


St. Franli’s Swrrounded By Terrorists —Machine-Gun Raid On The School —
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CHAPTER 1.
An Unfertunate Mishap te Phipps.

‘o ITAT-HO! ’Morning,
sort of thing!”’
Archibald Winston Derek Glen-

thorne, the genial ass of the
Remove at St. Frank’s, sat up in bed and
revealed his superstructure encased in bluc-
and-orange striped silken pyjamas. Phipps,
his imperturbgble valet, was in the act of
puiling aside the curtains.

*Good-morning, Master Archibald,”
Phipps, as he turned.

““Oh, rather! Somewhat murky, though,
by the look of the north-eastern horizon,”
said Archie, as he took one look at the leaden
sky and subsided back upon the pillow.
‘“Odds shivers and blasts, Phipps, it’s not
absolutely time to hit the good old lino-
leum, 18 1t ?”

and all that

said

“Pmoalvaid so, sie.”

“Well, vou know best,” contmued Archie,
with a sigh. 1 mean to sayv, 1t’s no good
arcuing about 1t, 18 it? What about the cup
of cheer? L cather that it 1s somewhere 1n
the offing ?”

“I am bringimg it
rephied ’lnpps.

And, having seen that the curtains were
set to s satisfaction, he performed the cele-
brated Phipps glide to the door and vanished
noisclessly. Phipps was always like that. e
came and went in the most disconcerting
manner. A perfect servant.

Archie was a pampered youth. He was
the only fellow in the whole of St. Frank’s,
in fact, who boasted a valet. Not even the
lordliest member of the lordly Sixth em-
ployed a personal servant. KEven Archie only
vretained Phipps on conditions. Phipps al<o
performed duties as the headmaster’s bntler,

s 3y

immediately, sir,
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'——Another Powerful Story Of The Fellowship Of Fear and NELSON LEE, Detective !

The SIEGE of St. FRANK'S!

By E. S. Brooks
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High above the Triangle, in the school tower, Nipper and Handforth fought with

the hooded raiders, whilst their distress signal blazed fiercely.

Below hooded

machine-gunners and riflemen kept up a ceaseless vigil, St. Frank’s was in a
state of siege. ... Once you have started to read this amazing thrill-packed
story of St. Frank’s you won’t be able to put it aside until you have finished it.

It’s great !

-———

It’s grand !

and his services for Archie were mainly con-
fined to the carly morning and the tea hour.

The door opened again, and Phipps now
entered carrying a neat tray on which stood
a stcaming cup of tca, a sugar bowl, and a
plate containing a couple of biscuits. Archie
freely admitted that he was never himself
until he had imbibed the good old India and
Cevlon.

“If you will kindly sit up, Master Archi-
bald,” said Phipps.
‘“ Absolutels ! replied Archie, his eye on

the steaming tcacup. “I'm sitting up
already, laddie, to say nothing of taking
notice. 'Kindly come right across with the

cockle-warming beverage.”
Phipps came across all right. In fact, he
obeyed Archic literally, though it appeared



4 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

to be through no fault of his own. Archie’s
shppers which usually reposed neatly beside
the bed, had strayed this morning, and were
right in the fairway. Owing to the tray,
Phipps was unsighted, so to speak, and his
left foot caught against the slippers, he
tripped, and the tea went across perfectly.

It shot up into the air, accompanied by the
sugar and biscuits and the crockery, and as
Phipps stumbled heavily against the bed, the
tea splashed liberally over Archie.

“Help! I’m scalded!’’ shrieked the un-
fortunate junior, leaping out of bed as
though he had been stung by a hornet. *‘Good
gad! Man the lifeboats! We’re sinking!”

1t was fortunate for him that the tea was
not scalding hot, and although in some pain,
he was not really hurt. Tea was dripping
from his ears, and from his chin, and his
magnificent pyjama suit was ruined.

A hollow groan came from Phipps. He had
subsided to the floor, but now he reached an
arm upwards, clutching at the bedpost, and
he pulled himself into an upright position.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie in a strange
voice.

He was staring at Phipps’ forearm. In
recaching up, the valet’s sleeve had drawn
back, exposing his forearm half-way to the
elbow. here was nothing wrong with it,
but Archie seemed quite stunned; so much
so, in fact, that he became strangely cooled.

“I—I’m dreadfully sorry, sir,’’ said Phipps,
who was now on his feet.

‘““And so you dashed well ought to be,”
retorted Archie.

“I trust you are not hurt, sir.”

“Then )you can go on trusting,’” said
Archie icily. “I mean to say, if you don’t
think 1t hurts to have a cup of boiling tea
splash!ed all over your tenderest spots, just
try 1t1”

His expression changed. as he noted the
agonised look on Phipps’ face. He was star-
ing at the man strangely—almost wonder-
ingly, as though there was something here
which was unfathomable.

‘““Are you hurt?” he asked abruptly.

““Thank you, sir. Nothing to speak of,”
replied Phipps, controlling himself. My
ankle caught against the bed, and I fear it
18 slightly ricked, but the injury is only
trifling. I was unfortunate enough to stumble
over your slippers, sir, which appcar to have
been left in an unusual place.”

“That’s dashed rummy!” said Archie, star-
ing. ‘Tl swear I put those slippers under
the bed last night. Odds waste of time!”
he added plaintively. ‘ Bother the blight-
ing slippers! What are you going to do
about - this ?”’

He indicated his soaked person, but before
Phipps could answer, the door opened, and
Nipper, the cheery Remove captain, looked
in. Behind him were Tommy Watson and
Sir Montie Tregellis-West.

‘““Need any help?” asked Nipper. ‘' We
heard some awful yells—— Hallo! What
have you been doing to yourself, Archie?”

b

“Pray don’t be so frightfully ridic.,” pro-
tested Archie. *‘“You don’t think 1 tipped
the tea over myself, do you? Phipps did
it! At least, it was done by this blighter!"”

And he looked at Phipps harder than
cver.
“Alas and alack!” said Nipper, with

feigned horror. ‘‘Phipps, the Perfect, has
at last slipped up!”

““No, sir,” said Phipps imperturbably.
slipped down.”

“By stumbling over my slippers,” added
Archie.

“Begad, there seems to be a lot of slippin’
about 1t, there does, really,”” remarked Sir
Montie, with a chuckle. ‘“But as long as
nobody is hurt, everything’s all right.”

“We're both hurt, dash you!” said Archie,
who still seemed unaccountably calm. “I'm
scalded, and Phipps has put a kink in his
ankle. My pyjJamas are ruined, and the
bedclothes—— Dash it! It’s most frightfully

(SI

" odd!”

‘““What 137” asked Nipper.

““There’s something I can’t understand,
old tulip,” replied Archie, addressing Nipper
but looking straight at Phipps. “In fact, it’s
the rummiest mystery I’ve ever come across.”

‘““You mean about the slippers, sir?”’ asked
Phipps. ‘ Perhaps you used them in the
night and forgot——’

““I don’t mean the slippers, Phipps,” broke
in Archie in a strange voice. ‘Bother the
blinking slippers! 1 mean you!”

‘““Well, we’ll leave you to solve the mys-
tery betwecen yourselves,’”’ said Nipper, laugh-
ing. “Personally, I don’t think you’ll do
it. How the dickens you could stumble over
Archie’s slippers, Phipps, beats me hollow.
You’re usually such a careful merchant.”

‘““‘Yes, sir,” said Phipps sadly.

But before Nipper & Co. could reach the
door, Archie called them back. To their
surprise he requested them to turn the key
in the lock. But now an expression of de-
termination had come into his face. Archie
was regarded as something of a chump but,
actually, he was one of the kecnest fellows
in the Remove.

“Just a minute, lads all,”’ he said quietly.
““You, too, Phipps. This thing needs thrash-
ing out.”

Phipps looked at Archie just as steadily as
Archie looked at Phipps.

“I don’t quite understand, sir,” he said.

‘““ And neither do I,” replied Archie. “ But
before you leave this room, Phipps, I'm
going to understand—absolutely! The fact
that you stumbled over my slippers is queer
enough—because, you know, Phipps, you
simply couldn’t do a thing like that. There’s
something else. Be good enough, old cheese,
to hoist the left sleeve.”

“I beg your pardon, sir,
surprise.

“The young master is anxious to see your
forcarm.”

“My forcarm, sir

‘“ Absolutely !”’

?»”

said Phipps, in

129
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“Must be the shock,” murmured Tomm
Watson, shaking his head. ¢‘ Archie likes his
tea in a cup. He simply hates to have it
thrown at him.”

Archie ignored him.

“I'm waiting, Phipps,”” he said grimly.

Phipps pushed his sleeve back so that a
section of his forearm was in full sight.
Archie looked at it almost dazedly.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated, aghast.

Nipper and Tommy and Montie stared in

wonder.
“What’s the matter, Archie?”’ asked
Nipper. ‘“There’s nothing wrong with

Phipps’ arm.”

“Exactly,” said Archie. ‘ Nothing wrong

at all.”

“Then why are you looking like a half-
boiled cod ?”’

‘““Because there should be something

wrong,” replied Archie, ignoring the insult in
his bewilderment. ‘When Phipps tripped
over the slippers it was suspicious enough.
But this forearm clinches the thing. Kindly
be good enough, somebody, to fetch the
police.”

‘““Wouldn’t it be better to fetch a doctor?”
suggested Nipper. ‘ You'll be all right after
a rest, Archie—-"

“Lads, you may think I’m loony, but I'm
telling you that this blighter is not Phipps,”
said Archie. ‘‘He looks like Phipps, he
talks like Phipps, and he smells like Phipps.
He absolutely uses the same brand of bril-

liantine. But he’s not Phipps.”
Phipps remained as imperturbable as a
sphinx.

‘Quite remarkable, sir,” he said calmly.
‘“May I be permitted to know how you have
arrived at this extraordinary conclusion ?”

““Extraordinary is right,”
“Pull yourself together, Archie! You’re
talking drivel! What’s the matter with you?
Are you only half awake, or what?”

“I rather think that Master Archibald is
more wide awake than I gave him credit for
being,” said Phipps, a dry note creeping into
his voice.

Nipper looked at him sharply.

“What do you mean, Phipps?” he de-
manded. ‘“Why did Archie want to see your
forearm just now ?”’

““That is what I am waiting to hear, sir,”
said Phipps calmly.

“Then I'll tell you,” said Archie, his
words slow and decliberate. ‘“You’re not
Phipps, and I can prove it! Last night,
while Phipps was poking up the study fire,
a red-hot cinder shot out and burnt his left
fore-arm most frightfully. The cinder made
a hole as big as a sixpence—and you’re not
going to tell me that a burn like that could
heal over-night! So I've got you, you
dashed impostor!” |

“You’re mad,” said Watson impatiently.
“l{t’ must have bcen the other arm—that’s
all.’

“It wasn’t the other arm,” replied Archie,
moving across to the door. *““The whole
thing 18 so rummy that I'm more or less

sald Watson.

y dazed, but you can’t fool me about that

burn! I'm pgoing to ring up th '

give this blightelg in chargge.‘e ¢ police and
Nipper & Co. stared in amazement as

Phipps quickly walked to the door and placed

his back against it. |
“Just a minute,” he said quickly.

“Not on your bally life,” exclaimed
Archie. “When you hoisted yourself up from
the floor your sleeve pulled back, and 1
spotted your arm.”

‘“ Ah, now I understand!”

- “Then_ it’s more than I do, my tulip!”
said Archie, with some warmth. *“It's no
good messing about. I've bowled you. 1

N

don’t know what your game is—
“T’ll tell you,” said Phipps grimly.
His voice had changed completely. Nipper
jumped, and the others stared incredulously.
For it was the voice of Nelson Lee!

OR some moments there was a tense
F silence.
“Guv’nor!”
last. |

“Well done, Archie,” said Nelson Lee, his
eyes twinkling. ‘““You were too clever for
me.’

Not only had his voice changed; his whole
bearing was different, he held himself more
freely; the stiffness of the well-trained ser-
vant had vanished. Even the expression ﬁ
his face had relaxed, so that whilst he st
bore a striking resemblance to Phipps, it
was obvious that he was not Phipps. -

“Odds shocks and staggerers,” ejaculated
Archie, with a jump. “It’s—it’s not you,
Mr. Lee? I mean to say, how frightiully
exciting!”

“I’'m lucky that you made the discovery
here, in the bed-room,” said Nelson Lee.
“T’m lucky, too, in the fact that you made
your startling accusation in the presence of
these three boys. They might easily have
been three others.”

“Oh, rather! But I confess I don’t gather
the trend.” |

‘““Nipper and his friends are aware of my
presence in the school, and there are four
other boys who are also in the secret,”
replied Lee. ‘The rest of the school is in
complete ignorance.”

‘““You fooled me properly, guv’nor,” said
Nipper admiringly.  Your impersonation of
Phipps was perfect. “Of course, you've done
it before, and that made it easier, I sup-
pose. We shall have to let Archie into the
full secret now, shan’t we?” :

“Yes, of course,” replied the disguised de-
tective. ‘‘I’m sorry I spilt the tea over you,
Archie. I meant to have a spectacular
tumble, and I purposely put your slippers in
the middle of the floor before you awoke—
8o that I should have a reasonable excuse.”

“Good gad! You mean, vyou did it on
purpose, sir?”’

“I’m afraid I did—but I intended the tea
to fall clear of the bed,” replied Nelson Lee
gravely. ‘“My object was to make a pretence
of ricking my ankle, so that I should have

ejaculated Nipper at
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a good excuse for limping. You sce, my leg
is slightly injured, and I should limp in any
cuse. By adopting that trifling safeguard 1
unconsciously gave myself away. 1t was very
remiss of Phipps to forget that burn.”
“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Nipper.
“Doesn’t it show you how the smallest thing
can upset all your calculations? FPhipps burnt
his arm last night, and forgot to tell you
about it. Or perhaps he thought it didn’t
matter, as the burn was hidden by his sleeve.”

‘“ And Archie’s keen eyes did the trick,”
said Lee dryly.

“Oh, rather! I mean to say, sir, 1 was
going to ask Phipps about his baliy arm,
and when I saw that there was no burn 1
knew dashed well that there was something
squiffy about the whole business,” said
Archie. “But I must confess that I’'m
bowled over. I mean to say, even now 1
can’t get the hang of things. Dashed dis-
turbing, first thing in the morning!”

““The absence of that burn was conclusive
proof—and you were very smart to keep your
hecad as you did,” said the disguised detec-
tive. ‘“Well, as 1 don’t want this secret to
go any further—and as, in fact, my very life
may depend upon your discretion—l shall
have to give you a few brief facts. 1 will
add that I meant to take you into my con-
fidence later to-day, as it would have been
most unfair to maintain such a trick. But 1
wanted to test my disguise on you first.”

Archie was dumbfounded. KEven when he
had made the accusation he had been pre-
pared for Phipps to give some logical explana-
tion of the healed burn. Yet he had known,
at the same time, that such a thing was im-
possible. The actual truth left him in a maze.

little dormitory, Archibald Winston
Derek Glenthorne was admitted into
the Great Secret.

The Secret Seven became the Secret Eight.
The only other boys in the school who
knew the truth were Nipper and his two
chums, Handforth & Co. of Study D, and
l-ialrlldlforth minor, Willy. Archie made the
eighth.

He listened breathlessly as Nelson Lee told
of the terrorist organisation, known as the
Fellowship of Fear, which was operating
up and down England—operating secretly,
stealthily. The central headquarters of the
fanatical confederation was situated, Lee be-
lieved, somewhere on the Continent; the
leaders were Poles, Russians, Germans, and
so on—and they had gathered desperate men
of every nationality to their banner. The
majority of these men had no fervent interest
in the aims of the fellowship, but they were
well paid and the work was fight. And many
were becoming converted to the faith.

The avowed objects of the Fellowship of
Fear were desperate in the extreme. World
revolution—the upheaval of every existing
civilised code. These fanatics wanted chaos,
so that they could grasp power and rule the
world in their own mad way

THEN and there, in the privacy of that

It was an impossible dream. But, none the
less, the fellowship was dangerous, for it
worked underground, and wunless it was
quickly crushed it might cause the death of
hundreds of innocent pceople, anc the ruin of
thousands of others.

When the menace had come to St. Frank’s,
Nelson Lee had thrown himself heart and soul
into the battle. One form of attack, which
the fellowship strongly favoured, was to in-
duce schoolmasters, by means of threats, to
introduce the fellowship’s teachings into their
schools. ¥ Many headmasters had resisted,
many had ignored the warnings. Others had
placed themselves under the protection of the
police. But it made no difference. Those
who defied the fellowship suffered. In many
cases they had vanished utterly, and were
either dead or being held prisoner. * Fight-
ing Jim ” Kingswood, headmaster of St.
Frank’s, had been singled out for attention,
and from the first he had proved defiant.

Here was Lee’s chance.

The detective, disguised as the Head’s
chauffeur, had been on the premises for some
weeks. He had succeeded in locating the
local headquarters of the fellowship. The
secret criminals operated from the old,
deserted Moor Prison. Quite recently, Lee
had fallen into the hands of the enemy, but
with more than his usual brilhance he had
beaten them all along the line, and had
escaped. But his career as *‘ Carson,”” the
chauffeur, was at an end.

¢¢ S it was essential for me to remain
A near Mr. Kingswood I conveniently
vanished,” explained the detective.
“I am confident, that the fellowship
has lost track of me, . It would have been
dangerous to appear at St. Frank’s as a
newcomer—a substitute chauffeur or a gar-
dener, for example. The fellowship’s spies
would have suspected me at once. So I took
Phipps into my confidence—he 18 a man
who can be trusted—and he was smuggled
away last night. In his shoes I am sate, for
he is an established character of St. ¥rank’s
—and, furthermore, he is the headmaster’s
butler. That enables me to be constantly
near Mr. Kingswood.”

‘“ A frightfully brainy scheme,” commented
Archie approvingly. | |

““There 138 no reason why it should not
work out well,” continued Lee. ‘I am trust-
ing you, Archie, to keep this matter a com-
plete secret. 1 adopted that °*tumble’ to
account for my slight limp——"

“How is your leg, guv’nor’” asked Nipper
anxiously. ‘‘While you were escaping you
were winged—'' ‘

“A muscle was cut, but the wound was
purely superficial,” said Lee. * Well, boys, it
looks as though things might boil up sud-
denly before long. 8o far, you know, it has
been merely a simmer.”

‘““What are you expecting, guv'nor?’” asked
Nipper eagerly.

_““Here, at St. Frank’s, I'm expecting very
little,” replied Lee, becoming thoughtful.
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“The fellowship may have ceased its opera-
tions in this district. At all events, the Moor
Prison 1s now deserted. The birds have flown
—and they have taken their prisoners with
them.”’

“*Great Scott!” ejaculated Tommy Watson.

“Then—then there’ll be no more excite-
ment,”’ said Nipper, pulling a long face.

‘“ After my escape from the prison the
feliowship agents naturally cleared out,” con-
tinued Lee.  ““They were afraid of being
ramxded. The prison was raided, in fact—as
gquickly as I could get into operation. But
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“It was impossible for me to aid them when
I was in the prison. I was alone, surrounded
by enemies. And my object was not to
release the prisoners but to obtain evidence.
It won’t be long before 1 reap the fruits of
my labour.”

He was thinking of something which was
his own secret. Whilst within the enemy’s
camp he had obtained possession of a secret
code-book, and he beligved that that insig-
nificant-looking volume contained information
of incalculable use—the names of the leaders,
even their addresses; the location of the cen-
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Phipps had almost reached the bed when he tripped, and sent the tray of tea-things showering

clean over Archie.

‘“ Help ! Man the lifeboats ! *’

yelled the unfortunate junior. *“ We’'re

sinking ! *’

I expected to find the place- empty. To all
intents and purposes, the fellowship has
abandoned this part of the country com-
pletely.  But make no mistake—the game
has really only just begun.”

His eyes were glowing, and Nipper, at
least, knew the reason for that change of
expression. And Nipper shared his famous
guv’nor’'s animation. They were not
attached to St. Frank’s, as the other boys
were; they could carry the fight into new
fields. And Nipper was certain that Nelson
Lec was thinking of going abroad, and
attacking the evil at its very root.

““It’s a bit rough on those poor men who
were imprisoned on the moor, sir,” said
Nipper. ‘‘I was hoping that you would be
able to rescue them——"

‘I shall rescue them,” broke in Lee grimly.

tral headquarters; everything, in fact, which
would enable a net to be closed 1n,

He had worked on that code-book for many
hours, and he was beginning to sce daylight.
There was no greater master of codes and
ciphers than Nelson Lee; he had never been
beaten by one yet, and he was determined
that this one should succumb to his efforts.

When it did so, and he had that mass of
valuable information in his possession—

‘“Meanwhile, we must take nothing for
granted,”’ he continued, “Mr, Kingswood is
not yet out of danger, and for that reason 1
have made this impersonation.”

“But, good gad, sir!” ulated Archie,
jamming his monocle into s eye and sur-
veying L.ee in wonder. “1 mean to say!
You're not absolutely teliing me that the
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good old Head—Fighting
quires a bodyguard?”’

Lee smiled.

“Mr. Kingswood can take care of himself
very nicely, Archie,” he replied. ‘'My reason
for being near him is to trail the fellowshi
agents if and when they come near the schoo..
At the same time, Mr. Kingswood can easily
do with a little extra help. 'These people are
relentless. They may abandon St. lrank’s
as a bad job—or they may attack from a
different angle. We’re just at a point, now,
where we don’t quite know how the cat will
jump. So we’ve all got to be very careful—
and I’m relying on you boys to use your
discretion.”’

“In that case, guv’nor, we'll keep this
strictly under our hats,”” said Nipper. " We
won't even tell Handiorth or the others.
Where’s the need 7’’

They took their departure, inwardly thrilled,
leaving Nelson Lee, once again in the
character of Phipps, to attend to his usual
morning duties for Archie—much to that
elegant junior’s unbounded embarrassment.

Jim himself—re-

CHAPTER 2.
The Shape on the Roof.

OUNT MICHEL PETRASS, late Pro-
fessor of Science in Warsaw Univer-
sity, paced the room of his London
hotel, gesticulating angrily., T ¢ was

a big, heavily-built, clean-shaven man, and
the square cut of his jaw told of his aggres-
sive character. ¥

‘““Mein Gott! But you are the fool,
Venner,” he said harshly. **Not only have
you failed in your trust, but you have allowed
that man, Lee, to escape from you with a
vital document. You know the reward of
men who betray the fellowship, do you not "’

- Boris Venner, with perspiration standing
in beads on his learned forehead, shrank away
from the bigger man’s gaze. He was an
austere, refined-looking man, and under more
favourable conditions he would have been
dignified in bearing.

