well enough that he was con-
vin .d. It would be far more sensible to
waste a few seconds and to proceed with
stealth than to act rashly,

Therefore, a few moments later, the boat
alid nouisclossly into the rceds at the top of
the 1aland. The two Removites stepped ofit
cautiously, and Montie secured the painter
to n smail bush.

Ticre was another boat a short distance
away, but this was not hidden in amongst
the reeds. The island was perfectly still, and
1o sound could be heard. But as the juniors
were erceping up the alope they both paused.

A voice had come to their ears,

1 think it will be anfer If you remain
where you afe, my frionds,’”’ it said, in mock-
ing tones.  ** You are nicaly trapped, for
there i3 no exit ecither way!” ,

Montiec and Tommy atood stock still.

““Smiles!”” breathed Watson, catching his
breath.

&ir Montie nodded.

* He's ‘up in the tree, old boy,” he replied.

*“ But what the dickens does he mean——"'
. " Dear f{cdlow, he wasn't talkin' to us,”
wirspered Montic. ¢ He doesn’'t know we're
hiere. He was talkin® to somebody down in
the tunnel. It looks to me as though Mr.
Alvin'ton and Beuny are collared, begad!”

“ (drcat pipl” '

*It's shiockin’, but we might be able to
do somethin’,’”” went on Montie. “It's a
o thing we came cautlously.

*(Oh, my hat, rather!"”

And just then Smiles spoke.

1 uadvise you to move away from this
shaft,” hoe said. * My revolver happens to
be pointing downwards, and my finger is on
the trigger.”

Smiles said mor: than that, but those
words were quite sufficient to tell the listen-
fng junioms that Nolson Lec and I were
trapped in the tunnel. And they also heard
my voice, cohning up the shaft.

“* You—you rotter!” was what I hellowed.

“That was Tenny!" muttered Watsoa in
a »cared voice. ** Oh, my goodneas! What
the dickens shall we do, Montle?”

Tregellis-West set his teeth.

“1t's no good talkin' about it,” hie said.
“We've got to get busv—good an’' plenty,
as Farman would put it. Dear Tommy, this
fs where tho band begins to play. This s
whare all the excitement starts, begad!”

“We're—we're going to collar Smiles?"’

“ Ixactly,” said Montie.

** But how can we do it—how?"

“By collarin® bim, of course.” said
Trocllis-West  vaguely, “We might be
able to pitoh him down the shaft, or some-
thin’ cheerfud like that. But it's no good
wastin® time, 'l‘omm{. Come on.”

Kir Montie natural f took the lead. Wateon
war as plucky as a lion, and a splgndid fol-
lower. but he wasn’t much good when (it
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came to taking the lead. Sir Montie. on
the other hand, always came out strong ia
emergencies.

‘The two junlors crept forward without a
sound. Ah they emerged from behind a clump
of thick bushes they saw the hollow tree on
the rise above them. The moon had just ap-
peared from behind a cloud, and the soft,
silvery licht revealed the head and shoulders:
of Mr, 8miles.

His back was towards the boys, and he
was smoking a clgar leisurely, It was quite
evident that Mr. Smiles 'was enjoying him-
sclf, and he had not the slightest idea that
peril was so near at hand.

* A rush., Tommy—it's the only way,”
breathed Montie.

Tommy Watson nodded.

He could see that Montie was
Caution would be useless now. Smiles had
n revolver, and he would use it when
desperate. And if he turned and found the
boys creeplng towards him he would un-
doubtedly ‘' sece red.”’

The only safe way, therefore. was to rush
Mr. Smiles suddenly. He would then have
no opportunity of turning round. Just as
the funiors were about to hurry forward
Smiles toased his cigar away and took soine-
thing from his pocket. It gleamed in the
moonllgm‘ and Smiles handled it gingerly.

‘* Now!'’ gasped Montie suddenly.

They rushed forward with terrific spced,
and actually arrived at the hollow tree be-
fore Mr. 8miles became aware of their pre-
sence. Both sprang up at the same moment,
and grabbed the man's shoulders fiercely.

‘“Got him!” roared Watson.

Smiles gasped, and then swore violently.

‘“You young hounds!'’ he shouted. ‘‘Let
me go! This thing in my hand is a bomb!
Be careful, hang you—— Oh! Oh!”

Smiles gasped out the two exclamations in
a tone of frenzied alarm. Something dread-
ful had happened. Watson, in his excitement,
was shaking Smiles’'s arm violently, and the
chiject in his fingers was jerked out.

