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Schooiboys Imprisoned By Ruthless Terrorists ! —Gripping Long Thriller -
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CHAPTER 1.
The Awakening.
‘¢ 4-UG-UG! Gurerreerh Y
The sound, fearsome enough in all
truth, was really only a yawn; but

it was a most prodigions yawn, and
it emerged from the wide-open mouth of
Edward Oswald Handforth, of the St.

Ivank’s Remove.

The burly junior opened his eyes, but the
light was dim; and his eyes, in any case,
were full of hea\v sleep. At any rate, he
was satisfied that it was quite early in the
morning, and it was good to_know that the
rising bell was not ringing. He turned over
in bed luxuriously, preparing to have another
S1Qoze.

But there secimed to be something wrong.
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the bed was not so springy
The springs did not
give at all. And the blanket, in some way,
was next to Handforth’s chin—instead of the
shcet. 1t seemed very much rougher than
usnal.  Still, what did 1t matter? He rolled
over on to his back and leisurely opened his
eyes.

It was very sirange.
ceiling of the little dormitory,
some great black rafters high above -
enormous beams. Of course, they weren’t
there really. Just one of those tricks of the
imagination.

“I say, Churchy!” mumbled
with another mighty yawn.

For one thing,
ag 1t shonld lla\e been.

Instead of the white
he could =eo

Handtorth,

He ha]f turned over and quked }t
Churchy’s bed. Curiously enongh, Churchy’s
bed w 1~nt there. Ie was gazing across g



—dtarring Nelson Lee, Nipper And The Boys Of St. Frank’s !
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The Castle of Doom—the secret headquarters of the ruthless Fellowship of Fear,
hidden away in the mountains of Bavaria., Here Nelson Lee, detective, and his
schoolboy companions, lie captive—doomed prisoners of the Terrorists they have
tried so pluckily to bring to justice! But, desperate though their position is,
Nelson Lee & Co. are not downhearted. ‘‘While there’s life there’s hope ! ”’
is their motto.
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long, gloomy chamber, with a stone wall at He looked round again.  His head was
the far end. throbbing  strangely, and  he  saw, to his

C“Ruds! T must be dreaming,” muttered startied astonishment,  that he was {fully
Handforth, siting up abruptly and shaking dressed, minus a collar and necktie.  There
himself. weren't any real beddlothes, only a couple of
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shaggy blankets. And he wasn’t in a bed at
all, but lying on the floor level. There
secined to be a sort of mattress.

“Great Scott!” gurgled Handforth.

He knew that he was awake now. But, for
the life of him, he couldn’t understand what
had happened. Instead of being in the
dormitory of the Ancient House of St.
Frank’s, he was—— Where was he?

It was a great stone chamber, lofty, barren.
The windows were mere slits, and the depth
of them proved, startlingly enough, how
extraordinarily thick the wall was. This ex-
plained the lack of light in the apartment.
Dimly he could see a great door on the
opposite side, and it was arched at the top,
running to a point—like a door inside a
church, or an old castle. The door was
heavily studded with great metal knobs.

“It’'s—it’s 1mpossible!” said Handforth

loudly.
“What-ho!””’ came a sleepy voice from
near-by. ‘“Good old Phipps with the tea

'jlgice, what? Laddie, kindly slip it across.
he young master is ready and waiting.”

- “Archie!” exclaimed Handforth, turning
round. “ What the dickens——"’

He broke off. Archie Glenthorne, dressed
just as himself, and looking very dishevelled,
was sitting up on a mattress, surrounded by
rough blankets. The elegant junior was
evidently under the impression—as Handforth
had been—that he was in his own dormitory
at St. Frank’s. |

“Good gad!” he ejaculated suddenly, as he

stiffened. ‘ What’s
where are we?”
“That’s what 1
Handforth.
“Odds sights and scarecrows!” ejaculated
Archie. “Is that you, Handy? 1 must say
that you look most disgustingly dirty.”

“What about yourself?”’ retorted Hand-

happened? 1
like

to know,” said

forth. “And look at these other mattresses
and things. There’s about a dozen of us
here! I can’t think clearly. Something’s

happened, but I don’t know what it is. 1
seem to have a vague recollection of some-
thing pretty startling——"

“Odds reminders and jolts!”” broke in
Archie. “Weren't we in the Triangle at St.
Frank’s? Don’t you remember those blight-
ing searchlights and chappies all dressed up in
rummy clothes? And now we’re in a foul
dungeon of sorts, including a door with knobs
on.”

“The Handforth
excitedly.

The very recollection made him leap to his
feet. He was stiff, but he took no notice.
He staggered to the nearest slit-like window.
Before he had taken a good look outside,
Archie had joined him. T%nere was just room
enough for the two to stare out. The slit
was wider on the inner side of the wall than
the outer; it narrowed down until it was
scarcely more than a crevice, and 1t was
covered with thick glass. ‘

But it was clear glass, and the juniors could
see out fairly distinctly. They gazed upon a
remarkable vista. They could see a long,

fellowship!”  yelled

winding valley with steep hillsides, thick
with pine trees. In places, here and there, a
winding road could be identified; and, far
off, in the dim distance, right down at the
bottom of the valley, the red roofs of a
village or town ocould just be distinguished.