‘““No, no, count!” he protested. ‘1 did
not betray! You do not know this man,

Lee! He is the devil—he performs black
magic!”
“Pah! He tricked you, that is all,” said

the other contemptuously. ‘*And you will
pay, Venner—unless you recover the code-
book.”’

It was & grim enough little scene. Count
Petrass was one of the Big Men from central
headquarters; Boris Venner was the Master
of the Southern Section, in England, of the
Fellowship of Fear. He was the man who,
at the old Moor Prison, had been known

by his subordinates as ‘““No. 1. Now he
was on the carpet. His organisation had been
broken up, his wembers disbhanded. He had

been relieved of his responsibilities.

This was a direct result of Nelson Lee’s
operations.

“It is a mystery,” he said, for the twen-
tieth time. ‘““Lee was brought into the
prison, unconscious. He was placed in a
cel. I was present when he was searched,
and I will swear that he carried no tools on
him. Yet, within an hour he had escaped
from that cell—leaving the door locked. My
code-book is missing—but there is no cer-
tainty that Lee took it.”

“If he did not take it, then who did?”
demanded the count. *‘‘You admit that he
was 1n your office—"

“But the safe was locked, just as 1 had
left 1t.”

““The cell door was locked, too,’”’ snapped
the man from headquarters. *‘‘If Lee can
open a cell door, he can open a safe door.
It was he who took your code-book, Venner,
and our only hope is that he has been unable
to read it. Gott in Himmell. Think of the
consequences if Lee should decode——"

‘““But it i1s impossible!”’ exclaimed Venner,
in fear.

“QOur agents can find no trace of Lee,” con-
tinued the count, frowning. *‘‘I will give you
one chance, my friend. You will recover that
code-book, and bring it to me with:n twenty-
four hours, and you shall be spared. Fail
to do this, and you suffer the reward of all
who fail the fellowship.”

Boris Venner went chalky white.

“You give me an impossible task,” he
protested, in panic.
- ““You may have the services of two men,”
continued the count relentlessly.

“Two ?” asked the other wildly. * Where
can I start?”
“It is for you to decide what you shall

do, and where ycu shall start,” said Count
Petrass, with a shrug. ‘ But I would suggest
that you start at St. Frank’s. We know that
Lee was quartered there, posing as the head-
master’s chauffeur. It is certain, therefore,
that Kingswood was in the secret. Lf any
man can tell you where Lee is to be found
now, that man is Kingswood.” He changed
his tone as he placed a hand on Venner’s
shoulder. ‘‘Come, my friend,; this is a chance
for you to reinstate yourself,” he said, not
unkindly. ‘“ Accomplish this mission, and you
will not onl}( be restored to your former pres-
tige, but 1 will see to it that you gain
promotion.”’

“Thank you!” muttered No. 1. *“But,
again, 1 say you have given me an impos-
sible task.”

“You have the facilities of our organisa-
tion at your disposal—use them,” said Count
Petrass shortly.

And without another word he dismissed the
man who had lately been in command of the
fellowship branch at the old Moor Prison.

The evening of that day proved blustery

and threatening. A strong south-wester
was blowing in from the Channel, and
the wind, reaching gale-force at times,

boomed and sang round the various Houses
of St. Frank’se. There was no moon, and the
sky was almost completely hidden by dense
masses of black cloud.
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Comparatively early in the evening, there-
fore, the darkness was of that pitchy kind

when it is difficult to see one’s hand in front
of one’s face.

Lights glowed warmliy from the windows
of the school; occasionally, voices made them-
selves heard above the blustering of the wind.
But, for the most part, St. Frank’s was silent,
for the fellows were keeping within doors.
There was a cold, biting nip in the wind,
and occasionally a few drops of rain would
patter down in the squally gusts.

A figure, almost indistinguishable from the
night, approached the headmaster’s House
from across the playing fields. The man was
smallish, well wrapped up against the wéather,
an({ on his back he carried a bulky ruck-
sack.

He was evidently familiar with his sur-
roundings, for, having climbed to the top of
the garden wall with surprising agility, he
dropped behind a dense patch of laurel bushes.
It was the one spot in the garden which
afforded him the greatest cover.

With extreme caution he edged his way
round the bushes, and emerged upon the
Head’s lawn. Not once did he falter. In
spite of the darkness, he seemed to know
every flower-bed, every path. He was making
for a corner of the building where no windows
were lighted. It was, therefore, in absolute

blackness—and blackness was what this in-
- truder desired. Reaching a wall of the House,
he gazed up. Thick creepers grew here,
clinging affectionately to the stonework.
Without hesitation, the man started climbing.
His agility was amazing. He was like a
skilled acrobat as he mounted higher and
higher.

A last he rcached an upper window. He
pulled himself upon the sill, and, pressing
himself back against the stonework in the
recess, he prepared for the next move. The
crecper, on the wall above him, was not
strong enough to sustain his weight. He
swung a rope sharply upwards, and a grap-
pling hook was attached to the end of it.
It caught against the gutter, held firmly,
and in a moment the man was swarming up
like a monkey. He knew, from previous ob-
servations, that the gutter was strong and
reliable.

Even when he reached it, his position was
precarious. Only a trained acrobat could
have hoisted himself up as this man did.
He got one leg into the gutter, heaved, and
like magic he was gripping at the tiles.
There was, indeed, something almost un-
canny in the fellow’s spider-like progress.
With infinite cautidn, yet with a sure touch,
he crept higher and higher, until, at length,
he reached the apex of the room. The wind
whistled round him, but he took no notice.
He edged his way along until he came to the
central chimney stack, where there were two
towering piles of masonry. He selected one,
swarmed up it, and sat perched across the

top. Smoke and fumes surged round him
from the black, yawning opening.

He worked quietly, deliberately., With his
knees gripping the stonework, he unfastened
his ruck-sack, and from it he took a round
object which looked suspiciously like a well-
wrapped bomb; but which was, in fact, an
asbestos-covered microphone. It was attached
to a long cable, and this, too, was asbestos-
covered.

The man'’s next move was to fix some ear-
phones to his head. Then, with great care,
he proceeded to lower the microphone down
the chimney. The ruck-sack contained bat-
teries—and, in fact, a delicate instrument,
with softly glowing valves, which would
enable every word spoken in the room below
to enter the microphone, and reach the ears
of the spy above.

This was the chimney of Mr. James Kings-
wood’s study. The fellowship knew every
detail of the St. Frank’s geography; their
knowledge of the Head’s House was particu-
larly extensive. The man who was now
operating knew this job thoroughly. The
apparatus he was using had been put through
the most rigorous tests; and the man knew,
by the very sounds which reached his ears,
just how far the microphone was from the
fire. His plan was to leave it suspended in
the chimney, well out of sight, but low
enough to catch every spoken word within
the room.

“I don’t think you can improve on that,
Mr. Wilkes,” came the Head’s voice,» with
extraordinary clarity. ‘‘Of course, mathe-
matics is an important subject.”

Mr. Kingswood was discussing school mat-
ters with the Housemaster of the Ancient
House. The spy had adjusted his microphone
carefully. Then, securing the cable, he gently
lowered himself to the roof proper. Here
he made himself as comfortable as possible.
sheltering from the wind, and he crouched
there, prepared to wait, if necessary, for
hours.

The evening was yet young, and the spy,
who had received his instructions from Boris
Venner—No. 1—was hoping to pick up some
scrap of information which would give him a
clue as to Nelson Lee’s whereabouts. It was
quite likely that Mr. Kingswood would tele-

phone to Lee—or talk about Lee with one of
the other masters.

If this vigil failed to produce any results,
the fellowship would then act drastically.
Kingswood, under pressure, might be forced
to talk. Before going to such lengths, how-
ever, this other plan might succeed.

Mr. Kingswood, after all, was the only man
who was likely to know of Nelson Lee’s pre-
sent whereabouts. Lee had that vital code-
book in his possession. The detective’s cap-
ture of the book, in point of fact, had put
the fellowship into an absolute panic. Boris
Venner’s very life depended upon the success
of to-night’s operations.

So the spy sat there, waiting—listening.

The wind was already moderating, and, by
the look of the sky, it seemed likely that a
calm would follow. But it was bitterly cold
up there, on the roof. Not that the spy was
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affected, for his suit, like that of an airman,
was electrically heated. He sat there in com-
parative comfort—invisible, silent.

Hour after hour he waited patiently.

He heard people come into the Head’s
study, and he heard them go. During long
intervals there was an absolute silence, prov-
ing that the room was empty. The micro-
phone enabled him to pick up every word,
even though the voices were quiet. But the
man on the roof heard nothing but incon-
sequential matters connected with the echool
Jvutine, Mr. Kingswood used the telephone
orce, but it was only to call up the head-
» ,ster of the Bannington Grammar School
in reference to the condition of the
Grammarian’s football ground.

Figures ceased to move about on the
ground; boys no longer crossed and recrossed
the Triangle, going from House to House.
Doors were locked, the lLights in the lower
windows were extinguished. St. Frank’s was
preparing for bed.

But the fellowship spy, perched on the
headmaster’s roof, waited with the patience
of Job himself.

CHAPTER 3.
Nelson Lee’s Great Discovery.

¢ ES, by James, it works out right!”

Nelson Lee uttered the words

under his breath; and although he

was an unemotional man, he could

not conceal a note of gloating trnumph. He

had every reason to be pleased.

It was mid-evening, and Lee, 1n the guise

of Phipps, was sitting in‘the latter’s little
private room in the hcadmaster’s House.

Phipps was not on dutyv just now, so he
was enabled to devote himself to the intricate
task of making commonsense out of the mean-
ingless jumble which filled the code book
from cover to cover. ‘

At last, after many weary hours of labour,
Lee had discovered the key. Only a man
deeply steeped in the mysteries of ciphers,
and such hke, could have hoped for success.
Lee, by a process of elimination, and by
making endless calculations and experiments,
had achieved his object.

After that, the rest
simnle.

He worked hard. He sat at a little table,
with the code book near at hand; he had, too,
a writing block and a fountain pen, and his
fingers drove the pen diligently.

Once or twice he was interrupted—for he
attended to all of Phipps’ duties punctually.
But he came back again and again to his
task. And it was at an hour when the junior
boys were going to bed that Nelson Lee
made his way to Mr. Kingswood’s study, and
quietly tapped upon the door.

‘“Well, Phipps?’’ asked the Head, as the
digniﬁed figure entered.

I would like a private word with you,
sir,”” said Lee, who was Phipps to the life.
“Mr. Kingswood’s eyes twinkled. He was
sitting back in an easy chair, near the fire,

was comparatively
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reading; but now he laid his paper aside, and
picked up his pipe.

““Go ahead, Phipps,” he said, with a
chuckle. ‘‘You can close the door.”

Nelson Lee did so.

‘“ Nobody is likely to disturb us now,” con-
tinued the Head. “In any case, what would
it matter? Surely a man can spend a little
time with his butler without arousing sus-
picion ?”’

Lee came to the fireplace and sat in the
easy-chair opposite.

‘““ All the same, Jim, we’ve got to be care-
ful,” he said in his natural voice. *‘You
may think that I am faddy, but——"

‘“Not at all,” interrupted Mr. Kingswood.
“I’ve had quite enough experience of the
fellowship to know that the beggars are de-
termined—and cunning. You are well advised
to be cautious, Mr. Lee.”

‘“ Better call me Phipps,” said the detective.

And upon the roof, the spy positively
trembled in the intensity of his sudden ex-
citement. Not two minutes ago he had been
telling himself that the venture was a fatlure.
Now the whole position was reversed. He
had made the Great Discovery! He had not
only learned where Nelson Lee was, but he
knew that Lee was impersonating Phipps, the
butler!

The fellowship’s task should now be simple,
for it was only necessary to make a quick
raid and grab Lee, and the code-book would
be recovered.

‘“ Anything fresh?” asked Fighting Jim,
looking at Nelson Lee in wonder—for he
could never get over the brilliance of Lee’s
impersonation.

‘“Before we talk I would like you to go
to the window and take a casual look out,”
replied Lee. ‘““Oh, you may smile, Jim!
But the fellowship’s spies are clever and
daripg. I tell you candidly I don’t feel that
it 1z really safe for us to talk, even here, in
the privacy of your own study.”

How justified were Nelson Lee’s fears. And
yet even he, for all his astuteness, did not
think of looking up the chimney. Even if
he had done so, he would have seen nothing,
for the microphone was now blackened by
soot, and lying snugly in a corner of the
chimney. In the grate, too, a fire was glow-
ing with radiant heat, and, on the face of
it, it seemed impossiiJle that any spying
could be done in that quarter.

The Head went to the window, looked out,
then he went to the door, had a stroll across
the hall, and came back. He shrugged his
shoulders as he sat down in the easy-chair
again.

‘““Nothing,” he reported.

‘“Well, we’ll talk in low tones if you don’t
mind, Jim,” said Lee softly. “What I'm
going to tell you is of vital importance. 1
have mastered that code-book.”

- If Mr. Kingswood received a surpnise, the
spy, above, received a shock. For he heard
the words distinctly. With Lee and Kings-
wood sitting close to the fireplace, not even
a whisper failed to reach the microphone.
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““You must forgive me, Jim, if I sound
boastful,” continued Nelson Lee. *“But I am
now in a position to smash the fellowship
completely. With the information which is
now in my possession I can set the British
police, and the police of many European
countries, in motion. And at one blow the
Fellowship of Fear, will be shattered, and
many men, whose names are highly re-
ipected, will find themselves behind prison
ars.”’

“Don’t tantalise me with these hints,”’ said
Mr. Kingswood, bending nearer. “What
have you actually discovered?”

“I have decoded the contents of that

book,’’ replied Nelson Lee. “First and fore-
most I have learned that the central head-
quarters of the fellowship are at Holtz
Castle, in the Bavarian mountains.”

‘““ Great Scott!” °

“I don’t wonder that you are surprised,”
said Lee grimly. ¢ Holtz Castle is one of
those quaint, medieval piles which are to be
found in mary parts of Bavaria; an ances-
tral castle with turrets and towers, perched
on a rock. It is the home of Baron Hein-
rich von Holtz, a German noble with an
ancestry which goes back to the Middle

Ages.”
“But are you sure of this?” asked
Mr. Kingswood. ‘It sounds incredible.”

“It is written in the code-book, and there
can be no mistake,” replied Lee. *‘ Holtz
Castle is the War Office, so to speak, of the
fellowship.”

If the spy on the roof had received a

shock earlier, he was now cold with fear.

" Never for a moment had No. 1 believed that

Lee would master the code-book. But Lee
had done so—Lee not only knew the inner
secrets of the terrorist society, but he was
imparting those secrets to another!

The spy listened with such intensity that
he was almost in pain; he held himself rigid,
and his heart was thudding with the ex-
citement and fear which gripped him.

Nelson Lee talked on—and his talk was re-
lentless. He explained to Mr. Kingswood
that the code-book gave him the necessary
information concerning local headquarters—
not only in Germany, but in Poland, Austria,
France, Belgium and England. Lee was in
posdession of every vital fact. He knew the
names of all the tellowship chiefs.

“But this is stupendous,” said Mr. Kings-
wood at length. ‘“No wonder you say you
can shatter the fellowship at one blow! What
are you going to do, Mr. Lee? When will
you strike?”

““To-morrow, 1 hope—or the next day, at
latest.”

“But how will you get to work? You,
singlehanded, cannot accomplish much.”

“This matter will now pass out of my own
hands,” replied Nelson Lee. ‘ Naturally, I
dare not trust this information to the local
police. I shall not even venture away from
St. Frank’s during the hours of darkness.
Neither will you, Jim. When you go to
bed I shall place myself on guard near you.”

LIBRARY,

“Will that be necessary?” asked Mr.
Kingswood, frowning. “Hang it, I don’t
want to feel that I’ve got to be watched over
and protected——"’

“It isn’t that,”” said Nelson Lee. “Waeo
must not allow anything to interfere with
our plans. In the morning I shall take a
trip to London—apparently on a shopping
expedition for Archie Glenthorne. Actually,
I shall go straight to the Home Office, and
place all my information in the hands of tha
Home Secretary. He, in turn, will communi-
cate with Scotland Yard, and with the police
chiefs of all the big European cities. Then,
at a given signal, the fellowship will be
surprised and broken. With the definite in-
formation I can supply, it ought to be a com-
paratively simple task.”

“So that adventure of yours, the other
night, looks like bearing splendid fruit,"”
said Fighting Jim warmly. ‘1 congratulate
you, Mr. Lee. You did a wonderful piece of
work there—and a more wonderful piece of
work in decoding that book. When the fel-
lowship 1s smashed, it will be entirely duo
to your own activities. You ought to be
made a peer of the realm for this service to
your country.”

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“We mustn’t count our chickens
they’re hatched,’”’ he replied. *‘There’s many
a slip, you know—although, in this case, 1
don’t think we have much to fear. As I
said, I shall go to London to-rnorrow—gnd,
in the character of Phipps, even the fellow-
ship’s spies, if any of them are about, will
not give me any unwelcome attention.”

““Does anybody else know of this discovery
of yours?”

““Nipper knows that I have been working
on something of importance this evening, but
I thought it advisable to give him no de-
tails,”” replied Nelson Lee. “I told you about
young Glenthorne, didn’t I1? It was neces-
sary to take him into the secret.”

‘““That makes eight boys ‘in the know,
doesn’t it ?”’

“Yes, but they can all be trusted,” said
the detective. ‘‘The eight boys are ignorant
of this code-book episode, but they know all
the rest. Not another soul in the school,
man or boy, knows anything at all.”

‘“ Nipper, Watson, Tregellis-West, Hand-
forth, Glenthorne—— Who are the others?”

““Church, McClure, and young Wily Hand-
forth,” replied Nelson Lee. *“O0Of course, they
are as keen as mustard to take an active part
in the next move. But I’'m afraid there won’t
be a next move. Not here, in this district,
at all events. The fight against the fellow-
ship will now become widespread. Well, Jim,
we can do nothing further to-night. You
had better get to bed—at least, I shall now
go to my own room, and you will retire at
your usual hour.”

They talked for some minutes longer, dis-
cussing the subject in general terms; then
Nelson Lee took his departure.

But, prior to that, the spy on the roof
had carefully hauled up the microphone, and
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had once again stowed it in his knapsack.
Then, with that samo acrobatic activity, he
descended to the ground. It was mnecessary
for him to exercise much greater care now;
for the whoie school was quiet, and the wind
had died down, leaving aﬁmost a dead calm.
But so careful were the movements ot the
spy that he made no sound whatever; and
he was so sure-footed that he never once
stumbled. #He kept to the black shadows,
and thus he passed beyond the range of the
school property.

He did pot venture upon the road, but
kept to the meadows, cutting across to the
secluded rustic bridge which spanned the
River Stowe. Crossing this, he hurried along
a footpath, and at. length came out into a
lane. From a dense bramble thicket he pulled
a bicycle—an ordinary push-bicycle. With
great speed he removed his black overall suit,
and strapped it, with the knapsack, to the
bicycle’s carrier. Then, looking like a very
ordinary cyclist, he pedalled hard to Banning-
ton.
There was no reason for him to be careful
now, for he had a little bungalow of his own
on the outskirts of the town. This man, in
fact, had been living in the bungalow for
quite a few weeks, and was respected by his
neighbours. He was even supposed to be an
agent for small hardware articles, and his
cycling trips, with a well-packed carrier,
aroused no comment.

He let himself into the bungalow by means
of his key, pushed his machine in, and closed
the door. Striding into the comfortably
furnished front-room, he found Boris Venner
sitting by the gas fire.

“Well?”” asked No. 1, in a low, eager
voice.

““My report is bad, sir,” said the other.

“Bad! What do you mean ?”’ panted No. 1.
“QOut with it, man!”

“Lee is there—at St. Frank’s.”

““What!”

‘“And he knows everything.”

“What do you mean—he knows every-
thing 7’ snarled Venner, gripping the other
man in his excitement and fear. ‘Tell me!
Tell me! Are you saying that he actually
knowe my identity 7’

‘““‘He knows not only your identity, but the
identity of everybody else in the fellowship,”
replied the spy. ‘‘He has decoded the secret
book. To-morrow he is to visit the Home
Secretary, and se! machinery in motion which
will smash the fellowship to atoms.”.

“It is unbelievable,” said No. 1, horrified.

But after his subordinate had gone into
all the details he was convinced. And his
fear increased with every minute that passed.
He looked a nervous wreck as he paced
jerkily up and down the little room, his hands
nervously twitching, his facial muscles work-
ing spasmodically, and distorting  his
features.

“It's bad,” said the spy.

“Bad ?”’ almost screamed Boris -Venner.
“For the fellowship it may mean disaster—
for me it is death!”
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“But why?”’ asked the other quickly.
‘““Lee will remain at the school to-night. He
is taking no action until to-morrow. He has
told nobody of his discoveries—except Kings-
wood. The police know nothing—yet.”

““Yes, yes! There 18 a chance,” panted
No. 1, halting, his fingers tremulously drum-
ming against his chin, ‘“ Let mc think, man!
Get away from me, you fool! Let me think!"

He only thought for a minute or two, then
he went to the telephone and gave a London
number. Soon he was connected with the
room of Count Michel Petrass—who was one
of the ‘“Big Five’ of the fellowship.

“It is I—Venner,” gaid No. 1, speaking in
a little-known Slav dialect.

““If you wish to communicate, see me per-
sonally,” came the voice of Count Petrass, in
tones of icy gnger. ‘‘You know the rules, do
you not?”’

“But this matter i3 of such vital urgency
that there is no time,” replied Venner

uickly., “For once, sir, we must take a
chance. If an operator happens to be listen-
ing in, he will not understand.”

““I will not listen,” retorted the voice.

“But you must,”” gasped Venner. ‘I have
found Lee—and he knows the secrets of the
code-book.”

“What!”

“Unless action 18 taken to-night, all will be
lost,” continued Venner, speaking rapidly.
‘“Lee knows of Holtz Castle and the baron
—he knows everything.”

‘““By the saints! It is impossible!” came
the count’s frightened voice.