‘““Look out!"” bellowed Smiles hoarsely.
“Let me go, you fools—-"'

Boom!

Exactly what happened next i3 somewhat
diMcult to descrihe., A loud explosion oc-
curred at the foot of the shaft, but the
sound was practically confined underground.
Only the dull echo of this sounded above.

An enormous rush of air and smoke
surged upwnards. It was a terrific blast of
heat and choking smoke. The force was so
terrific that Smiles was lifted like a straw.
He was hurle@ through the air, and cane
(l;:a;hing down into the midst of a thick

ush.

Tregellis-\West and Watson, fortunately, had
dropped out of the tree just in time, and
they escaped injury. DBut Smiles was lying
in the bushes, still and quiet. The boys
dared not approach him at first.

The disaster had been 8o sudden that
Montie and Tommy were stunned.

But what had heen happening to Nelson
Lee and me? It will probably be supposed

right.
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that we had heen hiown Into litle pieces. y

But if that interesting event had occurred,
I couldn’t very well he setting down this
narrative of events, - ,

As a matier of fact the guv'nor and I had
a very narrew squeak,

We heard Smiles shout *‘You young
hounds!” and I guesgsed instantly that
Montie and Tommy had come to the rescue.
But then Smiles had said something about a
bcmb, and my blood seemed to freeze.

“ Back, guv'nor—back!”’ I gasped,

But Nelson Lee was already dragging me

away. We raced along the tunnel towards

the steel door. But bhefore we arrived the
explosion occurred. The gush of air which
rushed along the tunnel sent us flat upon our
faces, but we were scarcely hurt. We
scrambled up, dazed; but very much alive.

““The homb was evidently a very small
aflair, Nipper,”’ said Lee breathlessly. ‘‘ And
the force of the explosion, no doubt, ex-
pended itself upwards. It is fortunate that
we—— What is that sound?”’

The

There was a curious rushing noise.
sound filled the whole tunnel. We were in
the dark and could see nothing. The noise
increased in volume. And then something
hit me violently upon the chest and sent me
crashing over. I was submerged, and gasped
and spluttered helplessly.

The tunnel was flooded!

How I managed to get to my feet I don't
know. But when I did so I found that the
guv’'nor was beside me. Water swirled all
round wus, waist-high. And it was rising
higher every second, and the thunderous roar
was louder than ever.

‘“ Are—are you all right, guv'nor?’ 1
gasped.

‘* Yes, Nipper. T thought—-""

‘““What's happened?’”’ I spluttered ‘con-
fusedlv.

‘ Qur position is desperate, I am afraid,”
ame Nelson Lee's steady voice. * That ex-
plosion dislodged tne rocks—and this tunnel,
as _you know, runs right bheneath the river.
The water is rushing in, and within a few
minutes we shall be submerged. The tunnel
will be flooded out.”

“Oh!”" I muttered huskily.

The full realisation of the position left
me limp. Therc seemed to be no hope. The
steel door barred our way, and the other
exit was already flooded. In all prgba-
bility the tunnel itselt had caved in.

“ We're trapped,” I muttered—*' trapped
like rats in a drainpipe!”

A -terrible death awaited us; but, some-
bow, I didn’t think of this. My thoughts
were bitter and angry. Hunter had beaten
us--he had won! Hunter had escaped, and—
and— Oh, it wae too awful!

Nclson Lee’s electric-torch flashed out. The
light revealed a tossing mass of muddy
water ahead of us. It was surging round
madly, and the level of it alrcady reached
our chests. .

& Come, Nipper,” said the guv’nor sharply,
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“We—we can’'t get oui of this—"

‘““ Nonsense!”’ gnapped Lee, ** Pull ycour-
solf togother, lad.”

I felt dazed and bewildered, and couldn’t
think clearly at 2ll. Nelson Lee waded four-
ward, and T fellowed him mechanically. Our
difficulties increased at every step. For,
not only was the water rising, but the tuonel
dipped slightly., By the time we hadl

-traversed thirty fect the water was cday'ng
round my nceck.

“Tt's—it’s no good, guvnor!” 1 panted
hopelcssly.

Within a minate T should he under com-
pletely—I kpew it. But Nelson Lee grasjed
my arm, and we went forward again. The
whale affair was a nightmare. Just ahead
the rock walls had caved in, and piles of
debris lay under the water. This, in a wav.
"helped us, for the level of the floor was
raised.

Near*the hottom of the shaft a huge hole
had appeared in the rocks. The water wag
pouring out of thie thundaerously. But the
iron ladder was still intact—it was twisted
and bent, but quite whole.