Nearer at hand a jutting portion of a
building obstructed the view; and Handforth
and Archie could see a turreted wall, and
bulging out from a corner of it a round toweyr
with a4 squat spire. They stared for some
moments, and then they looked at eqomne
another, their eyes wide with bewilderment.

‘““It beats me!”’ said Handforth at length.

“ Absolutely!” agreed Archie helplessly.
“1I mean to say, the whole thing’s impossible.
We must be dreaming, old tulip! This place
18 a dashed medieval castle—and it’s not in
England at all! You never find pine-clad
hills like that in England.”

A sound made them look round. Some-
body else was moving. A big figure was
sitting up on one of the mattresses-—a man.
He was holding his head and running his
fingers through his hair. He stopped
suddenly, wincing, as though his fingers had
encountered a badly-bruised part of his scalp.

“Ye gods and little fishes! The Head
himself !’ muttered Handforth.

It was perfectly true. The man who was
sitting up on the mattress was none other
than Mr. James Kingswood—affectionately
known as “Fighting Jim,” the headmaster of
St. Frank’s College. He, like the boys, was
much dishevelled. The very sight of him
gave Handforth’s memory a big jar, and hus
eyes suddenly blazed.

“I remember now!” he muttered tensely.
“The fellowship. That’s right. They raided
St. Frank’s, didn't they?”

“Did they?” asked Archie. “I'm trying
to figure out how we got to this place. 1L
don’t remember anything. Weren’t we
gassed, or something, in the Triangle?”

“Yes, that’s it,” said Handforth eagerly.
“1 say, Mr. Kingswood! Are you awake,
sir ?

He hurried across the room. As he did
so he noted that there were ten occupants all
told, including Mr. Kingswood, Archie, and
himself. There was one other man—Phipps,
apparently. Phipps was Archie Glenthorne’s
valet, and it was bewildering that he should
be here. The others were Nipper, Tregellis-
West, Tommy Watson, Chuich, McClure,
and Willy Handforth. Mr. Kingswood had
staggered to his feet, and he was looking at
the boys half-dazedly.

“Thank Heaven you are still alive and
well!” were his first words. “But don’t ask
me where we are, boys. Everything seems so
topsy-turvy that I am in a maze.”

“I’m glad of that, sir,” said Handforth.

“You're glad of 1t 7"

“I mean, we're no worse than you are,
sir,”” explained Handforth. “1 was begin-
ning to think that 1 was going dotty, or
something. But my mind’s clearer now.
Don't you remember that affair at St.
Frank’s, sir? When was i1t? Last night?”
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“The great raid by the
Fear,” iuttered Mr. Kingswood with a
sudden start. “ Yes, yes, that’s right. Scores
of robed figures suddenly appeared at the
school and formed a cordon round it. They
brought searchlights and machine-guns, and
forced us to come out into the open air.”

“And then, when. we were all out, the
rotters ordered you to stand forward with
Phipps, sir,” said Handforth eagerly. ‘Then
they told you to order us chaps—— That’s
right—the Secret Eight!”

“The Secret Eight?”’ repcated the head-
~master wearily.

“That’s what we called ourselves, sir,”
replied Handforth. *“It was the Secret Six
at first—Church and McClure and me—
Nipper and his two chums, of Study C. That
made the six. Wec¢ were the chaps who were
in the secret—about the fellowship, and Mr.
Lee being at the school. Then young Willy,
my minor, had to be brought into the secret,
so we became the Secret Seven. After that
there was Archie Glenthorne ??

“Yes, .yes, I remember,” said Mr. Kings-
wood. ‘‘But do you know why Archie Glen-
thorne was admitted into the secrct circle?
You did not know, did you, that hc dis-
covered that Phipps was none other than
Mr. Lee, in disguise ?”’

Handforth’s eyes opencd wider.

“You—you mean that Mr. Lee is here now,
sir 2’ he asked.
‘:’Yes-—he was captured with the rest of
“Why, then everything’s all right,” said
Handforth brightly. ‘“Mr. Lee can get us
out of this hole, I'll bet!”

“I'm glad to know that you have such
confidence in Mr. Lee’s powers,” said the
headmaster. “‘It makes me feel rather
ashamed of myself, Handforth—for, I must
confess, I was inclined to be very despondent.
You must not forget that we have been cap-
tured by the Fellowship of Fear, and our
position is by no means enviable.

T was the truth. The occupants of this

][ stone chamber had been seized and

carried off into captivity by the Fellow-
ship of Fear.