“He knows you, too—he mentioned your
name,’’ went on No. 1. ‘““He has given this
information to Kingswood, but not another
soul in the world knows. He is delaying
action until to-morrow. There are eight boys
in the school who know something of the
secret——""

‘“Stop !”” came the voice of Petrass. ‘“You
are in Bannington, yes? I will be with you
shortly after midnight. Say no more now.
I will also give instructions—— But I will
say no more. Wait for me. Do nothing
meanwhile.”

The line became dead, and No. 1, trem-
bling, hung up the receiver. His face was
ashen. He was wondering, at that moment,
whether he should make a bolt for it. It
might be his only chance. The fellowship
had no use for its members who blundered.

“Well, sir?’’ asked the spy.

_ “*Nothing can be done yet,” said Venner,
sinking into a chair. “You have a cigarette,

yes? Give me one. Petrass is coming. We
are to take action.”

““Petrass 18 coming—here?” asked the
other. ‘‘Won’t it be dangerous? People
might talk!”

‘““What matters?”’ said Venner. ‘The very

life of the fellowship is at stake. For once we
must throw caution to the winds. We must
act drastically. Leave me alone, man.”
Venner was a wreck. And one man was
responsible for his condition. Nelson Lee,
alone, had struck terror—hideous terror—into
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With an earsplitting roar the motor-boat, carrying Nelson Lee and Co. smashed full-tiit
into the barricade of boats, sending them crashing right and left.

the lheart of this man who had. only a few
days earhier, been in command of an 1m-
portant branch of the fellowship.

“It is unbelievable!” he muttered as he
smoked furiously. ‘‘Lee—the butler! We
have had the man, Phipps, under observa-
tion. Was he Lee all the time? No, that
15 impossible. Phipps was at the school while
l.ee was there under the name of Carson.
By Heaven! That man is a worker of black
magic.’

He was calmer after an hour had elapsed;
and by the time a car drew up outside, In
the deserted road, he was almost dignified.

(‘ount Michel himself and three other men,
all foreign looking, came striding into the
front-room. They were grim and dangerous.

““Now, Venner—tell me!” said the count,
without any delay.

Venner gave the full details.

“There i3 only one chance-—for vou,
for us,” said Perrass, at length.
be foreibly removed from St.
night-—together with Kingswood. If we can
tuke them. and secure the code-book, no
damage will be done. If Lee, in the character
of Phipps, had gone to l.ondon this even-
ing. we should have becen wrecked. lLee, by
his delay, has given us the chance to recover
Also, we ehall seize this man and put him
where he can do no further harm.”

' and
““l.ee must
Frank’s to-
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He did not know that l.ee would have gone
to London that evening but for the fact that
the Home Secretary was out of town: und
I.ee was determined to impart his informa-
tion to no other man.
Venner was looking flushed.
“But how can this be done?”’ he asked.
“You do not know this man, lee! Iie is

like a will-o'-the-wisp! To catch him 1s like
running after the rainbow. When you get
to the spot he is no longer ithere.”

“To-night there must be no mistake,”
replied Count Petrass. ‘*We shall take such
steps that failure will be 1mpossible. I am
sorry, Venner, but yvou must suffer for your
grave Dlundering. But we need not speak
of that now.”

““At least, I have made a recovery,” pro-
tested No. 1. “I have discovered that Lce
15 posing as Phipps, the butler, and——"

“You have done something, ves,” inter-
rupted Petrass. *‘That will go in vour favour,
my friend. But it 13 still necessary for us to
take most drastic measures, and we can only
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hope they will be successful.”

“I am willing to do everything within my
power ??

“The matter is now peyond your control,”
said the count. **For your :ake, Venner,
I trust that the Great
will be satisfied with

voilr  explanations,
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Remember, he himself is in a position of
acute danger.”

‘““And one man is responsible,” muttered
Venner,
ing him? Would it not be better to kill?
I am no advocate of violence, but in these
oxceptional circumstances—"’

“To kil Lee would be a grave mistake,”
broke in Count Petrass. ‘' Our object will be

to seize him—as Phipps. There are only nine
people in the school who know that Lee is
not Phipps—the headmaster and eight boys.

When we take Lee, we shall take them, also.
Thus we shall be safeguarded.”

Venner looked his amazement.

““ But—but you are proposing something
that is impossible,”” he protested. ““We might
take one man, yes—perhaps two. But these
boys are sleeping with hundreds of other
boys. It will not be possible to take them
without arousing the school.

‘‘Believe me, Venner, the school will be
aroused,” said DPetrass grimly. ‘‘We go
into action to-night, and our success or failure
will decide the fate of the fellowship. To-
morrow it would be too late. This is our last
chance.”

CHAPTER 4.
The Great Sensation.

YSTERIOUS things were happening
at and round about St. Frank’s.
The school clock had just chimed
the hour of two a.m. Not a light
showed from any House; the night, still
pitchy black, was now calm,

From the playing field, from the meadows,
approaching the school on every side, 1n fact,
came dozens of silent, ehadowy figures. They
were concentrating relentlessly on the school;
they were forming a great cordon which com-
pletely encircled the school property.

And within this cordon other figures moved
forward, with machine-like precision, every
man having his allotted task.

Others had been at work for nearly an hour
at St. Frank’s; they had crept forward in
the darkness, and telephone wires had been
cut. Even the ropes which operated the
school bells nad been put out of action.

The whole range of school buildings, in fact,
was now completely cut oftf from outside help,
St. Frank’s was 1solated, and, the prepara-
tions having been completed, the Fellowship
of Fear was now on the point of striking.

The organisers of this raid were determined
that there should be no hitch. Kverything
would depend upon speed—once the signal
for action was given. Every available fellow-
ship agent had been rushed into the district
for this job; many had come from London,
others from various towns along the South
Coast, from the east and from the west.
They had concentrated in recsponse to an
urgent ‘‘hurry call ’’ sent out on the fellow-
ship’s secret wireless.

Powerful motor-cars were hidden in
meadows, in side-lanes, and tucked away up

““Why take the chance of captur--
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farm-tracks. ¥ The whole countryside round
about St. Frank’s, although apparently so
quiet and deserted, was actually teeming with
grim life,

Nearer and nearer crept the cordon, and
some of the men were carrying bulky objects,
which they treated with infinite care.

The first activity came in the vicinity of
the headmaster’s House; and it was fitting
that Nelson Lee should be the first man to
discover that something was drastically wrong.

ELSON LEE was sitting, fully dressed,
N in the easy-chair in Mr. Kingswood’s
bed-room. The headmaster himself
was sound asleep—and although he
was lying on the bed, he, too, was fully
dressed, except for his shoes. Lee did not
know what might happen to-night—he was
suspicious. And he wanted Fighting Jim to
be ready for any emergency. |
But even the great detective, keen as he
was, could not possibly anticipate the move
which the fellowship actually made. For it
was the most staggering move imaginable.

Occasionally, in the darkness, Lee had gone
to the window, and had peered out. Twice
he had made a round of the house, padding
silently down the corridors, and up and down
the stairs. He had seen nothing amiss, had
heard no unusual sounds. And now, at two
o’clock, he was beginning to think that the
night would pass peacefully.

How mistaken he was, was made abund-
antly clear when a dazzling white light came
pouring right into the bed-room—for the
curtains were not drawn, The light awakencd
Mr. Kingswood on the instant, and he sat
up, blinking. ‘

““Great Scott! What’s wrong?” he asked
in amazement.

But Lee had leapt out of his chair, and was
at the window. He was blinded by the glare
of a searchlight—which, placed in the centre
of Inner Court, was playing fully upon the
face of the House. Standing in the glare of
the light, below, were a dozen extraordinary
figures—men dressed in long Howing robes
of vivid grecn; their faces were completely
hidden, and above their heads arose high-
peaked cowls.

Even in that tense moment, Nelson Lee
did not forget his réle.

“‘It—it must be some practical joke, sir!”
he said, turning to Mr. Kingswood, who was
just joining him. “There are lots of strangely
dressed men out here »

“The fellowship!” Mr.
wood, aghast,

‘““l beg your pardon, sir?”

“Man alive, don’t you realise——  Yes,
Phipps, perhaps you’re right,” said Mr.
Kingswood hastily. “It must be a joke—"’

“You will be good enough, Mr. Kings-
wood, to arouse your household as quietly as
possible, and give instructions that every setr-
vant, man or woman, is to collect out here,”
said a firm voice from below, ‘‘1 would point
out that if you attempt any resistance, we
shall be compelled to act in the most drastic

muttered Kings-
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manner.” We have machine-guns here, and
every man is also armed with automatic
pistols.”’

Mr. Kingswood was completely at a loss.
Fiven Nelson Lee, for once, was puzzled.

“Talk to them,” he whispered. ‘‘Keep
them talking. I will slip away——""

“Not yet, my friend,” interrupted a soft,
but grim voice.

And Lee felt something jabbed hard into
the middle of his back. DMr. Kingswood ex-
perienced the same sensation. And when
they stared round they saw that four of the
hooded and gowned figures were in the room.
They had entered silently—taking advantage
of the moment when Lee and the Head had
gone to the window. Deadly pistols were
menacing Lee and Fighting Jim.

With a quick movement, one of the raiders
deprived Nelson Lee of his own gun; the
detective hdd made a quick move to get it,
but he was a shade too late. The fact that
it had been seized told him that the fellow-
ship agents knew his true identity—for they
would not even have gone to the trouble of
scarching the butler.

‘“* A strange practice, is it not, for a house-
hold servant to carry a pistol?” asked one
of the raiders. “My friend, you will come
downstairs with us; and if you make one
false move you will be riddled with bullets,”

Nelson Lee was far too sensible a man to
offer any resistance, The odds were all
against him. He was furious with himself for
having allowed the disaster to happen—but,
as yet, he did not realise the full extent of
the fellowship’s move.

While he was taken downstairs, gripped
by two men—one on either side of him—and
with a third ramming a gun into his back,
Mr. Kingswood was escorted round the build-
ing and the whole household was aroused.

The servants were more startled than
frightened; for Mr. Kingswood, in his free-
and-easy way, assured them that there was
nothing to fear. But when, after hastily
dressing, the servants were marshalled out
into Inner Court, they gave every manifesta-
tion of terror. The very sight of thosa
hooded figures struck fear into their hearts.

Nelson I.ec was still held tightly—so closely
guarded that there was no possibility of
making a sudden dash for liberty. He knew
perfectly well that if he made any such move
a dozen pistols would spurt fire and lead.
These raiders were not blufling. T'he very
size of the raid proved that they were here
for business.

Some of the unfortunate servants were
quaking; one or two were in a half-fainting
condition. Four of the fellowship men rapidly
went through the House, making certain
that everybody had come out.

Then a sharp order went up. Ceirtain of
the cloaked figures closed round the victims,
and they were marched, without a word- ot
explanation, towards the Triangle.

Now began the real attack—and the evi-
dence of machine-like organisation was an
eye-opener, even for Nelson l.ee.
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- The headmaster’s House was isolated from
all the other school buildings; it was for this
reason that it had Leen attacked first. The
Ancient House, the West House, the Modern
House and the IKast House all faced the
Triangle; the cordon, closing in, had no dithi-
culty in surrounding these four main board-
ing Houses.

Searchiights blazed in the Triangle, the

beams playing upou the buildings. Soft
whistles sounded, evidently signals; short,
low-voiced orders were given. Mr. Kings-

wood, guarded by four men, was escorted to
a spot near the fountain, 1in the centre of the
Triangle. The Head had seen the grim,
ugly shapes of several machine-guns, with
men crouching behind them.

“You will arouse the school, Mr. Kings-
wood,”’ said one of the hooded figures, ap-
proaching the Head. ‘ When boys or masters
appear at the windows, you will give orders
that every person, servants included, must
leave each House, and collect in an orderly
fashion here, in this open space.”

‘““By Heaven! You expect a great deal!”
said Mr. Kingswood hotly.

“You will obey—because, if you refuse to
obey, we shall open fire on your servants with
our machine-guns,’” said the other curtly.
‘“ And let there be no great outery. If there
is any wild shouting—in the vain hope that
you will attract attention in the village—we
shall put a stop to it by bloodshed. Remem-
ber, Mr. Kingswood, we are in carnest.”

“But what do you want?” demanded the
Head. “‘If you have come to take me away
—take me! Why disturb the school and
frighten the boys——"

““I do not propose to answer your ques-
tions,” said the other—who was, in fact,
Count Petrass himself. “ Remember, Mr.
Kingswood, the lives of your servants and
your boys are in your hands. See to it that
the school collects in this open space quietly.”’

While he was speaking, other raiders were
throwing handfuls of gravel at many windows
of all the Houses. Thus, only a few moments
elapsed before some of the upper windows
were flung open, and many seniors, including
prefects, stood there. Masters appeared, too.
At first they could only stare down at the
amazing scene in blank bewilderment.

“What on earth’s the matter down there ?”’
demanded Myr. Alington Wilkes, of the
Ancient House.

“l am sorry. Mr. Wilkes, but we are in
the hands of bandits,” replied Mr. Kings-
wood. ‘I want you to arouse all your boys,
see that they get dressed as quickly as pos-
sible, and then colleet down here, in the
Triangle.”

“Surely you’re not serious, sir?” asked the
astounded Mr. Wilkes.

“Unfortunaiely, I am compelled to be
serious,” replied Fighting Jim. ‘“These in-
fernal rogues have the upper hand; they are
armed with machine-guns, and they threaten
to use them unless we obey orders. 1 want
you to kecp all your boys quiet. There must
be no shouting or disorder.™
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Old Wilkey, who was a shrewd man, did
not waste any time. He could see, by now,
that the situation was grave.

“T’ll do the best 1 can,”
vanishing from the window.

Lights sprang up by the dozen. Mr. Kings-
wood, addressing an East House prefect, told
him to go and arouse Mr. Goole, the House-
master, at once. He gave similar instructions
to people in the Modern House and the West
House.
~ The entire school, in fact, was aroused in
this wa.y—(“xiet]y, without any fuss. And all
the time the fecllowship agents stood round
in their grotesque ‘‘uniform.” For the most
part they stood immovable, menacing, im-
pressive.

Nelson Lee was genuinely alarmed. He was
afraid that some of the more high-spirited
boys would make a sudden rush in a crazy
attempt to surprise the encmy. If anything
like that happened, the machine-guns would
open fire; and Lee shuddered when he thought
of the possible slaughter.

In each House the first thought of the
responsible men—Housemasters and Form-
masters—was to dash to the telephones. Their
object was to ring up the police. But they
soon discovered that the lines were dead,
proving .that the wires were severed.

““We might have known!” said Mr. Wilkes,
as he hurried out of his study with Fenton
of the Sixth. *‘“Good gracious, Fenton, this
is an extraordinary business. St. Frank’s cut
off in the middle of the night—surrounded
by hooded men who look like members of
the Ku Klux Klan!" I’ve never experienced
anything like it in the whole of my career.”

“What about ringing the school bell, sir?”
asked Fenton. *“It can be heard for miles
around, you know, and the people in the
village would wonder what it meant, and we

he promised,

might give the alarm——-"
“There’s the fire-bell, too,” said Mr.
Wilkes. “Yes, it’s a good idea. See what

you can do, Fenton. 1 can’t stop—I’ve got to
hurry amongst the boys and prevent a panic.”

Fenton, of course, soon made the discovery
that the bells were out of order. St. Frank’s
was really and truly isolated. No noise had
yet been made; and even people who lived in
cottages half a mile away were unaware of
the fact that anything unusual was happen-
ing at the great school. Bellton slept soundly.
The searchlight, of course, could be seen
from afar, but there was nothing to arouse
widespread alarm.

Moreover, the school was on the point of
collecting in the Triangle now; and the raid
would soon be over. Count Petrass, who
had organised the whole affair, reckoned that
he and his fellowship men would be miles
away before any real help could reach the
school.

It was a grim, astounding picture. With
the searchlights blazing on the school, and
with the scores of hooded and cowled figures
standing motionless, and with others crouch-
ing over machine-guns, the masters and boys
came filing out of the various school build-
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ings. Such a scene as this would live in
the memories of most of the boys for the
rest of their lives.

Acting upon the Head’s urgent instruc-
tions, Housemasters and Form-masters and
prefects had ordered the boys to refrain
from any excited shouting. They were given
to understand, in fact, that their very lives
might depend upon their silence. hispers
of the machine-guns went round; and the
majority of the boys were only too ready to
obey the orders to the letter. The vast
majority of them were plucky enough; but
to defy a machine-gun would be sheer in-
sanity.

Thus St. Frank’s came piling out into the
open air, in the glare of the searchlights—
masters, boys and servants.

CHAPTER 6.

Nipper Does His Best.

T was inevitable that at least eight boys
should jump to the inner truth of this
singular raid. The others were battled,
believing, in a vague kind of way, that

robbery was the motive. |

But the Secret Eight knew better.

“Ye gods and little fishes! The fellow-

ship!” breathed Nipper at the first alarm,
when he looked out of the dormitory window.

“Begad! You must be dreamin’, old boy
—you must, really,” said Sir Montie.

He and Tommy Watson were sitting up in
their beds. They had been aroused by
Nipper, who had heard vague and strange
sounds. No direct secarchlight was playing
on the window, but a reflection of it was
visible, And now, when Nipper looked out
of the window, he saw a whitish glare from
the direction of the Triangle. He could look
right down into the West Square; he could
see a number of gowned and hooded figures—
men who had been placed here on guard.

‘““Bu-but what does it mean?’” stuttered
Tommy Watson, as he jumped out of bed.
‘““What are they going to do?”

“They’re after the guv’nor,” said Nipper
breathlessly.

““But they don’t know he’s here, laddie!”

““They might have found out—or, perhaps,
they’re after Mr. Kingswood,” said Nipper.
“By Jove! They mean business this time,
right enough! It’s an open raid. The whole
school is being aroused.”

The door burst open, and Handforth & Co.
came charging .

“The fellowship!” hissed Handforth drama-
tically. :

“Dry up, you fathead!” warned Nipper.
“Nobody else in the school knows anything
about it.”

““They know about it now!” retorted Hand-
forth. “Haven’t you looked out of the win-
dows? The beggars have finished with
secrecy, and they’ve got searchlights and
everything.”



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

¢“What do you mean—everything?” asked
Watson. '

“I heard somebody down the corridor say-
ing they’ve brought machine-guns.”

‘“Begad!”

“There are swarms of ’'em—hundreds!”
went on Handforth excitedly. *‘They’ve got
the whole school surrounded, and the Head’s
in the middle of the Triangle, with a
crowd of the" blighters guarding him.”

Nipper frowned.

“T’m jiggered if I can understand it,”” he

muttered. ‘‘If they wanted to bag the Head,
why don’t they take him away? You say
they’ve got him already, Handy? There’s

something deeper behind all this.”

“Come on—let’s go and see,” urged Hand-
forth.

‘‘ Better get into some togs first,” advised
Nipper.

While they were hurriedly dressing—Hand-
forth & Co. dashed back to their own dor-
mitory for the purpose—prefects came hurry-
ing along, ordering everybody to get dressed
at once. The prefects themselves were every
bit as startled as the juniors. It reflected
creditably upon the boys, seniors and juniors
alike, that there was no panic. Excitement
ran high, of course, but the fellows kept
their heads.

And while the boys were dressing, so the
servants, at the other end of the building,
were being hustled out. The fellowship
agents were taking no chances.

“Can’t somecbody telephone, or some-
thing ?”’ asked Vivian Travers, as he met
Nipper in the corridor. ‘I mean, this is a
ridiculous situation.”

“Telephone wires are cut, I hear,’
Nipper.

‘“For the love of Samson

“Can’t even ring the school bell,” went
on Nipper. ‘“That’s been put out of action,
too. The rotters have got wus all bottled
up, and they don’t mean us to give the
alarm.”

“Couldn’t we make a rush for 1t?” sug-
rested Fullwood. *Up, the Remove! We're
not going to be robbed——"

“Cut it out!” interrupted Nipper sharply.
“Don’t you realise that these brutes are
dangerous? If you attempt to rush them
like that they’ll open fire with the machine-
guns,”’

“*Oh, erumbs!”

Fortunately, there wecre many.level-headed
juniors like Nipper—fellows who squashed all
talk of attacking the enemy. Handforth, of
course, was all for making a sudden rush,
but even he, when he saw the machine-guns,
changed his mind.. Those guns might be
bluff—but, on the other hand, there was a
distinct chance that they would be brought
into action. It wasn’t worth the risk.

Some of the hotheads might have had their
own way but for an incident which occurred
near the East House. Armstrong, of the
Fourth, who was a burly, aggressive junior,
refused to believe that there was anything
serious in the attack. Armstrong was not

b
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particularly intelligent; he had an idea that
1t was a practical joke, and he even imbued
a number of other fellows with the same
idea. About a dozen of them came rushing
out of the East House, yelling, and some of
them were waving cricket stumps with ex-
cited enthusiasm.

Zurrrrrrh—zurrrrry !
put! _

There were two short, sharp bursts of
machine-gun fire. Both Nelson Lee and Mr.
Kingswood stood transfixed, horrified. The
excited Fourth-Formers were brought up
standing, and a deathly, unearthly silence
reigned for a few moments. Armstrong and
his hotheads were as pale as sheets; they had
heard the bullets humming like angry
hornets just over their heads: they had heard
them putter dully against the stone wall in
their rear.

“We do not wish to shed blood,” said
Count Petrass, his voice breaking the silegce.
“By my orders, the machine-gunners airthed
hig?\'. But if they have occasion to fire
again, they will aim at the target. Let this
be a warning net only to the boys, but to
the masters as well. Obey orders strictly, and
no harm shall come to you.”

Armstrong and his crowd, trembling, were
brought suddenly face to face with realities.
Many other fellows, belonging to other
Forms, were sobered. Quite a few of them
had been whispering amongst themselwes—
preparing some kind of rush. But that was
all dead now. The machine-gun fire, brief
though it had been, had served as a grim
object lesson. |

And the last of the fellows were now trick-
ling out of the Houses. Although so much
had happened, only fifteen short minutes had
elapsed since the beginuing of the raid.

At the last moment, just as Handforth was
about to go out into the Triangle with Church
and McC%ure, Nipper pulled him back. Nip-
per’s eyes were biazing.

“Quick, Handy—I've got an idea!’’ he mut-
tered. ‘“Follow me.” -

Handforth wanted to ask questions, but
there was no time. First of all Nipper dashed
to Study C, and he opened the cupboard, and
took out a two-gallon petrol can.

““Great Scott!” gasped Handforth. “You're
riot going to set the place on fire, are you?”