Nelson Lee remcined perfectly calm. He
helped me along, and at last we stood at
the foot of the shaft. My wits had returned
now—I had a feeling that we were going to
escapc the death which had seemed certain.

** Oh, guv’nor,” 1 panted huskily. * We—
we shall do it!’ .

‘“Of course we shall, Nipper.” said Nelson
Lec. ‘“Just a little mishap—that’s all. Wo
are both unhurt——"’

+‘ Benny—Benny!”’ camc¢ an anxious hail
from above. ‘

‘““Hallo!” I roared. ‘ Who's that—you,
Montie?"’ !

‘“ Dear boy, I'm frightfully relieved!" ecame
Sir Montie’s voice. *““Is Mr. Alvin'ton all
richt?”

‘“ We are hoth coming up at once, Montie,”
called Nelson Lee.

‘“ Oh, thank Heaven!"

Tregellis-West was immensely pleased. I
could tell. And the guv’mor and I, pulline
ourselves on to the ladder, rose into safety.
We left the tunnel filling with. water; within
five minutes it would be fotally subme:rged.

My strencth returned in chunks, so0 to
speak. By the time I reached the open ir
I was practically all right. Wet through,
fagged, bruised and sore, but as right as

rain in other respects.

Nelson Lee reached the ground first, and I
foliowed. We found Tregellis-West and Wat-
son standing in the moonlight. Their faces
were pale, and their eyes shone with excite-
ment and anxiety. _

““0h, goodness!”’ panted Tommy. *I-—]
thought—""

“ Never mind what you thought, Watson,"
interrupted the guv'nor. ‘‘ We are safe and
sound. We have to thapk you, I presume,
for this fortunate event?" _

‘“ Begad! Fortunate!” gasped Sir Montic,

¢ Undoubtedly., But for your intcrveation
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we should have been down in the tunnel

still,”” replied Lee. “ Rut where is Smiles?”
Montic and Tommy shivered.
*““He's  Lilled, sir,’”" said the  former
Quictly.

“ Killed!” I echoed.
« ““[—I believe so, Benny,” Montie answered.
¥ He's in that bush—he's been there ever
eince the explogion. - Tommy an’ I darcn't
Imk"at him 'closely. We—we thought that
T quite understand, Tregellis-West," said
Nelson Lee, nodding.

‘*“ He was blown right into the air, sir.”
said Watson unsteadily. * Oh. it was awful!
it's a marvellous thing we weren't hurt our-
selves."”’ -
~ The guv'nor had wilked over to the clump
‘'of bhushes. We stood still, watching. Lee
gently lifted Smiles out of the tangled
branches and laid him upon the grass in the
moonlight,

For a few minutes Nelson Lee was busy;
then he beckoned to us.

‘“‘Ts he quite dead, sir?’’ I asked.

‘** The gentleman is very much alive, boys,"’
said the guv'nor calmly. “‘His injuries, I
believe, are mercly superficial. A bruise or
two, and many scratches. There are no
.blones brocken, and he is unconscious through
shock."

‘“ We thought he .was killed, sir,” said Wat-
son huskily.

“It was fortunate that Mr. Smiles fell
into the bushes,”” the guv'nor continued.
‘“ He has certainly escaped very lightly.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRAKY

will gsecure his ankles. Yust to make sure. He
is a slippery customer.”

‘““ And what about Hunter, sir?'’ I asked.

Nelson d.ee tied a handkerchief round
Smiles’'s ankles; then he stood wupright and
looked at me squarely. There.was a grim
ex ulre's&!ion in his eyes—an expression I knew
welil.

“The night's work s not over vyet.
Nipper,” said the guv'nor steadilv. *‘“ Mr.
Hunter has eluded us for the moment, but
he is doomed to disappointment. Before the
dawn I intend to capture the rascal.”

I couldn't quite see how it was golng to
be done, but there was a note of confidence
in Nelson Lee’'s tone which couldn't be
missed. He knew more than I did, evidently,
for it seemed to me that Mr. Kennedy
Hunter, M.A., had slipped away completely.

_‘?st events turned out, the guv'nor was
right.

The niglt’s work was not over by any
mcans. And, before the dawn, Hunter was
finally captured. But, mcanwhile, the
greatest excitement of the whole adventure
was destined to occur.

The Tyrant of St. Frank's was at the end
of his tether, and very shortly he would
suffer complete downfall. But I have not
sufficient space here to set down all the
various adventures and perils which occurred
immediately following our escape from the
flooded tunnel.