It was a grim organisation of terrorists;
fanatics who were determined to cause a
world upheaval. They had instituted a relent-
less attack upon schoolmasters, for it was
" one of their aims to introduce their evil teach-
ings into the great schools of England. No

Fellowship of

-~

us

doubt they had been using the same tactics

in Germany and in France and in Italy. The
movement was widespread, there were
branches in every country, and the whole
organisation was bewildering in its size. The
ramifications of the fellowship extended from
one end of Europe to the other.

When Mr. Kingswood, Head of St. Frank’s,
had been menaced by the terrorists, Nelson
Lee had entered the fight with a determina-
tion to smash the fellowship. He had worked

hard, and, by his brilliance, he had obtained

possession of a vital code book.

That was the cause of the present whole-
sale kidnapping.

Nelson Lee had decoded the book, and he
had learned the inner secrets of the society;
he had known of the central headquarters, the
names of the ‘““Big Five " of the fellowship.
In some way the encmy had learned of this,
and they had known that they were booked
for expousure—unless they acted drastically.

So the fellowship had brought off onc of
the most spectacular raids 1in history;
hundreds of men had concentrated on St.
Frank’s, they had surrounded the school, and
Nelson Lee, Mr. Kingswood, and the eight
boys in the secret had been kidnapped. Thus,
the sccret was still preserved. These were
the only people who could have given the
fellowship away. And now they were cap-
tives.

“But I can’t remember, sir,” said Hand-
forth, scratching his head. ‘We were gassed.
weren’t we? What happened after that? |
suppose you’re just as much in the dark as
woe are?”

““Not quite,” replied Mr. Kingswood, who
was now more himself. “I think we must
have been taken aboard a motor-boat—which
was probably waiting on the river, neur the
school. At any rate, 1 awakened to find my-
self at sea.”

“Great Scott, sir.”

“Mr. Lee and Nipper had awakened,” con
tinued the Head. ‘““I think we were less
affected by the gas than you boys—for we
had taken care not to breathe much of the
vapour into our lungs. We even succeeded
in getting the better of one of our guards,
and 1t was any odds that we might have
escaped. But it was not to be. The beggars
overpowered us again.”

‘““Where was this, sir—at sca?”

“Yes; and next to the motor-boat there
was a great scaplane, or flying-boat,”’ replied
Mr. Kingswood. “I am beginning to under-
stand now. They knocked me on the head,
I think—at any rate, there is an enormous
bruise. The last 1 saw of Mr, l.cc was wheun
he fell overboard, and Nippcer dived after
him. But they are both here, so they must
have been rescued—and probably gassed
again. After that we were, no doubt, trans-
ferred to the flying-boat, and brought here.”

‘““ Absolutely! But where’s ¢ hcere,” sir?”
asked Archie,

““We are in the Bavarian Alps.”

“Good gad!”

“In Holtz Castle, the ancestral home of
Baron von Holtz.”

“But—but how can you be sure of this,
sir?”’ asked Handforth, staring. a

“T will admit that it is a guess—but 1
think I am right,”” replicd the headmaster.
“For Mr. Lee discovered that Holtz Castle
is the central headquarters of the Fellowship
of Fear. And the very appearance of this
place is significant. I cannot understand how
the flying-boat landed us—but that does not
matter. . Perhaps we were dropped by para-
chute.”
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It was only a chance shot of the head-
master’s, but it happened to be right.
being transferred to the flying-boat,
prisoners had been flown above the clouds
until they reached this desolate spot in the
Bavarian mountains. They had, indeed, been
dropped by parachute, and had been picked
up by fellowship men and brought straight
into iloltz Castle.

It was a grim awakening.

Ten of them—two men and eight school-
boys—imprisoned in this mighty fortress!
When Mr. Kingswood realised the full truth,
he felt that even Nelson Lee, with all his
cleverness, could not get them out of the
wood.

Holtz Castle was one of the most formid-

able strongholds in the world. It stood
perched on a mass of precipitous rock. On
three sidcs of it there were sheer precipices.
On the fourth side there was also a steep
precipice, exactly the same as on the other
sides; but here there- was one difference.
Across a chasm were the rocks of the upper
side of the hill, along which wound the
narrow road. The only way of communi-
cation was by means of the massive draw-
bridge.
" When this drawbridge was in the ‘“down ”
position, the road continued right into the
castle courtyard, and the chasm was not
apparent. But with the drawbridge raised
the castle was cut completely off, perched on
its rock, the only approach from the *‘‘main-
land ”’ being across the drawbridge over that
yawning gap.

As Mr. Kingswood thought of the hazards,
his heart nearly failed him.

Even supposing they tricked some of their
guards, and got out of this apartment, what
then? How could they hope to escape from
the castle, with its labyrinths of passages and
corridors? How could they hope to get across
to that mountain road? For it went without
saying that the drawbridge would never be
down—unless there were ample guards on
hand. And even assuming, by some wild
stretch of the imagination, that they could
escape, there was only that onc solitary,
winding road. Before they could progress
far along 1t, they would be pursued and
overtaken. They would be recaptured. The
whole position was hopeless.