“Something like that,”” replied Nipper
coolly.

It was only by chance that the petrol was
there. It was against all rules to bring such
inflammable stuff into the school; but, during
the previous day, Nipper had been cleaning
some neckties—giving them a bath of petrol
—and he had forgotten to take the can back.

“But—but what are you going to do?”
asked Handforth huskily.

Nipper did not answer. He led the way
down the corridor, and in the lobby they just
managed to dodge one of the fellowship
agents, who was standing on guard near the
doorway. A minute later the two_juniors
were hurrying up the stone steps which led
to the summit of the West House tower.

Put-put-put—put-put-
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““Listen, Handy!"” panted Nipper, as they
mounted.  **We¢'ve managed to dodge theo
enemy—but they’ll spot ue soon, and it might
mean an ugly minute.”

“Moeaning just wnat?” asked Handforth
bluntly.

“The top of the tower is all of stone—
and there’s a kind of gully where we can pour
the petrol,” replied Nipper. “If we set
light to it we can make a good beacon—and
it’ll be seen for miles. That ought to fetch
help!”

“By George!”

“But it’ll also fetch the fellowship agents
up to us,” continued Nipper. ‘There's a
chance that they’ll fire on us—and kill us
both. So it’s up to you, Handy, to get down
now—while you're safe. I can do this job
on my own——>’

“1f you’re asking for a thick ear, just say
that again,” broke in Handforth grufily.
‘““Rats! I'm not afraid of the rotten crooks!
A beacon flare, eh? 1It’s a great stunt. If
I had known that that petrol was in your
study cupboard I should have thought of it
myself.”’

ipper’s motive was clear. A dreadful fear
had ]'»ossessed him that some deadly harm
would befall his guv’nor. The telephones
were cut off, and the beils were out of order.
A beacon light, therefore, seemed to be the
only possible way of attracting attention. If
Nipper had paused to think, perhaps, he
would have hesitated before adopting this
device. Taking it for granted that the flare
would be seen, it might be an hour, at least,
beforec people arrived at the school—think-
ing that a fire had broken out.

This was the very essence of the fellow-
ship’s plan. They reckoned to be through
with the job inside of twenty minutes, and
at two o’clock in the morning, in such a re-
mote country district, there was not a chance
in a thousand that there would be any serious
interruption. The very audacity of the raid,
the utter daring with which it was carried
out, spelt its success,

At last, Nipper and Handforth reached
the tower top. They were breathless—but
they were fired with a great determination.
Looking over the parapet, they stared down
upon a scene of bewililering sensation. The
searchlichte were flooding the Triangle be-
neath them; the cowled and hooded figures
formed a complete cordon all round the
Triangle—and even extending round the
school buildings. And there, in the Triangle
itself, erowded the boys and the masters and
the servants. It was an almost unbelievable
sight.

““This is the spot,” muttered Nipper.

The tower top was reached by a narrow
stone stairway which led right up into the

roof. There werc high ‘stone parapets all
round. The space was quite square, and
even the room itseif was of solid stone. At

the farther side—opposite the stairway open-
ing—thecre was a dip i the stonework. In
other words, at that side of the tower top
there was a shallow depression, and when

WINGS OF DOOM ! Hurricane yarn of ruthless sky raiders—

Nipper poured out the petrol it swished into
this depression, but aid not spread. It re-
mained in there, a lorg bath of petrol. .

“The wind’s just right—blowing away from
us,” muttered Nipper. “ But look out, all
the same. Be ready to dodge down the stairs.
The heat might be too great.”

He took care to stand well back himself.
He struck a match, and flung it.

. Woooooosh!

With a mighty burst, the spirit caught fire,
and a sheet of flame -eapt upwards for twenty
or thirty feet. Even Nipper, who had ex-
pected something spectacular, was startled.

““Great guns!” gurgled Handforth.

He and Nipper crouched back against the
parapet, and they stared fascinatedly. The
slight wind, what there was of it, mercifully
carried the flames away from the two boys.

“By Jove, that’s what I call a beacon!”
muttered Nipper, his eyes glowing. “It’ll
be seen twenty miles away. People in Ban-
nington will spot it—police, too! They'll tell
the fire brigade—"’

“Look out!” Handforfth
abruptly.

He had caught sight of something out of
the corner of his eye; and now two of the
fellowship men, in their strange robes, leapt
gp the stairs, and hurled themselves upon the

oySs.
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There was no actual fight.

Both the men were powerful, muscular fel-
lows. Even Handforth, strong and aggressive
though he was, could do nothing in the grip
of his assailant.

“You young fools!” exclaimed one of the
men. ‘‘For this you shall suffer. Down the
stairs—both of you! If you play any tricks
—we will eshoot! Now—obey!”

Nipper and Handforth were glad enough,
in all truth, to escape so lightly. Evidently,
those two fellowship men had seen the
juniors entering the tower—or perhaps they
had opened the door by chance, and had
heard the boys talking on their way up.
Not that it really mattered. The beacon was
well alight—and, by now, must be attracting
widespread attention. .

Count Petrass, the leader, was furious—
but he kept his head. His only course, now,
was to get off at the earliest possible moment.
Every second’s delay would be dangerous.

By the time Nipper and Handforth were
hurled out into the Triangle, the petrol
flames were dying lower. The boys were
hurried straight across to Petrass, and he
curtly ordered them to be placed among the
ranks of the other juniors. |

“We found petrol burning——" began
one of the men. .

* &

PRISONERS IN A LONELY
CASTLE

in far-off Bavaria, helpless in the
ruthless clutches of the Fellowship
of Fear, guarded by savage dogs and
machine-gunners. Such is the fate
of Nelson Lee, and Nipper & Co.

But are they downhearted ? No!
You’ll find them plotting the Fellow-
ship’s downfall even though they lie
prisoners in a secret castle.

L

Read

¢** THE CASTLE OF
DOOM ! *
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will fire upon the rest of the school.

19

. “Enough! Am I blind?” snapped Petrass.

We waste no time with idle talk.”

He swung round upon Mr. Kingswood.

You will order certain boys to stand for-
ward,” he said sharply. ¢ There are eight -
bpyhs, and I think you know the names of the
eight.”

Fighting Jim started.

“You are taking a great deal for granted,”
he replied.

““Oh, no,” said Petrass. ‘‘Shall T refresh
your memory, Mr. Kingswood? The boys
are named Nipper, Tregellis-West, Watson,
Handforth, Church, McClure, Glenthorne, and
a younger brother of the boy Handforth.
You will order them tc stand forward, well
clear of their fellows. At the same time,
Phipps, your butler, will join them. You will
also take your place there.”

In spite of himself, Mr. Kingswood gave
a quick glance at the disguised Nelson Lee—
as though seeking instruction,

“We are apparently in the power of the
enemy, sir,” said Lee, who was still Phipps
to the life.

‘‘ Excellently done, my friend!” murmured
Count Petrass, bending closer to the detec-
tive. ‘‘But your brilliant impersonation will
serve you no longer. Let me warn you,
furthermore, that if you make any attempt
to proclaim your identity to the school in
general, I will shoot you as you stand. If
Mr. Kingswood fails to give the order to
the boys I have named, the machine-gungl[ers

ou
have twenty seconds in which to decide.”

‘““There is, of course, no alternative,” said
Lee quietly. ‘‘Since you threaten death to
innocent boys, I dare not take the risk of
defying you—even though you may be

blufing. ¥ Mr. Kingswood, you had better
give that order.” .
“T agree,” said Fighting Jim, his jaw

jutting out aggressively. ¢ These devils have
the upper hand.”’

He turned towards the Remove, which was
standing in orderly ranks, with Mr. Crowell
in front, and with prefects flanking them.

Mr. Kingswood called out the names of the
eight boys. He was compelled to turn to the

ranks of the Third for Willy.

“You will all stand forward—here,” said
the Head. ‘I want you to be sensible, boys,
and to make no resistance.”

They came at once—and they, like Nelson
Lee and Mr. Kingswood, knew just exactly
what it meant.

They, and they alone—the ten of them—
knew some of the secrets of the Fellowship
of Fear. This great raid, therefore, was not
directed against the school, but against the
ten. The fellowship, having decided to single
out their victims—perhaps to kidnap them—
had planned to do so in a spectacular way.
It was a sort of gesture to the authorities at
large. The fellowship had issued its decree—
and the fellowship had struck! The story
of this amazing incident would flash up and
down the length and breadth of England—
and throughout Europe. It would strike
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terror into the heart of every schoolmaster
who remained obstinate.  Kor such school-
masters, naturally, would be fearful lest their
own schools should suffer the same fate.

In a word, Count Petrass was Kkilling two
birds with one stone—and he was doing it
brilliantly. .

As the ten boys stood forward Mr. Kings-
wood warned them more by his expression
than by word of mouth, to say nothing. For
the Head was afraid that if they started
shouting the truth to the rest of the school,
something tragic would take place.

Meanwhile, four men had taken ‘‘Phipps ”
in hand, and had searched him. This had
happened some little timme earlier—and to
the intense satisfaction of Count Petrass, the
vital code-book had been found in Lee’s
inner pocket. Lee had kept it on his own
person in order to be on the safe side—never
dreaming, of course, that the fellowship
would take such audacious action as this.

There was no longer any need for delay,

“It is well!” said Petrass grimly. *‘We
have those we came to fetch.”

He snapped his fingers, and this was ob-
viously a prearranged signal. A number of
fellowship men ran forward quickly.

Nelson Lee, Mr. Kingswood and the eight
boys were standing in a group, well separated
from any of the other boys or masters. And
before they could even guyess what was about
to happen, the hooded figures produced
strange-looking weapons.

Hisss-hisssssh !

Those weapons were gas-guns!

From the muzzle of each came a jet of
vapour; it was projected with great force
into the faces of the ten victims. Lee, who
was partially prepared, was the last to
succumb. The boys, gulping in that stupe-
fying gas, staggered drunkenly, One by one
tgey subsided to the ground.

The rest of the school watched in horror—
believing, at first, that their comrades were
being killed before their eyes. Many of the
Removites—and the Fourth-Formers, too—
shouted in their horror and anger. And at
one time it looked as though they were about
to make a rush,

‘““‘Keep back!”’ snarled Petrass. °‘‘If there
}is any move, the machine-guns will open
re!”

And masters and prefects, panting with
consternation, urged the boys to kcep their
heads.

“We are helpless—helpless!”
Mr. Wilkes, in anguish, “For Heaven’s
sake keep back, boys! If you make one
foolish rush you will be slain by the dozen!”

It went against the grain to give that
advice—but it was very sound advice. Old
Wilkey, himself, was a game fighter; but,
Jlike Neison Lee, he knew when the odds
were too great.

A concerted action commenced now—by the
rank and file of the fellowship men.

Two dozen of them, acting upon a pre-
arranged order, leapt’ upon the victims.
Each boy was lifted by two men, and, at

exclaimed
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the double, they ran off, carrying their
burdens easily. Nelson Lee and Mr. Kings-
wood were carried in the same way—but with
four men to each. In their case, too, they
were handcuffed—and manacles were placed
round their aukles. The fellowship was
taking no chances with their men prisoners.

The instant they had vanished from sight
—making off in the direction of the playing
fields—the machine-gunners withdrew, taking
their guns with them. The outer cordon
commenced melting away.

A sharp whistle blew—faint but shrill.

And like the blotting out of a doused
candle, the searchlights snapped off, leaving
the startled school in total darkness.

CHAPTER 6.
Travers Tries Hard.

HE alarm was out. :
In Bellton the glare at St. Frank’s

had been seen, not only by the village

constable, but by Dr. Brett, and others.
Scores of people were soon awake, and, be-
lieving that the school was on fire, they were
hastening up the lane.

The beacon, too, had been seen in Ban-
nington; here, too, certain activities wero
afoot.

But when the first of the village folk arrived
near the school a strange thing happened.
The mysterious® glare vanished, and it was
succeeded by an absolute darkness. Not even
a window of the school remained lighted.
One of the fellowship men, told off to the
work, had severed the electric main imme-
diately after- the Houses had been vacated.
The object of this was to plunge the school
into confusing darkness as soon as the search-
lights were turned off.

It was certainly an effective plan.

For that darkness, succeeding the glare, left
the boys and masters and servants helpless.
As though by magic, the fellowship men had
gone. Pandemonium reigned. Even tho
masters could not keep the boys in control
now. They went rushing about the Triangle,
bumping into one another, and they were
yelling at the top of their voices in their
excitement.

The yells, weird-sounding—and even terri-
fying—reached the ears of the people who
were hastening up the lane. Dr. Brett, who
was 1n the forefront, shouted to the others,
and they increased their pace.

Suddenly, the purring of motors sounded.
Headlamps sprang into life, and three power-
ful cars came shooting at breakneck speed
down the lane. Only in the nick of time did
the people leap into the hedges, out of the
way.

Zurrrrh! Put-put-put—put-put-put!

To add to the consternation, a machine-
gun, mounted in front of the leading car, was
firing in short bursts. Three people were
wounded by stray bullets, and it was a mercy
that nobody was killed.
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Other cars were speeding off in the oppo-
site direction. The raid was over, and the
fellowship men were dashing for liberty, DBy
the look of things, at the present moment,
they would all escape—and they would owe
their immunity to the audacity and brilliance
of the whole undertaking. F¥rom first to
last it had been carried out with the speed
and efhciency of a military operation.

In the darkness of the Triangle, amid
all the pandemonium and confusion, some of
the boys and masters had kept their heads.
Onel: fellow, 1 particular, was remarkably
cool.

That fellow was Vivian Travers, of the
Remove.

He had noted that the gassed prisoners
were carried off across the playing fields, and
that meant they were being taken 1n the
direction of the river.  Shrewdly, Travers
jumped to a conclusion. The river meant a
conveyance of some kind. A boat! In all
probability, a powerful motor-boat.

There was only one way of escape for
such a craft—down the river, and out into the
open Channel by way of Caistowe Harbour.

It was a clever move of the fellowship’s.

An escaping car on the road was always
likely to be held up. The police nowadays
have cunning methods of stopping bandit
cars. It was not worth the chance. Count
Petrass had guessed, too, that the main
alarm would be by way of land. The police
would throw barriers across the main roads
as soon as word reached them of the raid.
1t would be dithicult, indeed, to get the eight
victims away by car. Moreover, two or
three cars would be needed, for each car
would have to contain some armed guards.

A motor-boat on the river—a big, powerful
craft—could easily contain the whole bunch,
guards included.

And by adopting this method, the boat
could speed rapidly to Caistowe, reach the
open sea, and then, in the darkness of the
night, it could elude all pursuit.

But again, as in the raid itself, everything
would depend upon speed.

Travers arrived at his conclusions in a
matter of seconds. A motor-boat on the
riverr—Caistowe! Fighting his way through
the crowds, he managed to win clear, and he
made a bee-line for the garage. Here, with-
out wasting a second, he got out his motor-
bicycle, and, by taking the private road, he
recached the lane quickly. With a zurring
roar the engine awoke to life, the headlamp
sent forth 1ts flashing beam, and Travers was
away. |

There were many people in the lane now,
and they dodged aside like rabbits. They
believed, no doubt, that this roaring monster
was another of the enemy raiders. At all
events, Travers had a clear road—and he was
glad of it. ’

He reached the village within a couple of
minutes. Flinging himself from the maehine
opposite the post office, he dashed into the

concrete telephone-box which stood on the
pavement.
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“Number please?” came the operator’s
voice.

“Give me the Caistowe
quick!” shouted 1'ravers,
any questions—it’s vital.”

The operator was seusible; he put the call
through without any argument.

“Yes?” came a gruff voice.

“{s that the Caistowe Police Station?”
€¢ Yes.”

“8t.° Frank’s has been raided by bandits!”
panted Travers. ‘“They have captured a
number of our fellows, and they are escaping
by motor-boat. Their only exit from the
river is by way of Caistowe, and you might
be able to do something——"’

‘“lHere, hold on!” interrupted the voice.
“What’s all this—trying to play a joke® on
us ?”’

“No, no!” wurged Travers. “On my
honour, it’s true! The St. Frank’s telephones
have been cut off, and I've dashed into the
villuge on my motor-bike——"’

Breathlessly he gave more details; and, so
l<=iz'u'nest: was his tone that the police believed

im.

‘“ All right, we'll see what we can do,” said
the inspector, who had been brought to the
’phone.

The inspector, at least, was convinced that
the story was true. Jor he, like the police
in Bannington, had known for some weeks
that Mr. James Kingswood, headmaster of
St. Frank’s, was menaced by the Fellowsghip
of Fear. This affair at the school to-
night bore all the ear-marks of a daring
fellowship raid.

Police Station,
“Don’t ask

’?

N the dark river, its engine purring
with latent power, squatted a black,
rakish motor-boat. It was held close

to the bank by two or three men.
These men were not wearing the “regalia ”
of the fellowship. They wore dark clothes
and peaked caps. This spot was the nearest
point of the river to the school—just on the
other side of a meadow which skirted the St.
Frank’s playing fields. The distance from
the school to the river was quite trivial.

Figures were hurrying across the meadow
now. The men in charge of the motor-boat
had known, from the sudden “dousing ” of
the searchlights, that the raid was over.
Their own part in the affair was now due to
begin.

The motor-boat was a very large one, with
a covered cockpit. In that cockpit, in fact,
was a commodious cabin. An electric light
glowed within it.. Men stood on the deck
ready. On the fore-peak of the craft a
powerful searchlight suddenly sprang into
life, sending its blazing glare right down the
empty river.

The fellowship men arrived with their
burdens. One after another the boys were
sent tumbling into the cabin. They were all
unconscious, and knew nothing of what was
happening to them. That gas was effective—
but it would not really harm them. Nelson
Lee and Mr. Kingswood were the last to be
piled in.
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Then the fellowship men vanished into the
mght. They knew that cars were waiting to
pick themm up at agreed-upon spots. There
was not a minute to be lost. They sneaked
oft, snme 11 one direction, some n another.
Bach man had s instructions, and he
carinned them out to the letter.

Those on the motor-boat now sprang into
activity.

There were only three men in charge—the
pilot, a man behind the searchlight, ,and a
man behind a machine-gun. There was no
necessity to carry a bigger crew; for the
prisoners were helpless, and would cause no
trouble. The cabin had been locked.

With a throbuing roar, the motors zoomed
into hife. And the craft, leaving a white
wake of foam, went speeding down the placid
river.

Never had such a craft been seen on the
peaceful Stowe before. Never had such a
craft taken such daredevil chances. The river
was not an ideal one for speed-boat work;
but this craft went surging round the bends,
approaching perilously near to the banks on
more than one occasion. But in the skilled
hands of its pilot, it escaped disaster. It
roared at tremendous speed down the
straight stretches; it slewed round bend after
bend, causing the wash to lap over the banks.

It was making a quick dash for Caistowe—
for the open sea.

Meanwhile, at Caistowe—thanks to the
presence of mind of Travers—certain pre-
parations were afoot. The police acted with
commendable promptitude. They made a
dash for the harbour; and, in spite of the
hour, they got hold of a number of willing

men. KEvery available boat was rushed out
into the stream. The inspector 1n charge
wanted to swing a string of barges and

lighters across the river—and this, indeed,
would have been an effective barrier. Had
there been time, the task could have been
accomplished, and the fellowship would have
been foiled at the last moment.

As it was, there were not sufficient men to
get the lighter into motion. Rowing-boats,
motor-boats, and launches were requisitioned
and strung out across the river. It looked a
formidable enough barrier even now.

“Sakes alive! Here it comes!” shouted a
boatman suddenly. “Gosh, boys, look at
that light!”

The barrier had been put across at a fairly
narrow part of the river in the town near the
harbour. On one side there was a mass of
warehouses; on the other the towing-path,
and crowds of people were moving about.

A searchlight had come into view, and the
purring hum of a powerful engine could now
be heard. The motor-boat, on this straight
stretch, was dashing for liberty at top speed.

All the watchers held their breath.

The inspector who was there gritted his
teeth. If only he could have got those barges
across. The motor-boat came on, and not for
a second did the beat of its engine change. It
was obvious now that the crooks were deter-
mined to charge the barrier—and chaunce the
consequences.
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It was, 1n fact,

escape.

It was a risk which had to be taken. The
motor-boat’s pilot was furious—and amazed,
too. " He could not wunderstand how the
Caistowe people had got word so quickly—or
how they had rushed that barrier of boats
across the river. But te stop now would
mean inevitable capture. Even if they put
up a fight, which they could easily do, having
the machine-gun, it would be useless. Not
only would i

the only possibility of

ey be captured and held for
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As the giant plane roared over the
schoolboy companions were thrown

murder—for a certain number of people
would inevitably be killed in the fight—but
the ten prisoners would be rescued, and the
whole raid would have failed. In fact, the
fellowship would be destroyed. Every man
who had taken part in this raid knew that it
was vital, and if it failed they would be
doomed to exposure and capture.

So the terrorist agents were ready enough
to take desperate chances. :

The pilot of the motor-boat took one now;
he charged the barrier at full speed.

““Duck!” he yelled to his companions.

The people on the towing-path watched
with bated breath.

Craaaaaash!

The impact was terrific. The long, rakish

lonely cas
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they sailed stea
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motor-boat charged full tilt into the very
centre of a white launch, and it seemed to
smash into two distinct pieces, and the frag-
ments leapt into the air, carrying two men
with them. The other boats were either
smashed or sunk. .

And the fugitive seemed to take a wild
leap right out of the water; i1t rocked and
swayed and then plunged down again amid
a smother of foam 6 the propeller racing
madly and creating a terrific din.

Back in the water, the fleeing craft swerved
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He, the drugged figures of Nelson Lee and his

| .of . the machine,

As their parachutes opened

dily earthwards.

dizzily, and for one tense second 1t seemed
that 1t would charge a wharf; but in the nick
of time the pilot regained control.

On it went—on into the harbour, on to-
wards the Channel.

The efforts to stop the runaway craft had
failed—but only just. Travers had done his
best, and the Caistowe police had backed
him up famously. It was a pity that success
should not have rewarded their efforts.

Yet this incident alone proved the extreme
desperation of the kidnappers. From the very
first minute of the raid there had been no
certamty of success; the fellowship agents
had won clear now, because of their reckless-
ness, their daring.

But had they won clear?