The final episode in our battle against Mr.
Kennedy Hunter is worthy of a place alone—

We l and I'll get busy on the job rigcht away.

TRE END

- -

“The Fall
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BEGIN THIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY !

In the Grip &. Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

)
|
|

tke First Chapters.

HEORGE GRAY, his brother JACK, and WILSOR,
are three members of the Berlin Rorers, a
foothall Club in Jermany. When rwar breaks
oul they are interned in a camp at Oberhemmel,
nd one niyht they manage to escape. The

, Rowerer, i3 given, and there is nothiny
to do but to run for st. They succeed in
ecading pursuit, and hide till the next morn-
ing in a turnip field. At daybreak they sel
out and capture three men who are driving
carts to market. They bind and gag them,
ana sel off with theiwr wuggons.  Luck farours
them. and they drive to a market-toimmn, where
they leave the waggorns. They tl.en take tickels
Jor Berlin. They arrive safely in Berlin and
tuke rooms at an apartment house. They
are sure.their landlady does not suspect them,
arnl she scems honest. Meanmwhile an influen-
tid German named Beckmann promises to
Iry to aget them through to Hollund. The
landlady, however, and her son betray them,
and once aguin they are in the grip of the
Huns. They are taken to Ruhleben, and
the prisoners already there give thein u cheer.

(Now reud on.)

- FIRST NIGHT IN THE NEW CAMP.

r HERL was a gepuineness about the
| I prisoncrs’ welcome that sent a thrill
: to the hearts of the hapless Writishers
| who had now to share their dreary
Jot with them, and they stiifened at the
sound of it.

“ Rule Britonnia. Vive la France.” yelied
George, waving his hand, and the scowling
cscort had to put up with it.

They were stopped by an offieer, wand some
questions were swiltly asked and answered.
Then an they svung again, and a hall aop
hour later, after having been paraded. their
names. taken and checked, and bed3 served
out to them— these proving to he sacks filled
"with straw—they werce shown their sleeping
quarters, which proved to be part of a

xtables, Qcorge: Jack, and Wilson bceing
accommodated in a loose box.

Three or four men were et to sleep in cach
hex, The stables were lofty, well eon-

By CLEMENT HALE.

- NOTE.—As the title *“ Inthe Hands of the Hun)
have altered the name of our Serdal to the abire.

" has already been used, w:

structed, and well ventidated, tao  weil
ventilated, seeme that there was ne fire ar
stove of any kind, and that the hot water
pipes were not in use. For the ventilation
the prisoners were thankful. though they
coul:d have done without the treshneas,

Above were the hay lofts, and to these
ladders led.  They served asz sleeping gquartera
for other prizoncrs, and from a casual vlance
the newcomere could see that the vreat camp
was nearly full.

Thev had to wait a long time before fo.ul
was served out. It eoncisted of come vegr -
table soup with some picees of conrse meat
floating in it, some rice pndding with prunes,
and sausages.

Such as it was, the famishied new arrivals
enjoyea it, and afterwards their comrades
who sharcd the stables with them ockedd
round, eager to learn the lateat news of b
outer world, ta ask how the war was coiney,
and to see what the strancers were lahe,
When they discovered that they wers
three of the unfortunates who had heen n-
terned i Oberhemmel camp. and that they
had escaped therefrom, the Ruhlebenit 3
hardly Knew how to wolcome the hepoes

A foraging expedition raided other parts
af the camp, and retnrned loicn with cone
whisky., eigarcttes, and talmceam, tn say
nothing of a few daintics =uch as ery<tallia d
[ruits, sweets, and the ke, which wera
showered on our heroes.

Whule they smoked ard ate and talked,
crowd around them vrew. Noen there
a ring four or five deep abont them.

When it vas learnt that the Gerurans wor
not having it all their own way, that the
latest news  in . Berlin shawed  thas  tho
Freneh had struck bhoek, and that General
French had exacted a heavy toll in dives Tar
the hammering he'd been subjected ta, every
face grew cheerful.

Then in turn the three friends had to higsten
to talqs of hardship, 7 vruelty, even of in-
humanity suffered by the unfortunates who
were interned in Ruhleben,

Thines were a bit hetter now, it seemed,
but at the start thcy'd been simply awful,
Hun brutality then was induscribable, and
protests had been ignored.

(Continued overleal.)

“u)
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The stables had been licked into shape.
The American Ambassador had visited them
several times, and thanks to his timely -in-
tervention, some abnzes had been lightencd.
For Instanece, bedding was _better, the food
not* so bad_as it used to be, they “received
parcels regularly from home—those, at least,

who had .relations and friends there—and
blankets had been served out.