Fighting Jim shook himself.

“I must not allow such thoughts to enter
my head,” he muttered almost fiercely.

“Beg pardon. sir?” asked Handforth.

““They call me Fighting Jim, don’t they?”
demanded the Head. |

““Why, yes, sir—we all call you that,” re-
plied Handforth, in wonder. ‘‘And with jolly
good reason, too! Didn’t you win the
Amateur Championship——"

““No matter how I fought in the ring.
Handforth. P’ve got to fight harder than I
have ever fought in all my life—now,” said
the athletic young headmaster. ‘“We’re not

oing to let thete infernal rogues hold us

ere, are we?”

““Not likely, sir!” said Handforth stoutly.

After
the -

‘“Perish the poisonous thought,” said

Archie Glenthorne.

‘““As we are the first to come to our senses,
we’d better see what we can do with the
others,” continued Mr. Kingswood briskly.
“Come along, boys! No need to be too
formal now, you know. We are companions
in misfortune. Forget that I am your head-
master,”’

Mr. Kingswood himself went straight across
to Neison Lee—who really looked a queer
mixture of himself and Phipps. For, when
Nelson Lee had been captured, he had bcen
impersonating Archie Glenthorne’s invaluable
valet. Phipps, by the way, also did duty as
the headmaster’s butler, and it was for this
reaeon, Lee had adopted the guise.

But since that hectic hour, he had been
immersed in seawater, and he had engaged
in a fight; and, taking all in all, his disguise
had somewhat slipped.

But it did not matter now—he was Nelson
Lee himself, and there was no longer any
necessity for him to adopt subterfuge. The
Head, by shaking him vigorously, -and by
slapping him on the back, and by adopting
various other methods of first aid, succeeded
in making the detective open his eyes.

Handforth, at the same time, was busy
with Nipper.  Archie applied himself to
young Willy. '

They ali responded to treatment. For, by
now, the effects of the gas had nearly worn
off. It had not been poisonous gas—but
merely stupefying.  The victims had been
sleeping heavily. But Nelson Lee and Nipper
had been ‘‘undér” more than the others,
for they had received a dose of gas at a
much later hour, -and its effect had not c¢n-
tirely left them.

During this first-aid work the captives had
not been disturbed. -

For all they knew, they might be in the
castle alone. They did not hear the sound
of a footstep, or a volce, or anything to
indicate that the castle was inhabited. Not
even the distant barking of a dog, or the
crowing of a cock. They seemed to be shut
off from the world.

And. indeed, that is just what they were—
shut off: Prisoners in a grim fortress, sur-
rounded by miles of Baron von Holtz’s private
estate.

And. their friends in England—police—the
Sccret Service—the Army—the Navy—knew
nothing of their whereabouts. Not for cen-
turies had there been such a wide-spread
search as was now in progress for the kid-
napped ten.

But they had vanished as mysteriously” as
any of the other fellowship victims. It was
known that they had been carried into the
Channel by motor-boat—it was also known
B}mt the motor-boat had been destroyed by
re.

But none knew what had happened to the
victims after that. Not a trace remained.
They had disappeared as surely as though
the sea had opened and swallowed them up.
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CHAPTER 2
In Durance Vile.
NELSON LEE, having removed the last
A

traces of his iinper-onation, was now
quite himself,

“Well, boys, we're in a nasly
mess,”" he said calmly. “It'= no good getting
cxeited about it—and 1t would be just as
foolish to get despondent.™

“You don’t think they’ll
azked Church.

“If they meant to kill us,

.
94’

Kill us, sir?

they would have

The first hound charged straight at Nelson Lee and bowled him over.

Lee had it by the throat.

“I say, sir, why not pretend to be asleep ?”
suggested McClure. *““Nobody hus come to
have a look at us yet—and if we go back 1o
our mattresses and pretend to be asleep, we
might be able to take the enemy by sur-
prise.”’ ”

“By George!  Why didn’t T thivk ot
that 2"’ asked IHundforth. *It's a corking
idea, Mac! We could spring on ’em, and

knock ’em cold, and then dash out of the
castle.”

“A very prat=eworthy idea—but 1t wouldn’t
work,” replied Nelson Lee. "Our friends,

But quick as lightning,

The next moment the second hound was upon the plucky detective,

and he knew he was hopelessly outmatched !

killed us long before now,” replied Leea,
“*No, the fellowship 1s ruthless——1t 18 extreme
—but 1t does not go 1in for needless murder.
We were kidnapped bercanse we knew too
much--becauze we coald have shattered the
whole organisation. Bv bringing us here, the

fellowship has  made  certain of 1ts own
safety.”
“But that means that we shall be kept

[}

heve for good, sir.”” sacd Nipper.
they daren’t let us escape.”

“Clor good’ 1z a long tnue: young 'un,”
replhied liee. **No doubt rhis crazy organisa-
tion 1s intent upon keeping us prizoners for
some months—perhaps vears”

“1 mean,

“They won’t keep me heve for yvears, sir!”
said Handforth agaressively.  ~ What rvot!'”