As the black craft shot out across the har-
bour, making for the open bay, two power-
ful racing motor-boats set out in chase.
They belonged to a Mr. Fielding, a wealthy
sportsman who was on very friendly terms
with many of the St. Frank’s boys.
Mr. Fielding, getting word of the excitement,
had raced down to the harbour, half-dressed.
He brought a mechanic with him. They
selected two of Mr. Fielding’s most powerful
boats, and with hastily gathered crews—
volunteers all—they set off. |

Here was another contingency which the
fellowship had not bargained for.

There was no other seaside town along the
south coast which boasted of such powerful
craft as those belonging to Mr. Fielding.
The wealthy sportsman’s idea was to outpace
the fugitive, head 1t off, and compel it to
surrender.

From the beach and from the promenade
the scene was a breathless one. The great
black notor-boat, with its searchlight blaz-
ing, tearing out towards the harbour mouth;
and the other two motor-boats, smaller, look-

ing very much hke miniature destroyers,
setting forth in full chase.
Suddenly, at the harbour mouth, the

scarchlight on the fellowship’s boat was shut
off. The sea ahead was instantly plunged
into pitchy darkness.

But the pursuers were ready.

Mr. Fielding’s boats, too, were equipped
with searchlights. They flashed on, swam
about, sending their beams criss-cross over
the surface of the sea. And soon the fugitive
was picked out, easily discernible because of
the foaming wake.

The sea, which had been somewhat choppy
in the early evening, had now settled down,
and appeared quite smooth, but there was a
considerable swell, and at times the speeding
motor-boats were sent hurtling upwards on
the crest of a swell; at other times they would
cleave right through the water, sending the
spray cascading in dense showers.

Onec thing soon became obvious.

Mr. Fielding’s boats were faster than the
fugitives’! Slowly but surely the fellowship
craft was being overhauled. Normally,
perhaps, she would have been able to out-
strip her pursuers; but now she was heavily
laden, and she plunged clumsily and
awkwardly on the open sea.

Caistowe had been left behind; the twink-
ling lights of the fronts were soon a blurry
haze, and all about the motor-boats darkness
clung like a cloak. Far away, in tho
Channel, the lights of passing steamers could
be seen here and there., But they were far
distant, and no help could be expected from
any of them,

The chase ended dramatically.

One of the pursuing boats—that piloted by
Mr. Fielding himself—was makmg the better
speed, and she was creeping . nearer and
nearer to her objective. Mr. Fielding had
not lost sight of the fact that the kidnappers
might fire upon him, but he was taking the
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chance. He figured that automatic pistols
would be used.

And then——

Zurrrrrrh!  Put-put-put—put-put-put!

The unmistakable oark and patter of a
machine-gun sounded avove the screaming
roar of the racing engines. A bullet shat-
tered the windscreen oehind which Mr. Field-
ing was crouching. Dome of the tiny irag-
ments of glass ecut him. He was startled—
even dismayed. But with dogged tenacity
he carried on.

Put-put-put! Put-put-put!

There came anotaner burst; shouts went up
from Mr. KFielding's volunteer crew. And the
craft, plunging crazily, dug her bows into
an oncoming swell, and she shuddered from
stem to stern, rolling heavily.

Clouds of steam arose. The hull was
riddled with macnine-gun bullets, and it was
a miracle that nobody was badly injured or
killed. Down she went—down, down!
Mr. Fielding and ‘he men with him were
flung into the sea.

And that was the end of the chase.

For the other boat—it was a mercy that
two came on the chase—swung round with
throttled engine, and the rescue work was
soon accomphished. But this delay had
enabled the fugitive to get well away, and
not even her wake was now in sight. She
had gone—she had passed farther out upon
‘the broad, black bosom of the KEnglish
Channel.
with her, to vanish for all time.

r'

CHAPTER 1.
The Night of Excitement.
¢ HE infemal scoundrels!”’ said

Mr. Fielding furiously.

- He knew that he was lucky to

escape with his life; but he was
enraged, aevertheless. His favourite motor-
boat had been sent to the bottom in deep
water, and was a total loss. When he had
commenced the chase he had done so, of
course, without any definite information as
to the ruthlessness of the enemy. The fact
that they carried a machine-gun had come to
him as a shock.

The return to Caistowe was a dismal busi-

ness—for failure 1s never pleasant.

In Caistowe there was further excitement.
A number of poats had been wrecked here,
too. The fellowship agents had left a trail of
destruction behind them.  Naturally, the
police had not iost a moment; they had set
the telephones and telegraphs to work, and,
up and down the coast, pursuing and search-
ing boats were setting out.

Not only at St. Frank’s, but throughout
the whole district, 1t was a night of wild
excitement. |

The polices» made one or two minor cap-
tures. In Bannington, for example, one of
the fugitive cars, going at full speed, found
itself confronted by a cordon of police-

She had gone, taking her captives .
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oﬂic&ers which was stretched right across the
road.

The car driver took not the slightest notice,
but drove straight on.

The police leapt for safety, infuriated by
this ruthl®s attempt to run them down. One
of the constables, hurling his truncheon, was
lucky enough to obtain a direct hit. The
truncheon siaashed tarough the windscreen of
the car and struck the driver. The car,
which was a big saloon, swerved crazily,
struck the pavement, skidded right across the
road, spun round and, by a miracle, avoided
crashing into a great lamp standard. 1t hit

tne other kerb, and toppled over, quite
gently. |
“Quick! Thnis way!” shouted Inspector

Jameson, of the Bannington Police, who was
on the spot. -

There was a rush of officers. A number of
other people, who had been aroused in the
middle of the night by rumours of the excite-
ment, ran up, too.

One of the fellowship agents, climbing out
of the overturned car, started work with his
automatic, but he was half dazed, and his
aim was wild. A moment later he was
seized and dragged out.

The other prisoners—five of them—were not
badly injured, but they were half stunned.
They were not able to put up any real re-
sistance. They were all dragged out, hand-
cuffed, and taken to the police-station.

Even while this was 1n progress, two other
fellowship cars came tearing through the
town at sixty to seventy miles an hour.
And it was reported that other fugitives were
fleeing along different roads.

Two other cars, 1n fact, were stopped, and
their occupants arrested. In one case there
was a grim fight, in which two constables
were badly mjured. But it:-could not be
denied that the great majority of the men
who had raided St. Frank’s had escaped.

The prisoners in Bannington were typical
of the others who had been captured; they
refused to talk.

The inspector, having charged the six men,
looked them over grimly. They were not of
the ordinary criminal type; they were young,
mostly, and one or two of them were ob-
viously foreign.

“Well, you’ve got yourselves into a fine
mess,”’ said the inspector~ ‘‘What have you
gog to say about it? Who paid you for this
'0 ?’)

' The prisoners were sullenly silent.

‘““It won’t pay you to be stubborn,’’ con-
tinued the inspector. ‘‘Come, if you will talk,
and give us some information about your
superiors——"’ .

“We will say nothing,” interrupted one
of the men, giving his companions a warning
look. ‘““We know nothing.” |

“But somebody must have given you the
orders”

‘““We had orders, but we do not know who
gave them to us,” said the man defiantly.
“We do not know any names.”

b
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““Ever heard of the Fellowship of Fear?”
asked the inspector abruptly.

((No.,’

“You deny belonging to the fellowship,
then 7”’

‘““We do not know what you mean,’
the man.

“Don’t you? Why were you wearing long
cloaks and hoods when you raided St.
Frank's ?”

All the prisoners looked astonished, and
the spokesman shrugged.”

“We do not know what you mean,” he
said. ‘‘We were not wearing cloaks or hoods.
We were driving to London. Why have you
arrested us? You have made a mistake.
You have no evidence against us.”

“So that’s it,” grunted the inspector.
right—lock ’em up!”

He was batled. @ He could prove easily
enough that the prisoners had been driving at
excessive speed through Bannington. But
what else could he prove? No cloaks or
hoods had been found upon the men, or in
the car. There was no definite evidence that
they were members of the party which had
raided St. Frank’s.

‘““It’s going to be a ticklish business,” said
the inspector, later, as he talked things over
with his sergeant. ‘“We know that these
men were mixed up in the 8t. Frank’s raid;
but what evidence can we produce when we
put them in the dock?”

It was just the same with the other stray
prisoners who had been captured.

No evidence was found which could
actually identify them with the St. Frank’s
raiders. They refused to talk. They ex-
pressed absolute ignorance of the Fellowship
of Fear. The only positive charges which
could be brought againet them were of driving
at excessive speed and unlawfully carrying
firearms. -

It was a proof of the fellowship’s brilliant
organisation. Not one of the leaders was
roped in. The men under arrest were stray
members of the rank and file. Their capture
meant little or nothing.

The fellowship, in fact, was as strong as
ever—and .even stronger. For it had brought
off its most spectacular raid in England. And
that raid had been a complete success.

It was a case of wholesale kidnapping:

Nelson Lee’s name was not mentioned—for
it was generally believed that the headmaster
and his butler ﬁad been taken away, together
with eight junior schoolboys. Why the eight
boys should have been kidnapped was one
of the unfathomable mysteries of the whole
affair. For there was nobody at St. Frank’s,
now, who knew any of the real facts. All
those who had been in the secret were gone
—spirited away.

At the school the excitement lasted a long
time. Mr. Wilkes, as senior Housemaster,
immediately assumed control. He managed
to get the other masters to help him, and,
gradually, something like order was restored.
~ The boys of each House were ordered back
into their quarters: the school was hastily

said
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lighted by means of candles. Police came,
and the grounds were scoured. But it all
came to nothing.

After the boys had been marshalled back
into their own Houses, a roll was called.
Then it was definitely established that nobody
was missing except Nipper & Co., Handforth
& Co., Archie Glenthorne, Willy Handforth,
Mr. Kingswood and Phipps. The excitement
was revived when news trickled in from-Cais-
towe—news of the motor-boat chase, and its
barren ending. It was known, now, that the
raiders had been successful.

‘““Well, we did the best we could,’ said
Travers, with a shrug. ‘It seems to me,
dear old fellows, that we're jolly lucky to
have escaped so lightly.”

“Rather!’”” said De Valerie. ‘“If any of
us had lost our heads while those crooks were
here, the machine-guns would have opened
fire. We should have been mown down like
rabbits.”

“But what’s going to happen about those
chaps—and the Head ?’’ asked Fullwood help-

lessly. ‘““And why the dickens did the
blighters take Phipps away? It—it’s so
mysterious! Are they going to hold them to

ransom, or what??”’

‘““We shan’t know anything definite until
to-morrow,’’ said Travers.

‘“‘Anyhow, we’ve had some excitement,”
remarked Somerton, with a yawn., ‘‘There’s
nothing we can do, so why not get back to
bed? Might as well take the thing calmly.”

Soon afferwards the prefects came along,
and ordered the boys back to bed. Not that
they were likely to get much sleep. This
night would live in their memaries for many
terms—indeed, for many years. St. Frank’s
had seen some hectic adventures, at various
times, but this affair capped all.

EANWHILE the fellowship ‘was con-
solidating its victory,
The black motor-boat, now travcl-
ling at half-speed, and showing no
lights, was making its way to a previously
arranged rendezvous, This had been very
cunningly chosen, for it was in the neighbour-
hood of-a treacherous and wide-spread sand-
bank—which was naturally avoided by all
shipping.

Yet the water, although shallow, was of
suffictient depth to enable the motor-boat to
float in safety. There was enough depth for
another craft. )

This was a big flying-boat.

It rested there, on the slowly-rolling swell,
practically invisible. Low in build, the
flying-boat was painted dull black, and in
design she was after the style of the famous
Dornier Do. X. She was a multiple-engined
monoplane, with a hull like that of a big
motor yacht. Her cabin, now in complete
darkness, was commodious, and capable of
accommodating between twenty and thirty
passengers in comfort.

She floated placidly, and the two men
aboard her—the pilot and assistant pilot—had
left the control-cabin and were standing on
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the upper suriace of the great ’'plane, hold-
ing on to the engine supports as the vessel
rolled to the sea. They were scanning the
dark surface i1n the direction of the far-
distant shore.

“It 18 good,”” muttered one of the men, in
Russian. *‘ They come,"”

The motor-boat, as it approached, was
almost invisible. The fellowship men in con-
trol of her were feeling intensely satistied.
They knew that they had eluded pursuit;
the monoplane was within sight, and they
were now safe.

“Better have a look in the cabin, and see
what’s doing,” suggested the man at the
wheel, and addressing the man who had been
in charge of the searchlight. ““I1 expect
they’re still ‘ under,” but you'd better make
sure.”’

““ Ali right,” said the other man.

In the cabin, the prisoners were huddled
together 1n confusion. They had been piled
in roughly, whilst quite unconscious, and the
chase down the Stowe, and out into the open
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sea had been so strenuous that the fellowship
men had not had another chance of giving
another look at their prisoners.

Not that there was any possibility of them
escaping.

For the cabin was confined, and the doar
was locked. The windows were so small that
even if they had been open, not even Willy
Handforth, the slimmest prisoner, could have
squeezed his way out. In any case, Willy
was still ‘‘under.”

But there were three of the other prisoners
who were not ‘‘under,”” Nelson Lee had been
the first to recover the use of his wits. At
the time when the gas-guns had been dis-
charged, both Lee and Nipper, in fact, had
held their breath as long as possible. They
had been half prepared for the attack. The
gas they breathed in, finally, had been more
or less weakened. Thus, although they suc-
cumbed, the dose they received was less
effective. = Mr. Kingswood, too, remember-
ing Nelson Lee’s oft-given advice, had done
his utmost to avoid breathing in the gas.
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Lee’s recovery was of no help, however.
When he found suflicient strength to heave
- one of the other prisoners off him, he mado
the discovery that his hands and ankles were
encased in manacles of steel. His movements,
and the metallic clinking of the handcufis,
helped Nipper to come to himself.

~““Hallo! What’s happening?”’ muttered

Nipper, struggling up into a sitting position,
to find Handforth sprawling across him.
““Why, what the dickens——"’

He broke off, puzzled by the incessant throb-
bing and vibration. He could see nothing,
owing to.the intense blackness of the cabin’s
interior. *But in spite of the engine’s throb,
he could hear, faintly, the deep breathing of
other people about him.

“We seem to be in a fix, young ’un,” said
a quiet, steady voice.

“Guv’nor!” gurgled Nipper, straining his
eyes into the darkness.

‘““And we are the only ones who have re-
covered,” continued Nelson Lee. ‘“ Ap-
parently, our genial friends of the fellowship
have carried us aboard a motorboat of some
kind. I don’t know how many hours have
passed since that dramatic scene in the
Triangle, at St. Frank’s—but I do know that
we are now at sea.”

“Why, yes—I was thinking the same thing,
sir,” panted Nipper. ‘No mistaking this
rolling. We must be out in the Channel.
I say, what’s the game?”

“I think the game is quite obvious,” re-
plied Lee, his voice soft, but grim. ‘In some
unaccountable way the fellowship learned
that I had discovered their greatest secrets.
30 they risked everything in a daring raid—
and while they were seizing me they thought
it, advisable to kidnap Mr. Kingswood. They
must have known that you eight boys were
‘in the know,’ so they took you, too. It’s a
bad business.”

'““Ye gods and little fishes!
ning to think more clearly now,” said
Nipper. ‘“What a game, guv'nor! It’s war
to the knife, now, eh?” .

‘With the odds all against us,” said Lee.
“fI(;he f’ellowship has scored a big triumph,
and——"

‘He broke off, for muttercd words came to
his ears from nearby. Presently, Mr. Kings-
wood managed to sit up; after that his re-
covery was fairly rapid. With Lee and
Nipper talking to him he threw off the mists
which muddled his mind. And he, too, came
back to realities.

;"I thipk the other chaps are well ‘off,’
sit,” said Nipper. “They must have
breathed a lot more of that gas than we did.
It might be hours before they awaken. But
can’t we do something? By Jove! Wouldn’t
1t be possible for us to surprise the men in
charge of this boat, and grab it for our-
selves ?”

“It’s a brilliant thought, but I'm afraid
that not-hmg can be done,” replied Lee.

e

“Single-handed, Nipper, you could never
overpower the fellowship men. We don’t

I—I’m begin-
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know how many there are aboard, but it is
certain they are armed——"

“What do you mean—single-handed?”
asked Nipper. ‘“You and Mr. Kingswood
could help.”

““Not in these, my boy,” said Mr. Kings-
wood, as he tapped at his manacles.

And then Nipper understood. Until that
moment he had not known that Lee and
Fighting Jim were handcuffed and ankle-
cu%ed. It came as something of a shock.

‘““We cannot even stand upright,” said the
detective. ‘‘The clampe round our ankles are
tight, and if we attempted to stand we
should break our bones. The fellowship is
taking no chances with us.”

““The rest of us are only kids—just school-
boys—so we don’t matter,”” said Nipper
fiercely. ‘““By jingo! That’s an insult, you
know! Why shouldn’t T creep out and see
if I can——"’

““No, Nipper, it would be plain suicide,”
broke in Lee sharply. ‘“In any case, how
can you creep out? The door 1s locked on
us. In attempting to break it down you
would inevitabi)y attract attention.”

““That’s true,” admitted Nipper. “But
what a sell it secine! Here we are, con-
scious, and those rotters outside don’t even
know——" |

“Hush!” warned Lee.
still unconscious.”

A key was turning in the lock. The sound
of it was distinct. A shadowy figure entered,
standing just inside the door, where there
was a tiny scrap of space.

The fellowship man closed the door behind
him, and then f:e flashed on an electric torch.
He had not dared to do so whilst the door
stood open. He surveyed the helpless
prisoners, flashing his light from one to
another.

“You go on a long journey, my friends,”
he said mockingly.

Without warning, and with the speed of a
striking cobra, two hands leapt out from the
shadows. They gripped the man’s ankles,
and with a sudden jerk he was thrown off his
balance. He fell with a crash.

“Guv’nor—it’s me!” hissed a voice.

But Nelson Lee knew, in that flash, that
Nipper had taken this daring step. Before
the man could utter any outcry, Lee flung
himself sideways over his body; and at the
same moment he brought his manacled wrists
down with all his strength on the fellow’s

head.

“Rough and ready—but effective!”” he
muttered. “I think he’s ‘out’ for some
minutes.”’

“Good work!” murmured Mr. Kingswood,

in wonder and admiration. _

Nipper, having freedom of movement,
leapt at the fellow and relieved him of an
automatic pistol. He hoped to find one of
those gas guns, too—for such a weapon would
come in remarkably handy. Unfortunately,
this fellowship agent was not carrying one.
But Nipper found something else—as he had

““Pretend to be
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hoped. It was a key to unlock the handcuffs
and the ankle irons!

“By Heaven! This 1s an amazing piece of
luck,” said Nelson Lee, in a low voice, as
Nipper operated the key. ‘ Well done, lad!
That’s fine!”

His hands were free now, and in a moment
his legs were free, too. He took the key and
liberated Mr. Kingewood.

It was then only a matter of moments to
snap the handcuffs and ankle-irons upon the
feliowship man—and to bind a handkerchief
round his mouth so that he could make no
outcry.

“What are we going to do, guv’'nor?”
whispered Nipper, his voice throbbing.

“Give me that gun ” replied Lee grimly.
“Here is a chance for us to seize this boat
—and to take 1t back to shore, and turn the
tables on the fellowship!”

CHAPTER 8.
The Fight for Liberty.
NEVER had Nelson I.ee been more grim

-than he was now.
In the darkness he carefully felt
the automatic pistol. It was of an
unfamiliar type, but he located the safety
catch, and he pulled it back. Then he turned
to the door.
‘“We can help, guv’'nor, can’t we?’’ whis-
pered Nipper eagerly.

‘“Later, perhaps,” replied Lee. “My
object 18 to get out at once and see how the
land lies. We don’t know how many men
there ave on this boat.”

““All the more reason for us to go with
vou,” said Mr. Kingswood.

““No; if I go alone. the others will mistake
me, in the darkness, for their own comrade,”
replied Lee. ‘“If two or three of us emerge
they wili know the truth in a moment. Leave
this to me. And then, if a fight develops,
you can join 1n,”

Without another word he softly opened the
door, and passed out. There was a tiny
deck just outside, a narrow strip between the
low-built cabin and the side of the vessel.
Nelson Lee passed along for’ard.

After the intense blackness of the cabin
he could faintly see a shadowy figure was
at the wheeli; another man was standing up
on the cowled forepeak. And Nelson Lee
realised that there were only three men in
charge of the fellowship motor-boat—two out
here, and one, a prisoner, 1n the cabin.

The outlook was bright.

Lee took a step forward, and the next
moment the muzzle of the automatic was
pressed hard into the back of the pilot.

“Hands up, my friend!” said Lee gently.
““And don’t make a sound.

The man turned a horrified face.

“You!” he gasped. “But—but—"

“You heard what I said!” exclaimed Lee
tensely.

“UP, THE REBELS ! " Sparkling barring-out story of St. Kit’s—

The man raised his hands from the whee!,
and held them aloft. It was at this moment
that the other man looked round, sensing,
perhaps, that something unusual was happen-
ing. He stared hard. Nelson Lee, at the
same moment, made another discovery—a
most uncomfortable one. Right ahead, in
very close proximity, was another vessel,
shadowy, vague. But Lee, in spite of these
disadvantages, immediately recognised it as
a floating flying-boat. He knew the truth
then. He and his fellow prisoners were to
be transferred to the flying-boat and carried,
erhaps, to the central headquarters of the
ellowship.

‘““What are you men doing down there?”
asked the man on the forepeak. ‘“We're
E'eelring ’oﬁ'. Get hold of that wheel, you
oo___’

I can’t!” shouted the pilot, in a sudden

loud voice. “It's Lee—he’s escaped! He's
got Miller’s gun——"

“I warned you!” snapped Lee. .

He pulled the trigger ruthlessly. This was

no time for half measures. But he did not
intend to kill; he pointed the weapon so
that it would be discharged into the pilot’s
shoulders.

But nothing happened.

Again and again Lee pressed the trigger.
and the pilot, knowing that Lee was in dith-
culties, suddenly spun round. They grappled,
and the fury of the pilot’s attack sent the
automatic flying out of Lee’s hand, and it
plunged into the sea. As a matter of fact,
that particular weapon was fitted with a
double safety catch, and Lee had not known
this. Within another second or two he would
have known the truth, but he was not given
the opportunity.