Also the grand-stand <of the racccourse
had -been made more  habitable, and the

stables converted into something more like
n barracks than they used to be.

At=0 roads had been constructed—by pri-
soner labbur--and they vere allowed to play
vames, of whichi- foothall was an casy first
avourite, and had-e¢ven beep™ permitted to
use the racecourse, under guard.

Here a fine ficld had been marked out by
the enterprising  professional footballers in-
terned there.

Matches were played, lcague matches and
cup-tic games.

The 1aces of the neweomners brightened as
they heard.

“Of. course,”  alimost  shouted  Wilson,
“Bloomer 13 here, and Cameron, and a dozen
other ehaps T know., And here are the Grays’
and myselt. It there's going to be any more
toothall, for goodness’ sake let us be in it.”

“And so you shall,” cried a deep basp
voice, and a mwan shouldered his way through
thie press.

The  three choms Jooked  at  him, and
recoeising Lim instantly, burst into a shout
GfF Jovous welcome.
“Bert Thomas, ™
feet.

s George Gray, as I'moalive, And Jaek
too, and Wilson., How are yvou George?  Iow
are you, Jaeck, my son? Wilton, old sport.
e gdad o meet you. - Now we will have a
livs'ly . thine. 1 play for the Hornets, aopd |
woe've ot a poor side. But if you chaps will
play for us, we'll win the cup as sure as
we're alive.”

“No. They're  coing to play  for the
Zamblers,” sadd o stout, red-faced, sturdy
man, s ne intturn, came to shoke-haids with
the” new  arrivals, © How ire you, boys?
Glad to mecet yvou, thouch I'd rather you'd
vot safe back 1o "England .

The speaker was George Sturgess, an ex-
cellent plaver, who had been c¢oach of, a
club at Hanover when the war broke out.
They knew him well.

“And so they-turned to talking footbhall in
order to pass away the time, and George
Gray stirred them with an account of the
match they had played at Oberhemmel., and
how they had got even with the traitor Kutz.

All too soon came the order for them to
turn in, and after the crowd had dispersed

cricd George, rising to his

by
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the three chums threw themselves down o
their straw beds, drew their rough blankets
about them, and went fast off to sleep.

EE———

A CUP-TIE MATCH.

LTOGETHER, 'when they scttled dowy

to it, the thrce friends found life .
- Rubdeben infinitely preferable to thar

they'd spent at Oberhemmel. Trye,

was strictness of  supervision ()
occasion, though they were allowed i
ramble about within their limitations s
they chose, and sometimes some favoured one
was permitted to go to Berlin under escort.

After they had been there some time, to
the great delight of the Grays a parcel and
letters arrived from their mother, - who had
icarned of their whereabouts through - the
German authoritiecs—who had been urged :o
communicate with Mrs. Gray by -Wijlhéhm
Beckmann, George discovered a long  while
after,

The letter contained money, and for ti.c
first time the brothers found themselves coun-
paratively rich.

They shared their parcel with their frien::
and purchased some much-needed necessaric-.

A store had been opened withinzthe: camn
an enterprising German frau,: wherca:
they were abte to make purchases of -fond
stutls, and it was aiso” possible tc buy
luxuries: from outside.

- A~ bribe. here. and. there among: the Hun
oflicials of . the camp.worked wonders. They
began 2tos:look: forward hopefully to. th-

t-lu:ré

‘future, for none .of them had the slightest

doubt ,that when
loins and made
would win.

So the weeks passed away, with only. an
occasional disagrecment, and they managced
to get some sort .of enjoyment out of their
huindrum, prison_life.

And of course George Gray, Jack, and
Wilzon played for the Hcrnets.

They first turned out-in a cup-tie matceh,
which was played on.a fine autumn afternoon
on tfe cup-tie ground on the racecourse.

The prisoners crowded in their hundreds to
look on and a reciment of armed soldiers
watched over them—ay, even enjoyed the
game too. .
20n-that memorable afternoon the Hornets
played *the” Rovers, .the ‘¢ fancied ", team* for

she™ had girded up” hev
her preparations, Britain

the cup. The Rovers had wan their match
in*the: first routid by tén clear goals. Tlic
Hornets, on. the other hand, who were

lcoked upon as one of the weakest sides in
the competition, had just managed to
scramble a draw with the Wanderers, whom
they beat luckily by a single goal on the
replay on a smaller ground.

(To be continued.)
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