“f like vour spivit--and [ think it is onao
which we all share,” sald Lee. with a halt-

'] 5‘1.‘ . *—] . H. li . l__‘ - . . 1
snitle. uxactly, Haudlorth what rot ™!
We are not gomg to ailow theze people to
do just as they hke. are we?”

the enemy, arve well aware of our present con-
dition.  They know that we are very wide
awake.”

“But how do they., sn?”
staving,

a~ked Nipper,

“There is a tiny spy-hole wn that door,”
replied Lec crimly.  “Three times within the
last five minutes an eye has becu applied to
that spy-hole.”™

“My ouly hat!”

Nipper and Handforth huarvied across 1o
the door. and, sure enough. there was the
tiny hLole. Le¢’s keen eyes had spotted it
before anvbody else. Nipper was about to
peep through when he heard the taint sound
of approaching footsteps.  They seemed
vague and fav awav. Yet the turning of a
kev in the door proved that 1t was the
door’s thicknes= which had so deadened the
sounds.

“ Look ont!" mmuitered Handforth, instinct-
ively clenching his fists,
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None of them knew what to expect. Hand-
forth, who always jumped to the melo-
dramatic, was anticipating a regunent of
grotesquely robed figures, all armed to the
teeth, ready to seize the prisoners and drag
them forcibly away.

When the door opened a solitary figure
appeared.

He was a man of middle age, clearly of
the servant class, dressed in loose-fitting
trousers and a picturesque pleated coat of
dark green cloth. The dress, in fact, was a
kind of informal livery. The man was un-
armed, and quite alone.

“You all awake?” he asked, with a pro-
nounced accent.

‘““Yes,” replied Lee.

“You not awake long,” said the man,
‘““We let you sleep long time. Hungry, yes?
I tell my master you need food.”

While speaking, he was looking over the
prisoners keenly, noting that they had all
made a complete recovery. KEven Lee and
Nipper, who had suffered more than the
others, in consequence of their ducking in
the Channel, were apparently hale.

“You good, strong boys,” ea:d the man,
with a sly grin. ‘“You make good workets
for my master. He like them strong—and
young.’’

‘““ And who is your master?” asked Kings-
wood bluntly.

“You see him
‘““He come.”’

He turned and walked out; and Handforth,
who had been making frantic signs—all to no
avail—groaned aloud.

“Why didn’t we jump on the blighter?”
he hissed. ‘“We had a good chance therel!
He was all alone, and—-"

‘““We have an equally good chance of escap-
ing through the doorway,” broke in Lee
dryly. ‘“ Remarkably careless of the man to
leave it unlocked, wasn’t 1t?”’

Handforth stared at the door and gaped.

“Why, 1t isn’t even closed!” he gasped.

He rushed to the door, tore it open, and
found himself staring into a wide, gloomy
arched corridor. The man had vanished.

" “We can escape!” exclaimed Handforth
excitedly. .

““Checse 1t, Handy,” said Nipper. - ‘Do
you think these people would give us a chance
like this? The fact that the door has been
left unlocked proves that there’s no way of
escape for us.”

At the same time, the action of the man
was peculiar, and it aroused the interest of
all the prisoners. Generally, when innocent
people were held captive in a grim old castle,
they were thrown into a dungeon, and when
the enemy came near, the enemy was armed
to the teeth. At least, according to all the
best thrillers.

What was happening now was something
new.

“JIt’s just a trick, of course,” said Nipper,
as he went out into the corridor. ¢ Shall
we chance it, guv’nor? I mean, any harm
in us going along the passage?”

gsoon,” replied the man.

"expression of amusement.

“I suppose not,’’ replied Lee, frowning.

Even he began to think melodramatically,
so to speak. He wondered if there were
hidden traps in the flooring, which would
open and let them through. But with an
impatient shrug he dismissed such nonsense,
and walked out with the boys.

The corridor had windows exactly like the
room they had just left—wide slits on the
imner surface of the wall, narrowing to mere
crevices on the outer surfaces. Walking
down the corridor, they came, presently, to
an open doorway on the same side as the
room they had just vacated. They looked
into 1t and saw a long, rough table, reminis-

cent of a monk’s refectory, with solid,
squarely-built chairs. The floor was of stone,
and there was little or no comfort. The table

was set with a few rough plates and some
dull-looking forks and spoons—but no knives.
At the farther end of the room a fire was
blazing cheerfully—the only spot of comfort
in the place.

The room was entirely empty of humans or
animals. In another wall a door stood par-
tially open.

‘““Well,
Watson.

“Pricelessly rummy,” remarked Archie.
‘““At the same time, laddies, I must observe
that the good old fire looks remarkably allur--
ing. What about gathering round the hob ?”’

‘““Bother the hob,”” said Handforth. I
want to know what this all means! Where
are the fellowship rotters?”