As he grappled with the pilot, the cabin
door burst open, for Nipper and Mr. Kings-
wood had heard the shouting. They leapt
out to join in the fight. And it was at this
moment that the man on the forepeak hurled
himself straight down upon the struggling
pair in the cockpit. It was sheer chance—
the worst of ill-luck—that caused him to bring
the heel of his left shoe hard against Nelson -
Lee’s forehead. The detective reeled under
the blow, staggered back, and fell against
the motor-boat’s side. To add to his mis-
fortunes, the craft heaved on a swell at that
moment, and dipped alarmingly. It was
just enough to send Lee, in his semi-
conscious state, toppling overboard. He fell
into the sea with a loud splash.

“Guv’nor!” ejaculated Nipper.

Mr. Kingswood was attacked by the two
men—and now, seeing that the situation was
desperate, the men on the flying-boat flashed
their eleciric torches. They were genuinely
alarmed—ior the motor-boat was drifting so
near that there was danger of a collision.
The light served the inotor-boat men well,
for one of them, without compunction,
brought his automatic pistol down with
devilish force on Mr. %ingswood’s head.
Fighting Jim collapsed.

iverything had happened

at lightning
speed.

Nipper, seeing Lee fall overboard, -
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had dived. The detective had partially re-
covered, owing to his sudden immersion; he
was now tréading water with Nipper, and
they both realised that their fight for liberty
had failed. Well, they had done their best—
and they would certainly have succeeded but
for one fact. |

They had not known of the close proximity
of the tlying-boat, If this incident had
happened only five minutes earlier, they
could have seized the motor-boat and got
‘away. It was just ill fortune.

With Mr. Kingswood hors-de-combat, the
fellowship agents were free to devote their
full attention to Lee and Nipper. Not that
they need have been concerned; for Lee and
Nipper were far too sensible to attempt any
further activity. They might have swum
away from the motor-boat, but such a move
would have been futile—for the craft could
easily have overtaken them and picked them
up. Quite apart from this, the water was
icily cold, and, good swimmers though they
were, they could never have reached land.

“Hard. luck, guv’nor,” muttered Nipper
despondently.
“That infernal pistol let me down,”

growled the detective. “Not that it really
matters; even if I had fired it, I doubt if
we could have won the battlee. We knew
nothing of the seaplane and its occupants.”
‘“Look, sir,”” whispered Nipper suddenly.

He was staring across the sea. At that
moment they had both been lifted to the
crest of a rolling swell; and, for a moment,
they saw, in the far distance, the unmistak-
able beam of a big searchlight, sweeping to
and fro across the dark sea.

“Significant,” said Lee.

“Think that’s anything to do with us,
sir 7%

“A destroyer, no doubt—with special in-
structions to search for the motor-boat,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. “But it is many miles
away, and 1 fancy we shall be quite beyond
their reach within a few minutes.”

The motor-boat was drifting nearer to them
now; the engine was purring again.

“Hey, you two!’’ came a harsh voice.
“You think you can play such tricks with
us? We let you drown, yes?”

“You don’t blame us for trying to escape,
do you?” retorted Nelson Lee.

“But this is a man!”’ exclaimed one of the
others. ‘“ Why should we be angry because
he reveals such courage? I am almost sorry
‘you failed, Mr. Lee, for your efforts deserved
greater success. It is the fortunes of war.”

. As the boat came close, one of the men
leaned suddenly over, and he discharged the

.contents of a gas-gun right into the faces of »

Nelson Lee and Nipper. It was an effective

‘move; for the palr were breathing hard,
owing to the coldness of the water. The
result was inevitable; they gulped in

enormous breaths of the stupetying gas.
They both sank like stones, and effectually
assisted the gas by taking water into their
lungs. When they came to the surface again,
after a moment or two, they were like logs.
And it was easy enough for the motor-boat
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men, with a grappling-hook, to pull them
alongside and haul them inboard.

“ Better to have let them drown!’’ said one
of the men sava%ely. “They have caused us
enough delay. ee! A warship is out—
looking for us, no doubt.”

“It matters not,’”’ said one of the gthers.

Then the task of transferring the prisoners
commenced.

Lee and Nipper were the first to be taken
aboard the flying-boat. It seemed a great,
towering vessel in comparison to the motor-
boat. 'I'he latter was moored alongside. Just
above the big cabin door was standing wide
open; so i1t was only necessary for the kid-
nappers to hoist the prisoners up and then
carry them into the saloon.

Mr. Kingswood followed; then Handforth
and Church and Tommy Watson and the
others were brought out one by one and
carried limply into their new quarters.

When they were all aboard, the saloon door
was carefully closed. The injured fellowship
man was lett in the saloon, too. One ot the
others remained on guard. The third man—
the motor-boat pilot—now made some curious
preparations.

He lashed the wheel securely, so that the
boat, once started, would s.peedy onwards in a
fixed direction.

Having done this, he set fire to a little fuse,
which was trailing ready. The motor-boat
was headed down the Channel—so that it
would make off in the open sea. The pilot’s
last task was to suddenly fing the throttle
wide open. The next moment ﬁe leapt on to
the flying-boat.

Zurrrrrrh !

The motor-boat’s engines, revving up with

reat power, roared defiantly. The craft
airly leapt away, and soon got 1nto her
stride. Pilotless, without a soul on board,
she roared off into the night.

“Good!” said the seaplane pilot.
ready now, yes? We go!”

With alacrity he slid down into the control
cabin, and a moment later the multiple
engines of the seaplane spluttered and roared
into life. Soon they were purring evenly,
and the great propellers were roaring and
whistling. | -

The big craft moved steadily across the
sea, gathering speed. Once or twice she
bumped somewhat alarmingly, but after only
a comparatively short run she lifted herself
clear of the water, bumped against the top
of another swell, shuddered, and themn got
completely clear.

She was in the air, and now she was rising
steeply, zooming up in triumph.

From below, and now full two miles dis-
tant, came a flash of lurid fire. The motor-
boat’s pilot grunted contentedly.

“It has worked,” he said. “The blaze will
be seen from a great distance. People will
think that we have sunk, and are all dead.”

“Including the prisoners,’’ said one of the
others. “It may be man da,ys before they
guess they have been tricked.’ -

It was an ingenious plan.

“We are
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The time-fuse that the pilot had ignited
connected with a spuare petrol-tank, situated
in lhe forepeak. 'T'he result was inevitable.
As soon as the fuse had burnt through, the
petrol had eaploded, setting fire to the entire
bows of the specding cratt. Now she was
leaping along, her engines uuninjured, her
maiir  petrol tank untouched. She was
roaring across the surface of the dark sea like
a flaming torch.

Something  happened now  which the
fellowship had not bargamed for.

All maunner of craft were out in the
Channel, scarching, for the alarm was

general now, and the situation was so serious
that at least thiee destrovers had been told
off to scout up awl down the Channel, with
searchlights blazing, on the off-chance of
sighting the [fugitive motor-boat, with its
prisoners.

Oue of these destrovers-—whose searchlight
Lee and Nipper had seen—sighted the motor-
boat right ecnougi!

The first knowlcdge the sailors had of the
motor-boat’s presence was a sudden burst of
fire. It seemied to come from the sea itself,
and was four or tive miles distant—a ruddy,
lurid spot of lLicht in the far distance.

“What’s that?” said the destroyer’s com-
mander. a: he stood on the little bridge with
anotuer olicer.

“Just what ! was wondering,” said the
other. * Boat on fire. by the look of it. By
Jove! t's moving fast.”

9
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Orders were given, aud the searchlight
swung round. The flare of light was moving
nearer, streaking across the sea in the most
extraordinary manner. And when the search-
light was swung round, the oflicers could see,
through their glasses, that the flames were
coming from a rapidly-moving boat.

“In Heaven’s ramec, it's the boat we’re
after!” said the commander huskily. ‘‘There
must have been an explosion or something.
I wonder if those kidnapped people are
aboard. If so, they’ll all be roasted alive!”

“Poor beggars!” said the other oflicer.
They watched, fascinated.

And 1n this little incident, scemingly so
trifling—for, indeed, at first sight it appeared
to be a mere caprice on the part of the fellow-
ship to destroy the motor-boat—there was
evidence of brilhiant strategy. I‘or not only
did the flaming craft distract attention from
the sky, but the roar of the motor-boat’s
engine, growing ecver louder, disguised the
throbbing of the monoplane’s motors, far
overhead. All eyes were concentrated upon
that streaking flame. Meceanwhile, the flying
boat rose higher and higher, until she
vanished through the curtain of low cloud.
It was a clever enough trick.

On the destrover, the officers
watched with intense interest.

and men
The flaming

motor-boat had shown no sign of decreasing
its speed, proving that the engines were still
working perfeetly.

On her present course
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she would pass the destroyer with half a mile

to spare.
But then something happened.

There was a sudden loud explosion, and
flames leapt high into the air from the
doomed craft. She swerved madly, thrown
off her fixed course by the shock of the ex-
plosion. And now, to the consternation of
the destroyer’s officers, it was seen that the
flaming boat was making a bee-line for the
warship. She was still running at full speed—
a tearing, roaring mass of flames. Although
the main petrol tank had exploded, there was
still enough spirit in the feeding apparatus,
apparently, to keep her going. She was
alight from stem to stern now, a terrifying
spectacle.

The commander of the destroyer gave sharp
orders. '
ing to clear in time. But that mancuvre,
sound though it was, had just the opposite
effect. For again the motor-boat changed
direction, and now she charged full tilt right
into the broadside of the destroyer.

Craaaaaaash!

A wall of flame leapt up, higher than the
destroyer’s funnels. But the very force of
the collision prevented a serious disaster. For
the motor-boat, already a partial wreck, was
shattered to fragments. She sank like a
stone, the flames giving one final burst of
fury as the wreckage vanished beneath the
surface.

A dense pall of black smoke remained.
Flames from the splashed and burning petrol
were leaping up the destroyer’s side; but
they extinguished themselves within a
minute. Orders were being shouted; men
were running.

It was soon ifound that the destroyer’s
plates, amidships, had been strained, and some
of them badly buckled. Fortunately, she was
not holed, and her searchlights were now
concentrated on the surface of the sea, near
at hand.

Scraps of wreckage were floating; patches
of oil could be seen. But there was no sign
of any human body; nothing but the charred
remains of the motor-boat herself. :

The destroyer stood by, boats were lowered,
and an intensive search was made. The com-
mander was satisfied, later, that the motor-
boat had been empty at the time of the col-
lision. Yet he could not be certain of this;
he could only state it as his opinion. There
was still a chance that the victims, im-
prisoned in the motor-boat’s cabin, had been
taken down to the bottom of the Channel.

Thus another sensational incident was
added to the night’s excitement.

The Fellowship of Fear, this time, had
struck a blow which would echo round the
entire world.

ND far above the clouds, the fellow-
ship’s secret flying-boat was winging
her way over sea and land.

_ This craft bore none of the usual
identification marks; she was, indeed, a

The vessel reversed engines, attempt- .

1ng
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pirate; an unauthorised, unregistered aircraft.
When she flew she did so by night.

As the hours passed, so the flying-boat left
the sea well behind; she was now speeding
across the continent of Europe—and, in
fact, she was heading for a wild, deserted
mountain range of Bavaria.

Fortune was unquestionably favouring the
wicked to-night.

The weather conditions were ideal for the
fellowship’s plan. Clouds obscured the sky
in continuous masses for hundreds and
hundreds of miles. There was not even a
rift through which the earth could be seen.
The flying-boat was well above the clouds,
flying in clear air, and her pilot, a skilled
man, kept to his course unerringly. He
needed no landmarks, for he was flying by
compass. Furthermore, he would have a
very excellent landmark when he was near-
his destination.

And below, on the ground, none gaw the
passing of the aircraft; few heard it, even,
for the cloud masses masked the rhythmic
throb of the engines.

The injured fellowship agent had now re-
covered; he, with his companions of the
motor-boat, were making some remarkable
preparations.

They were working in the big saloon. The
lights were switched fully on now, for there
was no fear of their being seen from the
ground. All about, in the commodious
saloon, were the prisoners. They were all
unconscious—even Lee and Nipper. The fel-
lowship men were making no more mistakes.
This time they meant to deliver their
prisoners.

The delivery, apparently, was to be made
in a novel fashion.

The helpless boys were placed together in
pairs. Harness was secured to them, round
their .shoulders and round their waists.
Nipper was paired with Nelson Lee; Willy
Handforth was paired with Mr. Kingswood.

And to each pair, in their harness, was
attached an oversize parachute! -

Two prisoners to each parachute—five para-
chutes in -all. It was an obvious solution to
a problem; for the flying-boat, naturally,
could not make a landing in the mountains.
Had there been a lake she might have
descended; but there was no lake, or any
other stretch of water.

The fellowship agents, having finished their
work, went from pair to pair, making certain
that  the harness was tight, and that the
parachutes were in perfect order, ready to
open up at a touch. .

Dawn was breaking by the time the last
inspection had been made. And one of the
men, looking out of a window, pointed to a
snow-covered peak which rose grotesquely out
of the cloud-bank. It looked wunreal, it
seemed to be floating on the top of the clouds.

“We are in good time,” sald the man.
“Soon we shall be rid of these fools. Pah!
Why is it that our people require schoolboys
to be delivered to them 7>
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“Tt is not. for us to ask questions, Carl,”
said one of the other men, with a shrug.
““We are obeying orders—and for that we
shall get our reward. This work carries treble
pav. We have doune well to-night.” ‘

“PBut it was risky,” grumbled the other.
“Twice we were near to disaster. We should
get more than treble pay, 1 think.”

“I.et us be thankful that we have saved
the fellowship from disaster,” replied the

first man. “Ha, the pilot has already
throttled down! We shall dip through the
clouds.”

The sky in the east was flooded with red-
dish, golden light. The sun was rising. It
was a magnificent spectacle. The sky, right
overheard, was of a steely, hard blue, and a
few stars were still gamely trying to shed
their light.

And below, a great sea of cloud, with a
single snow-capped peak jutting upwards. It
was a scene of utter and absolute desolation.
One might have supposed that one was at
the extremity of the world, cut off from all
civilisation,

With muffled engines, the big craft was
now dipping—diving gracefully.

Presently she plunged into the cloud, and
was immediately surrounded by a dense, im-
penctrable white fog.

CHAPTER 9.
Into the Terrorist Stronghold!

OWN—down!
The seaplane pilot knew just where

he was. There was no danger in
making this downward plunge.
There were other mountain peaks in the

neighbourhood, other treacherous hills, but
"the pilot had judged his distance and his
direction by that one outstanding peak. He
knew, within a mile, his position.

At last, with surprising suddenness, the
great ’plane dropped out of the cloud-bank.
She took with her a mass of wreathing must,
but it soon cleared away. The machine was
gliding down, now, in clear air.

But what a difference in the scene!

Immediatcly below stretched a great basin
amongst the upper crags of the mountain
range. Rocky hilis arose on all sides; to the
south a glimpse could be seen of the lower
ground—a great valley, with pine-clad hills,
and, in the misty distance, meadows, fields
and a gleaming river. But it was a drab
scene, for the clouds, overhead, prevented
"the sunshine from playing upon the earth.

No matter in which direction one looked
there was no sign of life. Not a house, not
even a mountain hut. It was a scene of
arctic desolation, with the snow-covered basin
below—a kind of level plateau—surrounded
by cruel-looking crags, which raised their
s;(lmmits in jagged, serried masses to the dull
sky.

The assistant pilot came through from the
countrol cabin. The machine was now bank-
Ing round in a wide circle.
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“You are ready ?” he asked shortly.

“We have been ready for some time,”
said one of the others. ‘‘We are waiting.”

**Good! They can be thrown out.”

“You have had the signal?”

“Yes,”

There were two doors in the saloon—ono
oir either side. They were both opened now,
and securely fastened. The air which rushed
in was bitingly cold.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were the first to
go. One of the men ‘pulled the -rip-cord of
the parachute. The next moment Lee and
Nipper were sent hurtling through the open
doorway. Only for a few feet did they fall
sheer. Then the tiny pilot-parachute opened
out, dragging the main mesh of silk from its
folds. It opened out.

At the same moment, Mr. Kingswood and
Willy were sent hurtling through the other
doorway. Then followed Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West, Handforth and Church,
McClure and Archie Glenthorne.

The whole thing was done within & minute,
Each pair was flung out quickly. They went
dropping, every parachute opening perfectly,
and the sight, from above, was curious. Five

. parachutes, dropping gracefully down to the

large expanse of snow.

The flying boat, at a word from tha
assistant pilot, was now zooming upwards
with engines roaring. The saloon doors had
been closed. Presently, the big machine
bored her way through the ceiling of cloud,
and she vanished, the throbbing of her engines
growing fainter and taiuter,

She had discharged her cargo—she had
done her work. /

This time, neither Nelson Lee nor Nipper
recovered consciousness. They had had a
nasty dose of the stupefying gas; and, on
the top of that, they had taken in a certain
amount of sea-water into their lungs, For-
tunately, the flying boat’s saloon had been
heated—overheated, in fact—and Lee and
Nipper had had time to get nearly dry.

Being the first out of the aeroplane, they
were the first to strike. They plunged limply
into thick, soft snow. They went in deeply,
but were quickly dragged out, owing to the
billowing action of the parachute, which
dragged them along for some feet.

Exactly the same happened to the other
pairs.

Now, for the first time, other figures made
themselves visible. At first it had seemed
that the basin, or plateau, was the most
desolate place on earth. But figures were
now appearing from amongst the rocks, along
the edges. They were heavily-clothed men,
wearing furs and great caps which came down
over their ears. Kach man was wearing skis,
and they made quick, emooth progress across
the unbroken snow. |

There were over a dozen of these men, and
when they spoke to one another, they spoke
in German. They reached the fallen victims
of the fellowship. There was scarcely any
wind here, and the parachutes, for the most
part, had collapsed.
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MY DEAR CHUMS,
—You will be jolly
pleased to know
that the solution
of our recent
‘““ Home Cinema
Competition ”’ ap-
pears . 1n this
week’s issue of our
grand companion
paper, the * Gem,”
which means that
all of you who en-
tered this fascina-
ting contest should
make certain of seeing a copy of this week’s
“Gem ” to discover how near the solution
your efforts were. When you have seen this
solution, check your attempt with it, for you
will bave kept a duplicate - f that, and
then, if you have six errors or less you are
entitled to send in a ciaim. But for full
details buy a copy of the '“Gem,” on sale
to-day, price twopence.

I want you all to be particularly careful
not to miss next week’s chat as I have some
very important news for you. To let you
into a secret, next week’s 1ssue contains a
full announcement of a Grand New Pro-
gramme. More than that 1 shall not say this
week.

Now something about next week’s stories.
The long complete school and detective
thriller deals with the last sensational and
surprising round in the fight between Nelson
Lee and the Fellowship of Fear. Nelson Lee
and his schoolboy companions, Nipper & Co.,
have been kidnapped.: They have been taken
to a lonely castle in Bavaria, and there they
meet the all-powerful head of this band of
terrorists.

All manner of amazing and perilous adven-
tures befall the schoolboys in this castle of
dread—adventures that will thrill you when
you read of them in “THE CASTLE OF
DOOM!” in next week’s issue.

Letters to the Editor

to NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Included also in
next Wednesday’s
grand number will
be further chap-
ters of the “The
Green Button!”
b f our fine Great
WE: i A War story.

Vo Altogether, next
week’s issue 1s well

Vi worth the little

should be addressed * Azl)  trouble of going
round to  your

_newsagent’s and

putting in an ad-

vance order. Are we agreed? WE ARE

—and how!
]

— PEN PALS!

D. Noble, 22, Green Hill, Longwood, Hud-
dersfield, Yorks., wants correspondents 1In
Scotland and overseas,

A Harman, 4, Kenmure Mns.,, Pitshanger
Lane, Ealing, W. 5, wants correspondents—
13—14—interested in the making of films and
In poster art.

Edward Harris, 13, North Street, Boughton,
Chester, wants correspondents for his Pen

Pals Club.

Miss Madge Chambers, 75, Wimborne
Road, Luton, Bedfordshire, wants girl cor-
respondents.

Miss Edna Grier, Iona, Portsmouth Road,
Lee-on-the-Solent, wants a girl correspondent
in India, China, America, Canada, or New
Zealand. Also a French correspondent. Can
write in French.

Miss Jorn Pulleyn, Iona, Portsmouth Road,
Lee-on-the-Solent, wants a girl correspondent
—India, U.S., cte.

Miss Gladys Harris, wants girl correspon-
dents, ages 16—20, interested in films, music
and books.

The men got to work in a business-like
fashion—clearly proving that they were act-
ing under definite instructions.

The unconscious prisoners were not released
from their parachute harness. In pairs, they
were wrapped in the parachutes themselves,
and the silken folds protected them from the
snow and the cold. They were all trussed
up efficiently, ropes were attached, and then
they were dragged like sledges over the snow.

The journey which followed was one of
considerable length, and it took a good deal
of time. Soon after leaving the basin, a
gully in the mountains was reached, and it
was stee% and snow-covered. Progress was
quicker here. for the prisoners slid alomg
so easilly that they needed no hauling. Tt
was necessary, in fact, to check their progress.

Once down this gully, the party came upon
another level etretch; then down again, this
time descending a snow-covered hillside.

The direction was downwards all the time.

The prisoners, in fact, having been dropped
on one of the higher, snow-covered slopes of
the mountain range, were being taken down
to the lower levels.

And all this was being accomplished in open
daylight—but beyond the vision of mankind.
The only witnesses were the fellowship agents
who were engaged upon the work.

For the mountains, here, wore barren and
empty. Strangers were never allowed upon
these higher slopes. This property belonged
to the wealthy Baron von Holtz, and it was
notorious that he never allowed tourists or
mountain climbers to use his land.

At a given spot, some thousands of feet
down the mountainside, big sledges were
waiting, with other men. The prisoners were
placed upon the sledges, and the journey
recommenced. The entire scene was now
blotted out by a snow flurry. But later, when
it cleared somewhat, a scene of rugged
grandeur was in full sight.
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It mattered not, now, whether the party
was obscrved. They were men belonging to
Holtz Castle, and they were coming down
from the mountainsides, atter having been
on a mission for their master. Their loaded
sledges meant nothing, for they were covered
with furs, and might contain logs, or some-
thing similarly innocent.

The hillsides were steep, "and, for the most
part, they were pine-clad. When the snow
cleared a magmilicent view was obtained. A
valley stretched away for many miles, wind-
ing and wwisting; and, far below, the red
roofs of a little Bavarian town could be seen
—the redness now mottled by white patches,
owing to the snowfall. Church spires rose
upward, too, and a film of blue smoke gave
evidence of the many fires which were
burning.