Lee and Nipper had passed the doorway
and were already at the end of the corridor.
A man was standing there—not the same man
who had spoken to them a few minutes
earlier. He was younger, but dressed the
same, and on his face there was a lurking
Lee understood

I'm jiggered!” said Tommy

why.

For the end of the corridor was com-
pletely barred by an enormous iron gate. 1t
was of picturesque design, wrought with
much skill, and although evidently of great
antiquity—dating, no doubt, from the Middle
Ages--it was as serviceable to-day as when it

‘had been first erected.

There was not suflicient room for a cat to.
squeeze through the ornamentally shaped
bars. There was no fastening, apparently, on
the inner side, and no way of reaching tho
outer fastenings. But Lee did not doubt that
those fastenings were of great solidity—
probably iron bolts, as thick as a man’s arm,
shooting into sockets a foot long.

“You see?’”’ said the detective, turning to
the boys.

“Great Scott! We should need a ton of
dynamite to shift that gate!” said Mr. Kings-
wood with a wry face. “ What’s on the other
side?” he added, turning to the man who
stood there.

The man shook his head, shrugged his
shoulders, and said something in a Slavonic
dialect which even Lee, who was familiar
with many languages, did not understand.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Lee. ‘Beyond
this gate, no doubt, is the main part ot the
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castle —which we are not allowed to use.
Let’s see what lies in the other direction.”

They had got back to the open doorway
of the “dining-room,” when Handforth and
some of the other boys emerged.

“Any discoveries ?”’ asked Lee.

““Rather, sir,” said Handforth. “There’s a
kind of kitchen through this room—with a
whacking great sink, with water laid on, and
everything.”

“That’s a nasty blow,” said Mr. Kings-
wood. “Evidemtly we shall be obliged to
do our own washing-up. Well, we can take
it 1n turns.”

“And out of the kitchen there’s another
room—a kind of bath-room, with an
enormous stone bath, level with the floor,
big enough to drown an elephant,” went on
Handfortﬁ. “One of those queer, old-
fashioned affairs. Towels and soap and
¢verything.”

“Quite a self-contained flat,” said Lee,
with a touch of grimness in his voice. “ Any-
thing else?”

“That’s all, sir—except that there are no
doors in any of the other walls,”” replied

Handforth. ‘“And all the windows are just
the same as these—narrow slits.”
“Well, let’s see what this direction re-

veals,” said Lee.

They passed the “bed-room.”” and found
that the corridor took a sharp turn a few
vards farther on. The walls were of solid
stone, with an occasional narrow window.
And this corridor, after taking the sharp
angle, seemed to go on endlessly. It was
quite wide and airy—so airy that a cold
draught sent a chili into the marrow of the
explorers. There were no doors of any kind,
and when they reached the end they came
to the sister gate of the one at the other
/section. It was of exactly the same wrought
iron design, and it had no doubt been built
by the same skilled craftsmen, dead for
hundreds of years. DBeyond this gate was a
great lofty chamber, barren, dusty, "and
showing signs that it had not been used for
countless years.  Just visible in the gloom,
set deeply in black recesses, were heavy iron-
studded doors.

“What a frost!”
appointed.

“We can’t expect to escape from durance
vile so early in the game,” said Nelson Lee,
shaking his head. “Now we can understand
why there are no armed guards knocking
about. There’s not one chance in ten 1nillion
of escape, from this prison. It is infinitely
safer than any cell in Dartmoor.”

“By Jove, Mr. lLee, you're right!” said
Fighting Jim. ¢ Massive stone walls, solid-
arched ceilings—also of stone—stone floors,
and windows through which a rat could
scarcely squeeze. There are only two exits,
and they are both guarded by wrought iron
cgates of stupendous strength. What an
extraordtnary sitnation! 1 wonder why it
was originally built in this way?”

“In medieval days there were many grim

tvrants-—lords of life and death,” vreplied
Nelson Lee thoughifully. “In Bavaria and

sald Handforth, dis-

© own.

other room the same.

Saxony in particular, the feudal barons were
little kings in their own right. It was very
much the same in Italy, and to a lesser
degree in England. Here in these Bavarian
rnountains, the barons knew no law but their
I’ve no doubt that this floor of the
castle was built and set aside for the especial
use of enernies whom the reigning baron had
no desire to kill. The castle proper is in
another wing altogether. It is quite likely
that there are other floors—above this and
below this—similarly equipped. But in these
modern days they are shut- up and left as
mere show places.”

“We have seen for ourselves that the
accommodation here 1s meagre—and hastily
improvised,” said Mr. Kingswood. *“The
mattresses and blankets, for example, could
have been carried into that room in five
minutes. And the chairs and tables in the
I’'m afraild our host
has very crude ideas as to hospitality.”

“In the circumstances, we are lucky
enough to get mattresses to lie on, blankets
to cover us, and a fire in our dining-room,”
replied Lee grimly. ‘“Personally, Jim, I'm
quite astonished. We are most lucky.
Don’t forget that we are in the hands of a
ruthless terrorist organisation.”

As there was nothing further to see, they
retraced their steps, and the boys were all
silent. Their hopes had been dashed to the
ground. This round of their * qudrters”
had impressed them deeply. They felt more
imprisoned, more shut off from the world,
than if they had been locked up in a black
cellar. The very sight of the pine-clad hills,
and the distant landscape—so near and yet so

far—only accentuated their own utter
helplessness.
“Things might be worse,” murmured

Handforth, who was never “down” for long.
‘“What about when the blighters bring our
grub? They’ll have to open the gate then,
won’t they? We’ve only got to await our
chance, and make a rush.”

“That’s all,”” said Church.

“EKasy!”’ added McClure with a smff.

“Well, why not?”

““Because, you fathead, that’s just the timo
when they will have men on guard,” . said
Church. “You can bet your boots they're
not going to give us any opportunity of
getting past those gates. And even if we
did get past them, -where should we be?”

“In the other part of the castle,” replied

‘Handforth brightly.

“Yes. And what then? You don’t sup-
pose we could get out into the open, do
you ?”

“We’d have a jolly good shot at it,” replied
Handforth.

“I'm afraid you are too optimistic, young
‘un,” said Nelson Lee, who had been listen-
ing to the talk as they walked. “The castle
is perched on a high crag, with sheer pre-
cipices on every side. True, a drawbridge
connects with the mountain road. but it is
certain that the drawbridge will be always
raised.”
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“But how do you know this, sir?” asked
Handforth, staring. ‘

“'This is Holtz Castle, unless I am greatly
mistaken, and the peculiarities of Holtz
Castle are known far and wide,” replied Lee.
“It 1s one of the most famous fortresses in
Bavaria—and the present Baron von Holtz
has the reputation of being a true member of
his line. He was one of the hardest and
most ruthless generals in the late war—and,
in fact, one of the most successful of the
German commanders.”

They had reached the turn of the corridor
by this time and they were now within sight
o¥ the other iron gate—for this other cor-
ridor, off which the rooms led, was very much
shorter.

A clang of metal sounded, and the boys,
hurrying forward, were in time to see the
gate swing forward. DBut the only man who
came through was the middle-aged servant,
carrying an enormous tray. A moment later,
however, he was followed by another 1nan
with a similar tray. . |

“Look!” whispered Handforth. “~“No
guards at all!”

Lee himself was curious about this, and he
walked forward to have a closer look. He
was soon satisfied. Another man, on the
other side, was leisurely closing the gate—
but beyond him, at a spot thirty feet away,
a solitary figure sat behind a wicked-looking
object whicﬁ was unmistakably a machine-
gun. This man was very much at attention,
and the gun’s muzzle was trained straight on
the gateway. .

“Very interesting—and very effective,”
commented Lee. ‘“You see, boys? There
is no necessity for a strong armed force here.
That one man, sitting behind his machine-
gun, 1s all that 1s necessary. If any of us
"~ attempted to rush the gate, we should be
ruthlessly mown down. At least, that is the
impression they wish us to receive. Very
clever. 1t wouﬁl be far too risky to take any
chance.”

The middle-aged man was approaching.

“Your meal, it is ready,” he said shortly.

“We will come,” replied Lee. “May we
know who you are, and what position you
occupy ?”

“I am Ivan,” said the man.
master and obey his orders.
attend you.”

It was all very strange. After awakening,
they had expected everything to be so dif-
ferent. This treatment, whicg, after all, was
lenient, was astonishing after their previous
experiences of the fellowship’s methods.

Passing into the dining-room, they found a
substantial meal set forth on the bare wooden
top of the long table. It consisted of a hot
meat stew i1n which cabbage predominated.
There were plentiful supplies of hot potatoes,
a blackish-looking bread, and cold sausages
filled ‘another dish. An immense jug of hot
coffee occupied one end of the table.

“Well, well! Luxury!” said Mr. Kings-
wood, as he sat down. ‘‘We evidently have
to serve ourselves. so let’s get busy. Upon

“1 serve my
My task is to
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my word!
good.”

They found that they were ravenously
hungry, and the stew proved to be not only
hot and savoury, but most palatable. The
coffee, too, was excellent.” The rough and
ready method of its serving was a matter
of small account.

After the meal they all felt better, and for
the first time somebody thought of looking
at a watch. As several of theqp wore watches,
and they all gave the same time, there was
no doubt as to their accuracy. The hour was
half-past-one, in the middle of the day.

“TI’'m just beginning to realise how things
stand now,”” said Nipper, as he went over
to the big fire. ‘“The fact that our watches
aren’t run down proves that we haven’t been
away from St. Frank’s for twenty-four hours.
Web\\&ound them up last night when we went
to e .”

““Last night!” echoed Tommy Watson,
‘““It seems ages ago.”