But up here, at the top end of the valley.
where the pine-clad hills closed in, a great,
jagged rock rose like a sentinel.

On the very top of it was perched Holtz
Castle.

It was a magnificent structure—a medieval
German castle such as one sometimes sees
in old prints, or on the cover of fairy-tale
books. A castle of round towers and lofty
turrets; of battlements and barred windows.

It stood, perched there—just as it had been
built a thousand years earlier. -

On three sides it was utterly inaccessible,
owing to the sheer precipice on the edge of
which it had been built. Thus, 1t faced the
valley, and could be seen, on a clear day,
twenty or thirty miles away. It dominated
the valley completely, and Baron von Holtz
was able to gaze out of his windows, on
his primeval domain. From those same win-
dows his guards could kecep a constant watch
upon the only road which led windingly round
the hillsides -and the bluffs, to the castle.
There was only one approach—and that road
sometimes wended its way with a sheer pre-
cipice on one hand and a wall of rock on
the other.

The men with the sledges approached the
castle along this recognised roadway; they
came from the upper hills, ploughing through
the snow. They joined the road just above
the spot where the road itself turned sharply,
and led towards the éastle entrance.

This, in 1tself, was impressive. There was
an immense drawbridge, rugged and pictur-
esque. When raised, a great gap was left—
a chasm, hundreds of feet deep. and the
castle,
left isolated, so that no enemies could even
approach. . '

Only when the drawbridge was in the
‘““down ” position was the road completed,
andl dt-he castle was linked up with the outer
world.

perched on its rocky eminence, was:
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The drawbridge was down now, and, sing-
ing lustily, the men crossed into the walled
courtyard, with its cobbles and its great flag-
stones. One might have supposed that the
men were returning triumphantly from the
hunt. The scene, 1n all conscience, looked
innocent enough. .

Yet it was 1nexpressibly grim.

For no sooner had the party got across than
a great clanking noise made itself heard.
The drawbridge, creaking and groaning, was
drawn upwards. It formed a wall of itseif.
shutting out every glimpse of what took
piace within the courtyard.

And now, within that walled enclosure, shut
off from the world, the sledges were unloaded.

The victims of the fellowship were carried
into lofty, gloomy halls. And in a great
chamber with an arched rool, in which a fire
blazed 1n an enormous grate, the prisoners
were released from their harness. They were
laid out in a row, like so many ninepins.
The parachutes and the harness were cleared
away, and the floor was swept.

Then it was that a big man—fully six feet
in height, and broad in proportion—came
striding into the chamber. The other men
bowed stifly before him. For this man was
the Baron von Holtz himself; his face was
big and florid, his head almost square, with
stiff, bristly hair.

“It 1s well,” he said, as his eyes glinted
upon the prisoners. ‘‘So! The night’'s work
has been a success.”

o

His voice contained a note of relief. For
th> Baron von Holtz was the Terrestrial
Master of the Fellowship of Fear—the

supreme leader of the terrorist organisation.
And he had known, by the secret wireless,
how close to destruction the fellowship had
come. But that danger was over now.

Nelson Lee, the man who had caused so
much harm, was here, in the central head-
quarters of the fellowship—and the Baron
von Holtz was determined that Lee should
never see the outer world again. There
were others with him—and they were similarly
doomed.

‘“Take them away,’” said the baron, point-
ing. ‘‘Everything is ready for them. See
to 1t.”’

Men sprang to his command, and the
prisoners were locked away. Little did the
baron realise that by bringing Nelson Lee to
Holtz Castle he had taken the first step in
the destruction of the Fellowship of Fear.

THE END.

(Here’s a_ fine detective-thriller for you—
‘““ The Castle of Doom!’’ a sensational
story of Nelson Lee, Nipper and Co., and
the Fellowship of Fear — in next week’s
issue.)

ALL READERS who entered our recent ‘“ HOME CINEMA COMPETITION

should get this week’s issue of “ THE GEM,’”’ on sale today, price 2d., which

contains the SOLUTION OF THIS CONTEST and full details of how and
when to send in claims,

P et ———— @ —————
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A Stirring Story Of British Heroism During The Great War!

The CREEN BUTTON!

o ,// ——

1

Monty Merriman, a British Secret Service Agent, and Captain Dick Seton, are

fleeing across Germany for the frontier.
ing Seton from a prison camp.

Monty has been instrumental in rescu-

Many miles and great perils separate the two

Britishers from safety, but their indomitable courage carries them far along the
road in their desperate bid for freedom.

i

Touch and Go!

OUR after hour, Monty and his com-
panion plodded along, hungry, tired
and thirsty, yet not daring to pause
at any wayside inn for refreshment,

not knowing just what sort of trouble that
half-wit lad had stirred up behind them.

Monty was still heading north. If he had
been forced to make this move before he was
really ready, he was at least moving in the
right direction. He half expected to see
Heinrich Kahn go shooting past in a big car,
but he was disappointed over that. It would

have helped to have had some idea where
Kahn was.

It was about four in the afternoon when
they sighted the town of Uhlsdorp. It was
a fair sized place, dominated by towering
factory chimneys, and seemed to be a big
railway junction, for the gleaming metals
converged on the town, coming from all
directions,

A pall of smoke hovered over the place,
amd Monty frowned at the sigh.. It might
be ersv to outwit people at Arnstein
and in the villages, but Uhlsdorp was a
different proposition. The railways, too, spelt
danger, for the permanent ways were
guarded by the civic guards, and there was
a constant watch for spies wherever there
was a railway.



36

Just outside the town itself was a barrier
across the road, and the police questioned ali
who came and went. Monty and Dick did
not hesitate. With heads lowered they
plodded forward at a slow, but steady pace.
A policeman barred their way, and they
halted, slowly raising their heads.

‘“What do you want?” asked Monty.

At first the man looked aghast at such a
question. He had an idea that any one would
guess what he warted.

“Your permit to travel, of course,
man!” he growled. “Don’t you know you
can’t go waltzing all over the country
these days, without a permit? Why, you
mi%‘ht be escaping Englanders. How are we
to know ?”

Monty feigned righteous indignation.

“Me—an Englander!” he cried shrilly.
““Out of my way, schweinhund. I come with
my wife to make shells to fight the
Englanders.” . _

The policeman gasped, then, placing his
hands on his hips, laughed uproarioudy,
swaying backwards and forwards on his toes.

““Ho, ho! That’s good, that is! It takes
strong men to make munitions, old man!
In any case, where are your permits?”

Monty took no end of a time in fishing
for his papers. He hoped to make the police-
man so impatient that in the end he would
merely glance at the details and wave them
on.

But this policeman was different, althou%h
Monty was not to know it. He took the
papers and glanced at them casually. Then
he stiffened, and studied them again.

“You are old Siegfried Eberhn, of
Muhlshausen, and this is Anna, your wife—
hein ?”” he queried. ‘ Whereabouts did you
live in Muhlshausen ?”* .

Monty sensed danger.

“What is that to you?” he queried irrit-

ably. “We want to make shells for our
armies, and you would stop us with your silly
questions, e come from Muhlshausen. It

is only a tiny village.”

“I know that!” exclaimed the policeman
hoarsely. “I lived there all my life till I
came here six weeks ago. And I never knew
vou lived there! This wants looking into.
Hi—lend a hand here! Take these into the
guard-room, there!” .

““That’s done it!” muttered ‘Dick in the
depths of his shawl.

There was.a wooden hut by the side of the
road which was used as a temporary guard-
room, and they were hustled inside, not over
gently.

“Mind—my wife
Monty.

“If we hurt her she can yell,” retorted the
policeman. ‘‘She hasn’t saidd a word yet.
Hey, old lady, what’s your name?”

Dick only shook his head, and looked silly.

“Deaf as a post,” said Monty. “You'll
have to shout, ang then she won’t hear you!”

“She doesn’t matter,” growled the senior
policeman. ‘‘Listen, old man. I am a native
of Muh!shausen—lived there all my life until

1

is delicate protested

old
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six weeks ago. I never knew anyone there
of the rame of Eberhn. If you'’ve forged
these papers——"

““The papers are in order,”
Monty. ““What do I care how long
at Muhlshausen! We were there on

night.”
“A fortnight—hein? That sounds fishy, to
We lived further

me »
‘“But, listen, mein herr.
Our only son was
We came more

eastward—at Polsenkirche.
in the army, 1in Flanders.

westward, to Muhlshausen to be nearer the
headquarters of his regiment. We were there
only a fortnight, and yesterday we had news
he had been killed. We cannot rest, now.

We feel we must do something to help beat
the Englanders. So we come here.”

The policeman rubbed his chin and began

to sneer.
‘“Whereabout

protested
Fou lived
y a fort-

‘““What a story!” he said.
in the village did you live?”

Monty did his best.

“In that cottage—the one with the whiie
palings—down by the church!”

Dick was filled with anxiety. His German
was not good and he could not get the gist
of all that was said, but he sensed trouble.
He sat down by the policeman’s desk, and
buried his face in his hands as if he were
sobbing his heart out. But between the
elbows that rested on the desk was a heavy
ebony ruler.

The policeman laughed, and clapped one
hand on Monty’s shoulder.

““There is not a church at Muhlshausen, old
man! We worship at the next village, a mile
away!”
~ “What do you mean?” cried Monty, back-
ing away.

Both policemen went after him, and grabbed
his arms.

“You’re a spy. Something funny here.
Now I come to look closer at you I don’t
think you are so old, and—"

“Let me go!” cried Monty, having seen
Dick rise to his feet behind the policemen.
He wanted to keep their attentiow on him.
“I will complain to your officer! I am an
honest man. I—-"

“You shall cool your heels in prison, you
dog, unless you can explain things. You are
under arrest, mein—"

But the old woman, whom they had almost
forgotten, had become very active. Dick was
behind them and the ebony ruler was in his
strong hand. Twice it rose—twice it fell—
crashing on the heads of the policemen, who
had placed their helmets on the desk.

Dick had made short work of them. They
slumped down in two heaps on the floor.
Monty closed the door, and knelt over them.

““Their great coats!” he snapped. ‘Thut
rope there!”

He had them bound and gagged in tha
twinkling of an eye.

““Come on!" he said breathlessly. “It’s
touch and go! The one chance in a million,
and we bad to bump into it. Steidy, rcw.
I'l go first!”
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He cautiously opened the door. The road
was deserted. They went out, oclosed the
door and turned the key in the lock, tossing
that same key over the hedge. The barrier
was across the road. It was only a painted
scaffold pole on supports. They took it down
?nd. tossed 1t into the ditch, then bolted
or 1it.

Monty reckoned the game was up, but for-
tune favoured them. The road remained
deserted. There was no traflic about of any
description.

Of course, that would not remain so for
more than fifteen minutes at the outside, for
it was a main road. They owed the respite
mainly to the fact that it was tea-time, and
therefore there was a lull 1n the comings
and goings. | ‘

As for the barrier, travellers would think
that perhaps the cordon had been lifted be-
cause the escaped Englanders had been re-
captured. Not until the police went to
relieve the guard on the road —would the
truth be known. Monty had to reach the
house of the Secret Service man in Uhlsdorp
and get rid of their present disguise before
that happened.

Dick lifted his bedraggled skirts and pelted
along beside Monty for a hundred yards.
Then they stopped and gazed up and down
the long stretch of road. There was still no
one in sight. But closc at hand was a foot-
path leading over the fields. They took to
that, and hastened on their way, but more
sedately. The hedges now hid them from the
view of anyone on the road, and that was
something.

“This i1s what comes of having to make a
move without time to prepare the ground
beforehand,” growled Monty.

“We’ve come through worse things,’
Dick. ' . :

“True, but the net is bound to close now
that we have given the show away by bang-
ing those policemen on the head. It is lucky
that all the really fit men are at the front,
* or you wouldn’t have had such good fortune
with that ruler, old man. Try and walk
faster.”

“It 1sn’t easy in skirts,” said Dick.

"He did his best, though, and they in-
cereased their pace. The footpath brought
them out on a quiet road on the outskirts
of the town, and it was not long before they
were walking more sedately along a busy
thoroughfare.  They passed several police-
men there, and half expected to be arrested
at any moment, but nothing happened.

““The news has not reached them-yet,” said
Monty. ““Another five minutes and I’ll
breathe more freely.”

They went right into the heart of the busy
manufacturing town, then dived off into a
residential neighbourhood, dingy and grimy.
In a rather sordid street they paused at a
door that looked no different from the doors
of all the other houses. |

Monty knocked—three times—and waited;
then knocked again. They heard footsteps
coming along the passage. The bolt was
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drawn back, the door opcned, and a man
stood in the shadows on the other side of
the threshold.

‘“Good-afternoon,” said Monty. *I1 think
it will be a fine day.”

The man drew back, one haud extended.
On the palm lay a green button.

““Yes, I think it will,”” he replied. * The
wind has changed!”’

Monty sucked in his breath sharply, and
his eyes glowed in his head like coals .of
fire. He kinew he had come to the right
house. He had seen the green button in the
man’s hand. But the pass-word in reply to
his had been wrong!

But there was no time to argue about it
then. Danger was waiting for them out in
the street as much as in that house.

Monty stepped over the threshold without
another word. Then, like a cat, he pounced.
His fist crashed without warning full in the
man’s face He made no mistake about that
blow. It had to be swift and accurate—and
it was. The fellow went down with a moan
and lay still.

Then, from downstairs, came gruff cries
and the thudding of feet. @ Monty dragged
Dick into the house and slammed the front
door violently, as if they had both turned
tail and bolted into the street.

In the passage close to the front door was
the door of the sitting-room. It was un-
locked. Monty dived into the rooni, dragging
Dick after him, and closed the door.

Panting, they waited, standing behind the
door, ready to fight for it. Men were thun-
dering down the stairs fromn the rooms above.
They leapt over the form of the se:nseless
man in the passage, tore open the front door,
and dashed out into the street.

‘“What’s 1t mean?” gasped Dick, be-
wildered»

“Treachery—or just bad luck!” snapped
Monty. ‘The enemy have somehow got hold
of our man’s house, found the green button,
and tried to use it to trap us. The enemy
have rushed out to find us, and we’re here—
in the trap—like rats!”

They went out into the passage. -

‘“Bolt that front door,” said Monty. It
will give us a little time to think what to do
next. But it means, Dick—we’re cornered!”™

Checkmate!

1 HAT are you going to do?” asked
Dick Seton, in awed whispers.
Monty was stooping over the
form of the senseless man in the
passage and ransacking his pockets. Sud-
denly he rose, with a grunt of satisfaction,
and in his hand was a green button.

“Got it!” he said softly, but tersely.
‘““We’re in a fix, Dick, but we’ve got both
the buttons they took from you in the castle.
That’s something. The enemy cannot now
use these green buttons against us. Two
you had, and we have them both.”

Despite the tight corner they were in,
Monty could not help feeling triumphant
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over the recovery of the buttons. Unfor-
tunately, he was still ignorant of the fact
that he had dropped one accidentally in the
hotel where he had floored Kahn at the feet
of a German general. Kahn, himself, had
that green button, but Monty did not know
it!

“But, if the enemy collared your man who
ran this house, they would have got hold of
another green button,” argued Dick.

But Monty shook his head grimly.

““Any one of our men would have lost the
button in some way, rather than have allowed
it to fall into Kahn’s hands. You needn’t
worry about that.”

‘“But we’re in the trap.”

“Yes. Listen! ”

Monty’s hand was half raised. They could
hear the patter of feet outside on the pave-
ment.

“They've realised we’ve fooled ’em, and
they’re coming back.”

‘““And what’s your move ?”’ asked Dick.

“Out by the back way, of course. Come
on!”

Their conversation had been in whispers,
ecarcely audible, for they could not tell who
mi:ght be in the house.

Monty led the way on tip-toe, along the
passage and down the stairs to the basement.
Although 1t was broad daylight outside, the
staircase was dark enough. There was a door
at the bottom, and it was closed.

- Monty had been in the house before, in
the course of his duties, and knew that the
door opened into the kitchen. He paused
and listened, but beyond the stairs creaking
slightly under Dick’s feet, there was not a
gsound. If there were men upstairs they were
remarkably quiet.

They both came to the conclusion that no
one was upstairs. They did not risk speak-
ing, but a gesture served to reassure them
both. Monty continued noiselessly down the
stairs, until he came to the closed door, where
he ‘hesitated, then put his ear to the panel.

He stiffened, and one hand was stretched
Qut behind, warning Dick to keer still. He
could hear the breathing of a man—the rather
wheezy, stertorous breathing of a man who
was out of condition through good living—
unless, of course, whoever it was in the
kitchen was breathing hard through excite-
ment and the tension of the moment, as he
waited for the arrival of the fugitives.

It was hard to say which was the real cause
of those faint sounds, but one thing was cer-
tain—there was a man in the kitchen. Monty
knew he could not get out into the back-
yard except through the kitchen.

He reached out and, placing his hand on
Dick’s shoulder, pressed hard. In the gloom
they could hardly see each other’s faces.

But Dick understood. He crouched down
low on the stairs. Monty was already on the
last stair by the closed door, huddled up in
a heap, as close to the stairs as he could
get. One hand was raised up to the door
handle. He was turning it, slowly —cautiously.
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There was a click—only slight, but to their
straining ears it cracked like a revolver shot
in the tense silence of the house. Monty
heard yet another click from the kitchen, that
was not caused by the door handle. He
smiled grimly to himself.

He gave one wrench at the handle, un-
latching the door, then with one violent
thrust %e swung the door open. It swung
on its hinges and banged back against the
parti-wall.

At the same instant, a revolver exploded.
The sudden, lurid flash dazzled them. Two
bullets whined over Monty’s head and plugged
into the wall behind him.

He had gambled on the fact that the man
in the kitchen would fire at the height of an
average man’s heart. And he was right. He
owed his life to his crouching posture alone.

The man fired twice in as many seconds.
Then Monty flung himself forward, thrusting
himself away from the stairs in a kind of
Rugby tackle. The attack was as swift as it
was unexpected. He went head first, like
a torpedo, and his outflung arms grabbed the
man’s legs and brought iim down with a
crash. Monty shot forward, the man fell
sprawling over his back, striking his head
with ghastly force on the bottom stair.

There was a hoarse cry, a moan—and then
silence.

Monty struggled to his feet, a wan smile
on his face.

‘“Easier than I had hoped,” he said.

Dick came from the stairs and stared down
at the senseless man. He was a German
officer, and his still smoking revolver was-
clutched in his right hand.

Monty wrenched it away and searched him
for ammunition. There was no time to do
more. The revolver shots had given the
alarm, and the silence was shattered by the
furious banging of men on the front street
door. The men had come back, they had
heard the shots, and secrecy and cunning
would avail the fugitives no longer.

“Out of this!” snapped Monty.

He opened the back door, and Dick dashed
through to the yard. Monty paused to close
the door, lock it, and fling the key away.
He forgot nothing likely to hinder pursuit.

“Which way?” asked Dick hurriedly.

“Over the end wall,” said Monty.

‘““What’s on the other side ?”’

““Haven'’t the faintest. I’ve only been here
at night., Come on. We mustn’t give them
time to surround the show. Hustle!”

Dick was still in his disguise as an old
woman, and his skirts hampered him. He
picked them up and ran down the yard to the
end wall.

Monty was close behind him and helped
him up with a vigorous thrust. Dick didn't
look. His one and only idea was get over
the wall. For a brief second he lay along
the top, then he allowed himself to slide
over and drop down on the other side.

Monty heard him cry out in alarm, and
then came a prodigious splash. He had fallen
into water.
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Monty was on the top of the wall a second
later, staring down at the turgid waters of a

canal. He saw the bubbles and rings where
Dick had gone down, and it seemed ages
before his head appeared above the surface.

‘““All right?”’ called” Monty.
towing path!”

Dick tried to nod. He was swimming as
best he could, but he was wearing ekirts—
voluminous skirts of a heavy material. Now
that they were soaked with water they were
terribly heavy, and he had all his work cut
out to remain afloat.

Monty dived in and swam towards him, but

“Swim to the
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as thick as soup and he could see nothing.
He fumbled this way and that, and eventu-
ally was forced to break surface to breathe.
By that time Dick had come up again, but
his face was ghastly, and his eyes staring.
Twice he had gone under. 1If he sank a
third time it might be the end of him.

Monty forged towards him through the
water, swimming with long, powerful strokes.

‘“Hang on, old man!”

Dick managed to wave one hand weakly.

“No—you go on! I'm done! They’ll get
you if you stay!’’ |

“I’m not leaving you,”

said Monty tersely.
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Monty knew he would never get his halt-drowned companion to the bank before the pursuing
German soldiers were upon them, but he stuck ltxo Dlick Seton, dragging him nearer and nearer
‘ to the shore.

he was yards away when Dick began to sink
again.

“Hold up!” called Monty.

“I—I can’t—the skirts—"

He sank, and Monty swam like one
possessed.
- The dive into the canal meant nothing to
him. He had had time to see what he was
deing, and although he wore peasant’s cloth-
ing that was not such a terrible handicap
as sodden skirts.

- But Dick had fallen into the canal with-
out expecting it. The cold water had come
as a shock to him, and after his imprison-
ment 1n Arnstein Castle, together with the
ardours of the escape, he was not in too good
a condition to withstand such experiences.

He struggled hard, but it was of no avail
The weight of his sodden skirts dragged him
under. . :

Monty dived frantically, but the water was

He almost flung himself through the water.
Dick was leaning his head back, and his eyes
were staring up at the sky. He began to
sink. The water lapped his chin, covered
his mouth, crept up to his forehead.

Monty groaned in despair. He could hear
the men forcing the back door of the house
they had just left. But he could not leave
Dick to drown in that muddy canal.

It was true that the missing formula had
been memorised by them both. If either of
them won through the result would be

trinmph for the British Government. They
both put country first, come to that. Yet
Monty refused to leave Dick to drown. He

just couldn’t do it.

He half rose out of the water, and dived
under. He made no mistake this time. His
grasping hands clutched Dick’s clothes, and
he fought fiercely to get him to the surface.

He had no idwa until then just how heavy



40

those water-logged skirts could be. It took
all his strength to get Dick’s head above
water.

But the air failed to revive the half-drowned
man. Dick was unconscious. But for Monty
he would never have risen to the surface
acgain. As it was, Monty held his head free
of the muddy water, and swam vigorously
{or the towing path on the other side of the
canal,

Being single-handed it took more time than
he cared to think about to reach the side, and
then to haul himself and Dick out of the
water. He struggled desperately, until his
breath came 1n gasps.

He had to lift Dick, get under him, and
thrust him up and over the edge on to the
path. Then he clawed himself out, and lay
down in the puddle he caused, panfting and
hghting for breath.

The precious inutes ticked on relentlessly.
tle grew caliner and staggered to his feet.
Dick lay there as still and white as any
corpse.

Monty turned him over and got the water
from his mouth and nostrils, then lay him
on his back again and started artificial re-
spiration. He tore the clothes from his breast
and massaged the heart.

Dick had been an expert swimnmer before
the war. But for that he would have ‘lost
his life in that canal. He had had the wit
to keep what water he could out of his body,
and that saved him. He was weak, done up,
cold, beaten by circumstances, and all he had
cone through.

But he was alive! He sighed and drew
the air into his lungs, then coughed and
spluttered. IHis eyes opened, and he stared
up at Monty, who knelt over him.

‘“ All right, old man?” “

“Ne-never better!” faltered Dick, game to
the end.

Then his eyes closed once more, and un-
consciousness had him again in its merciful
grip.

But he was alive. He would recover.
Monty knew that, and was so far satisfied.
He had done all he could—all, and more
than might have been expected of him,

He heard the back door of the house they
had left smash open with a rending of wood.
He heard the hoarse cries of the men who
pursted him, heard them running, heard
them climb the wall, and saw a bullet head
come over the grimy bricks on the far side
of the turgid canal.

He straightened and turned to run for it.
He could do no more now for Dick Seton.
His job was to save himnself.

But there was a cry, a flash, a report, and
something struck him violently on the arm.
The force of it swung him round and flung
hirn against the wall. He recoiled, and only
&gst saved himself from falling into the canal.

hen he steadied himself and ran for it along
the‘ towpath in a zigzag fashion.

The man on the garden wall went on
blazing away with his revolver, but he never
registered another hit. Monty saw to that.

Other men leapt into the water, swam
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across, and clambered out on the towing-
path. Two bent over Dick. Two more raced
after Mouty, calling to him to halt.

By that time the sun was sinking in the
west behind the factory chimmneys. A haze
rose from the surface of the canal and per-
sisted in all the hollows and amongst the
clustered houses. The light was dim and
uncertain.

Mouty felt thankful for that. It might
help. He could feel warm blood trickling
down his arm to his hand, but he could move
his arm, even if it hurt, so he reckoned that
his wound was not serious. He couldn’t help
it 1f 1t was.

He had to escape. If he were caught, then
all chances of the British Government
obtaining the missing formula would be gone
for ever.

He had no idea what to do or where to

0. The headquarters of the British Secret
Service in that town was in the hands of
the enemy. He had to trust to himself alone
now. It was checkmate, with a vengeance.
Kahn’s mmen were close on his heels, he was
in the centre of an enemy town, with only
himself to rely upon.

For Dick Seton recapture meant simply
rigorous imprisonment. Despite Kahn’s
threats to have him shot if he did not reveal
the contents of the missing formula, Monty
knew the Germans would still hope the
Britisher would speak—they would hold him,
rather than kill him.

But Monty knew that his fate would be
short and sharp. He was ranked as a spy,
and he could not really blame the enemy if
they placed him at once with his back to a
wall and shot him. The Government officials
at home would sigh, remark that they had
lost a good man, and forget him. They
could do nothing else about it.

In addition to all that, and of far more
importance, was the fact that now Seton
had been recaptured the only chance of the
British (Government ever receiving the
missing formula rested on Monty escaping.

For that reason he redoubled his efforts.
He risked a glance over his shoulder, and
saw that more men had crossed the canal.
One remained kneeling by the unconscious
Dick Seton. Three were running furiously
along the towing-path after the fugitive,
while another straddled the garden wall of
the house they had left, blazing away with
his revolver in a reckless fashion.

Mouty ran in zigzag fashion, and the
bullets went wide. The light was far too dim
by that time to make marksmanship very
accurate. But if the bullet missed, the re-
ports aroused the whole neighbourhood, and
ith may have been that the enemy counted on
this.

Monty sought a way of escape. The
towing-path stretched away ahead of him in
a straight line beside the muddy canal,
dwindling away in the misty distance. There
was no possible chance of concealment if he
kept running to the end of the canal,
wherever that might be.

Consequently, the first wall he came to
beside the path he seized upon eagerly. He
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had to get away amongst the houses and
hide, if he could. He leapt up at the seven-
foot wall, grabbed the coping with his
fingers, and hauled. A bullet flattened
against the bricks within six inches of his
head. The next instant he was on the top,
lying there prone for a second. Then he
rolled over and dropped on the other side.

66 h

Got you!” gasped a guttural voice almost
in his ear.

There was a working man grappling with
hini. But Monty made no attempt to shake
off those clawing hands. Instead he just
allowed himself to crumple up as if the fall
had dazed him. The hands failed to get a
real good hold on his wet clothes, and he
shd away a ftew feet, came upright with
remarkable alacrity, and attacked the new-
comer.

The man had obviously heard the shots and
was out to win favour with the military
authorities by stopping the fugitive. That
the fugitive would attack him he had not
considered for a moment, and Monty gave
him no tine to realise what was happening.
A clenched fist struck him squarely on the
jaw and shot him backwards half-senseless.

Monty turned and fled. He found himself
on a stretch ot waste ground. On the side
he had left was the wall bordering the canal
towing-path. On two sides were the grim
walls of factories. On the fourth side was a
six-foot wall, on the other side of which were
arc lights just beginning to glow in the dusk
ol evening.

The last thing Monty wanted then was
light, yet that wall represented his only way
off that waste ground. He headed for the
wall, despair beginning to grip at his heart.

Then from the other side came the sound
of a great cornmotion, and he saw the steam
ana smoke from a railway engine. Above
the wall appeared the top of a locomotive,
that was azyaarently hauling a goods train at
a fair speed.

Monty increased his speed. .Railways
meant sentries and patrols in the ordinary
way, but now that train showed him a
possible means of escape, and he was
prepared to try for it, even if he failed.

His strength was leaving him. He badly
needed rest. Already his pursuers had scaled
the wall from the canal towing-path and
were thundering after him with hoarse ories.

Pufling and panting, Monty charged at
the wall, gave a terrific leap, and clawed at
the top, pulling himself up and over. He
had to drop as close to the bricks as he
could, for there was a line of stationary
trucks on the metals close to the wall, and
the tops of them were iooded with light from
a nearby standard.

Monty fell in a heap beside the trucks, then
he crawled under them, hoping against hope
that there was not an engine at one end
liable to pull or push at the wrong moment
and crush him to death under the wheels.

In that particular he was lucky. There
was no engine attached to the trucks. He
scrambled out on the other side, to see the
laden trucks of the moving train speeding
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along twenty yards from him. He ran
towards the blurred lines, stumbling over
sleepers and rusty metals, bruising his shins
on point levers.

le was aware of an excruciating pain in
his side. His heart was pumping as if it
would burst, his lungs were almost on the
verge of collapse.

But he nerved himself for the final effort.

- He saw the bulky shape of the last truck

looin black against the garish rays of an arc
lamp. He leapt madly up at the speeding
thing..- His body crashed against the wooden
side, his fingers ciawed at the grimy planks,
and found no hold. His strength had petered
out at the last minute. He had not leapt
high enough.

He cried out aloud in his despair. He fell,
slithering against the wooden side and the
non undercarriage of the truck, then dropped
with a crash on the permanent way. It was
a mercy he fell clear of the thundering
wheels.

As it was, the fall shook him considerably.
He raised his bruised head and stared
foolishly at the tail-lights of the speeding
train. He haa tried, and he had failed. He
could scarcely realise it. He lay there barely
half-conscious, trying (o steady his reeling
mind.

Then guttural shouts from the wall he had
climbed aroused him to his danger. He
scrambled to his feet and staggered away up
the line towards the goods sidings.

The brilliant electric standards made the
open ground as light as day, but they served
also to cast dense shadows behind every
platelayers’ hut and every standing truck.

Monty was quick to take advantage of this
fact. In the goods sidings there was a
sporting chance of concealment, but nowhere
ei::s. Ele ran for all he was worth, taking
risks which, under more normal conditions,
he would have scorned.

He knew he was-at the end of his tether.
If he did not soon find some place in which
to hide and rest, he would drop in his tracks,
utterly exhausted.

As he ran he heard a shout, and, glancing

 sideways, saw an armed sentry on a goods

platform on the far side of the mass of
gleaming metals. The man blazed away with
his rifle, but he couldn’t shoot straight to
save his life, although his lack of skill cer-
tainly saved Monty’s hife.

The bullets whined past his ears and over
his head: He dived for the shelter of a line
of trucks, raced round the end, and away
in the dense shadows they formed. He was
racing along a corridor between two lines
of goods trucks. There seemed no end to
them, but they were all open, empty trucks,
offering no reasonable concealment at all in
the event of a thorough and organised
search.

Still dissatisfied of his chances there, Monty
held on as best he could, but even his vision
was blurred and uncertain now. He stag-
gered as he ran. He saw a larger truck, and
darted round one end of it. On the other side
the door of it was open. He felt suddenly
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cold, but that was only natural. It was a
refrigerating truck, laden with frozen car-
cases of meat. .

But by the open door stood @ man in the
dingy uniforn of a minor railway official.
He was calmly lighting his pipe. He lowered
the match to stare at Monty.

““Wie gohts?” he inquired, as calmly as if
he were meceting an acquaintance on the
street in broad daylight.

Monty came to a swaying halt, not sure
what to do. He ought to dart at the man
and floor him, but he doubted his own
strength now. DBesides, the man was not try-
ing to grab him, either, despite the fact that
he must have heard the frantic shooting and
the cries of the pursuers.

IIc stood there holding the match to his
pipe. Then, with one quick movement, one
hand left his pipe and moved the lapel of
his uniform jacket, underneath which, in
the flickering light of the match, Monty saw
a green button!

lle gasped, but there was no time to ex-
plain matters. The man jerked his head to-
wards the door of the refrigerating van.

“Get m! Quickly!” he snapped In a
whisper.

Monty scrambled as best he could, crawled
to the far end amongst the terribly - cold
frozen carcases, and lay still, pufhing and
pauting and hoping that the wheezing of
hic over-wrought lungs could not be heard
outside.

'l'hrowgh a chink between the horrible car-
cases he could see the railway man. He was
still lighting his pipe, with a hand as firm
as a rock. It was amazing how long it took
him to light that pipe. The pursuers found
hiin still pufting away as if nothing had hap-
pened to alarm him.

They questioned him volubly, ficrcely.

“Didn’t you sece anyone come this way?”

‘““No. If 1 had I'd have collared the man,”
he retorted angrily.

“But surely you hcard the shots?”

“Yes. But I thought whoever you’re chas-
ing went down the line. Anyway, I’ve seen
no one here. Try over the other side by the
engine sheds and the coal dumps. He'd be
sure to head that way.”

““Ach, ja! The coal dumps. Forgot those!”

Monty sighed with rclief. One green but-
ton had played him false that day, and he
had to chance this one. But he knew now
that he had found help when he had least
expected it. |

He allowed himsclf to relax. Dimly he
realised that the pursuers had gone pounding
away across the permancnt way. The man
wita the green button behind ﬁis lapel was
still lighting his pipe with a steady hand.

. Then the terrible icy chill of the refrigerat-
Ing van began to steal over Monty’s senses
and his brain reeled.

He came up with a jerk, however, at the
sound of voices. One of the pursuers, more
suspicious than the rest, had returned.

Wait a bit, my friend,” he said. * How
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do we know he didn’t dive into this van
when your back was turned?”

The man with the green button laughed
loudly.

“If he wants a nasty sort of death he’ll
get it in there,” he retorted. *Poke your
head in and feel the temperature. Would you
hide 1n a place with the temperature below
zero ?”’

“You mean—

“I mean that no man could stay in there
more than five minutes unless he wanted to
be hauled out as dead as cold mutton—or as
cold as dead mutton. Have 1t which way you
like. But—if you have any doubts—well, get
in and see for yourself.”

For one awful moment Monty suspected
treachery. The pursuer clambered up into
the van and gazed about him. He made no
attempt to advance farther!than the doorway.
He saw the carcases hanging from the hooks,
stiff, stark and frozen solid. The bitter chill
stung his flesh and curdled the blood in his
veins.

He backed out and clambered down again
to the permanent way.

“You're right,” he said. ‘Only a madman
would hide in there.”

He raced off into the gathering dusk, and
the man with the green button chuckled with
amusement as he went on lighting the pipe
that actually had no tobacco in it!

But the danger past, the truth realised that
this man was a true ally, was too much for
Monty in his exhausted condition. The icy
chill of the van gripped his brain, his head
sagged forwards and he plunged into un-
CONsClOUSIess.

1

The Guard!

ONTY had dreams—pleasant dreams,
M too. He was dreaming that he lay
on his feather bed in his luxurious
West End flat in London. But the
pleasure suddenly went. He had an idea
that a terrible earthquake was shaking all
London—or else it was an air raid, and a
bomb had dropped in through his window,
and he was being blown sky-high. He couldn’t
be sure which 1t was.

One thing only was certain. He was mov-
ing. His brain was too muddled for him to
be sure what the movements were. There
was a violent bump, and he was extremely
cold.

Then he thought that he was back in bed
again, and was pulling the covers over him.
He was warmer, and the warmth set the
blood coursing through his veins.

After that came more movement, and this
time he thought he was in an aeroplane, but
couldn’t make out why he should think that.
He hung limply, and was bumped this way
and that, although the bumping did not hurt.

He came to rest, and whatever it was that
had half smothered him was drawn away. He
felt fresh air on his face, and a new kind of
warmth. Then something was pressed to his
lips. He drank a fiery ﬁquid. It burnt his
throat. He opened his eyes and stared up at
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a strange face. It looked like a green button
at first. He tried to cry out, but in a flash
a hand was pressed over his mouth.

“Steady, old man!” sounded a quiet voice.
“It’ll all come back in a minute.”

Monty blinked. He was beginning to re-
member that this was the man who had the
green button behind the lapel of his jacket.

He lay still, and gradually he remembered
everything.

““Where am 1?7’ he asked.

‘“ About a stone’s throw from that re-
frigerating van,” said the man. “If I'd have
krown you were so done up I'd never have
told you to get in there. The cold got you.
Another five minutes and you’d have been
done- for.”

“Where else could I have hid?” asked
Monty.

“Hanged if T know. We had to be quick.

Ah, well, the .van served, so we mustn’t
grumble.”
“But—who are you?”

‘““ Denton—sent here to help Bryant.”

Monty sat up and gazed about him.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Where am 1,
exactly.” .

‘“ Platelayer’s hut. It’s foggy to-night. I'm
working the fog signals, but traflic is not
thick just now. Got a fire here, which helps.
‘So long as no one comes along. If they do,
get under the seat and I’ll sit on you.”

“It was luck, hitting up against you.”

“Not all luck,” said Denton. "I saw you
try to jump on that train and miss it. 1
was running ahead of you. If there had been
no other way I would have drawn off the
pursuit.”

“They’d have put you
party,” said Monty.

“We all take that chance,” replied Denton.

Monty gripped his hand in sympathy and
understanding.

“But what about Bryant?” he asked.
“Seton and I reached the house. The enemy
were there. We got away by the skin of our
teeth, but the canal was too much for Seton.
They got him.”

“Then the formula is
groaned Denton. .

“Tt is not!” cried Monty, in -hoarse whis-
pers. ‘“Seton had memorised it. He taught
it to me. So long as one of us gets through
—understand ?”’

Denton nodded thoughtfully.

“It isn’t going to be easy,” he remarked.
“Kahn knows now what the green buttons

are for.”
“How did he find out?” asked Monty.

“By sheer luck. It was this way. Bryant
had been busy in the barracks here. He has
been posing as a hawker and sells odds and
ends to the soldiers—postcards, buttons, tapes,
cottons—things like that. He heard talk
about the green buttons taken off Seton in
Arnstein Castle, and how an officer was sand-
bagged one night and had one button taken
from him. That meant that there was still
another button missing. It made us both
nervous, I can tell you. °

before a firing

lost completely,”
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‘“ And then, early this morning, while going
to the barracks to sell things, Bryant was run
down by a military lorry, and badly injured.
I went to the hospital with him. He'll be
months before he can get about again. But,
in his delirium, he began to talk in English!”’

‘““He gave the show away?”

“Yes,” Denton nodded. ““You can’t blame
poor Bryant. He wasn’t in a fit condition to
know what he was saying. 1 heard him, so
did the doctor. 1 did the only thing I could
do, I bolted from that hospital and had to
knock down the doctor to get away scot
free. But I dared not return to the house,
and within an hour Kahn’s men were there,
and I guessed they had a button. I saw
Heinrich Kahn in the town myself. At the
moment I am taking the place of a railway
man who lies drugged and tied up in his
own cottage. I was hoping to intercept you
and stop you going to the housee, but I was

-just too late, but I heard the firing, and

did what 1 could.”

“Which saved me,” added Monty grimly.
“They’ve got Seton, but he’ll only get
rigorous imprisonment. The formula might
still reach home. Listen, Denton—no one
will blame Bryant for what has happened.
It 1s the fortune of war. In any case, we
need not worry so much because I got the
green button back off the man who admitted
us. The two buttons taken from Seton have
been. recaptured.”

But Denton shook his head. |

“The danger is not over. Heinrich Kahn
has a third button.”

“Impossible!”” exclaimed Monty.

“But T have seen it. I was In disguise,
watching the hospital when he arrived to
listen to poor Bryant’s ravings. I saw him
leave, and he was chuckling triumphantly,
talking to another officer, and showing him
two green buttons. One of those you took
from the man 1n the house, but that still
leaves a third which Kahn himself has.”

Monty stared at the fire in the bucket.

“Where on earth did he get it from,

- then ?”’ he muttered.

“I can’t tell you that. But we must be
on our guard.” -

“I've got to think this over,”” said Monty.

Denton took down a basket from a hook
on the side of the hut and produced food and
tea in a flash. |

‘“Better eat while you’re thinking. There
goes the signal. I’ll have to take off the
percussion caps on the fog signals.”

He went off to his levers a few yards out-
side the hut. Monty watched him working,
but he was thinking of other madtters.

A passenger train came thundering out of
the fog, passed on the near line of metals,
and slackened speed as it approached the
station,

Denton worked once more to replace the
percussion caps on the lines, then came back
to the hut, jerking his head in the direction
of the train that had gone. o

‘“The North Express,” he said. *It stays
here an hour. I reckon that if Seton is fit
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to be moved ne will travel with Kahn on that
train.’’.

“Going north " queried Monty. ““Surel
hev would cither take him to Berlin or bace
to. Arnstein?”

Denton shook his head. )

“They huave a special camp now—only
cpened a week aro—set m the marshes at the
back  of Danuw although mnot inside the
bhorders of Danufr which 1s a free town. No
Ove can  escape Trom this new camp unless
they know the secret passage through the
iarshes. It i: designed for prisoners who
attempt (‘\(‘Il[J(‘ or must be kept zafely. You
cet me?” '

Monty rose 1o his feet
sclf. |

““ Another five minutes
like myself,” hLe sadd.

“That refrigerating van ncarly finished
rou.  Your C]()tll('., were like boards when I
hiauled you out.” T had to get you into a
sack and carry you herc as if you were pota-
toes. 7 The sentry watched me all the time.
His beat is only twenty yards from here, so
we've got to be carcful,”

Mont§ again. was thinking of other thmgs

and steadied nhim-

and I'll feel more
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‘to Berlin—to headguariérs.

“Don’t know twat I can.” T got tH1~ uni-
form by putting the real owner to <.eep A

“Could I board the train?”

‘““And hide .in the luguago van?, That
ought to be easy. as von won’t lun e to pass
the cordon at the ticket barriers.”.

'},

-

“Right. T’ll handle that myself. You leave
this poqt Get along to the wood, tap - “the
wires and talk to Smithers at Kopfe Tell

him I am travelling north. . The pw‘-«\\oxd
must be altered. The chqllonge will: ‘be:
Is it raiming. The answer is: No. it i5 fine.
(Got that?” Crew YA s

Denton repeated 1, word for “word, and
Monty nodded. RN CHLENR

Smithers is 1o pa-~ that alcag. and also
to send word that either Seton ov I willtbe
on the rocks to-morrow mounug “at “sunrise.
We mayv both be there. bur I can’t guarantee

that. One of us, though. must' be thele and
evervthing must™ be l.t."dd\ Hfor- us. Under-
Qtand 93 " -, = - .

“Yes,” said Denton. Aua aftemards‘?

“Xou and Smithers lmd bettel vanish® 1 Go
But aak"\mlther@

to make the train slacken spédd: at :his® box.

‘He can_keep his (h~tam sxgnal at dange1

S1f Kahn and Seton travel north on that

tram, ‘then I must go with them.” he said.
“In any case., I've got to go north. Listen,
Denton. Can vou pass the word round to the

cthers ?” .
“Bryan’s way was to get out on the rail-

wayv track, two miles north of here, where
the line passes through a wood, and then
to tap the telephone wires.  He could talk,
then’ to Smither~. who 13 amna]man at Kopfe,
twenty miles away—"

#On the same line ?*

“Thls train will pass his box.”" said Denton.

“Good. Now. Jisten. - Can you get me a

railway uniform
‘,-'As a guard, for Instance?

“Yes. “Anything so long az I can get on

tne tmm “1thour e\(mnrr suspicion.’

e retds [

That wiil 'do all' T need.”” -3 ¢
Denton nodded and pol\ed his head out of
the hut. e e e
““The train’s in at thc platform. 3 Tho
¢oldiers are searching 1, as’ tlre\..a]\xm's do. -
They™start at the back and: work. Dt to“alds
the "engine. -~ I'll clear off ;right-, awav,” and
the fog signals can take. (ale ot themselx es..
I don’t expect another train for_an . hour, or
more. ,
back of the hut when vou leave.”
sir—and good luck!”.
““Good luck to you.

(Good- bvc

t. -
’\Iontv gripped hix

.J..~ R ‘ ‘boe ae

Mind the scntry, on, the uall at. the'

hand. and Deutou nmnhcd mto the darknéss -

l 4
-

outside the hut. B e e s

(MontJ 7na]w~: onc last desperafe bid for
freedom. L Is - he successful ‘See: neit
weel:’s chapters of this stirring Great lf ar’

’
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