“Don’t forget that we were kidnapped in
the early hours of the morning—then we were
drugged and brought straight here,” said
Nipper. ‘“We must have arrived at about
dawn, and after that we slept until noon, or
just after.”

There was no doubt that this was a correct
estimate of the position. And now that the
meal was over the boys began to wonder what
they should do with the afternoon. The
sudden realisation that they could not move
bﬁyond the confines of their prison startled
them. . |

Ivan appeared soon afterwards, and, sur-
prisingly cnough, he brought a supply of
strong looking cigars for Nelson Lee and
Mr. iingswood. He also informed them that
they could occupy themselves for a while in
carrying tne dirty dishes into the kitchen
and.washing them up. "After that he retired.

“Well, I must say that our captors are
treating us quite well,” said Fighting Jim
as he lit one of the cigars. ‘‘This thing is
pungent, but none the less welcome. 1’ve
been dying for a smoke ever since I woke
up. I wonder what will happen next?”

It wasn’t long before the enemy made a

This coffee smells distinctly
A\

move. The boys insisted upon doing all the
washing up, and they had scarcely finished
when they heard a sharp, decisive footstep

on the stone flags of the corridor. Lee and
Fighting Jim, who were talking by the fire,
turned round. to see a man of massive pro-
portions entering the room.

At the very first glance Lee knew that this
man was a personality. He was fully six feet
in height, broad in proportion, and his florid
face was clean shaven and full of strength
of character. Only his eyes, alert and quick,
were abnormal. His head was almost square,
and his iron-grey hair shot up stiffly after
the fashion of a clothes’ brush. He was
dressed in a loose-fitting lounge-suit of heavy
tweed, and looked a typical country gentle-
man.
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This man was Baron von Holtz, lord of this
little domain—and, incidentally, the Ter-
restrial Master of the Fellowship of Fear.

CHAPTER 3.
Nelson Lee Says ‘“No.”
FOR a moment or two there was a com-

plete silence. The boys, who were
standing near the kitchen entrance,
looked at the ncwcomer eagerly. At
‘the first glance they could see that he was
different from any of the other men they
had seen. In fact, he had such an air of
refinement that they began to have
hopes that something had happened to turn
the tide of fortune.

‘“‘Introductions, I imagine, are superfluous,”
said the big man, his English perfect. “I

wild .
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deal of Mr. Lee’s activitics. I am not a man
v-.;ho takes needless chances.” He shrugged.
s o

It 1s a pity. 1 dp not, as a rule, wage war-
fare against schooiboys. They are the inno-

cent victims of this unhappy situation.”

‘““As their headmaster, I think I have a
right to ask how long you intend to detain
them,” went on Mr. Kingswood. “Thev
were seized violently, drugged, subjected to
grave risks "’

“That we both know,” interrupted the
baron gently. ‘Unfortunately, the question
you put to me is difficult to anewer. I am
afraid that they will be detained for a very
long period. 1f our hopes of success are
fulfilled, their detention may not extend be-
vond the year 1938—that is to say, five years.
But it 1s possible——"’

“Five years!” echoed the Head, aghast.
““Man alive! Are vou standing there, calmly
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could have hoped, Mr. Nelson Lee, to have
met you 1n happier circumstances. And I
regret, Mr. James Kingswood, that it 1s your
stubbornness which has led up to this present
situation,” |

“You certainly made no mistake, baron,
when you engineered our capture,”’ replied
Nclson Lee. “The task was accomplished
most effectively by your operatives.”

“You know me?” asked the baron bluntly.

“You are too modest, Marshal von Holtz,”
said Lee. “During the war, we had no
greater general than yourself fighting against
us. It is with regret that T comment upon
your present lamentaple campaign.”

The baron laughed.

“It 1s only lamentable, in your eyes, my
friend, because you do not know of the evils
it will eventually eradicate,’”” he replied. “I
was forgetting, for the moment, that you suc-
cceded in reading the sccret code book of
oune of my section commanders. That man
has paid the penalty for his gross incom-
petence. You, because of the knowledge you
gained, have bcen brought here.”

‘““ And was 1t necessary to seize a number
of schoolboys, too?”” asked- Mr. Kingswood,
his anger rising as he noticed the calm com-
- placency of the baron. *“Why should they
" be made to suffer?”

“T regret the necessity for holding the
schoolboys in captivity,”” replied Von Holtz.
“But I was informed that they knew a great

-

proposing to hold these boys in captivity for
five solid years?”

)

“It is but a short time,” replied the baron,
his eyes gleaming with a light which was
akin to madness. ‘““You two men and these
eight boys are the only people in the world,
beyond my own trusted lieutenants, who
know that I am the Terrestrial Master of the
Fellowship of Fear. Until my great plans
materialise, I dare not allow any of you to
leave this castle. Yet I am no murderer.
Many men, perhaps, burdened by so many
undesirables, would kill them out of hand.
But that 1s not my way. I shall keep you
here—and later, perhaps, the boys will be-
come useful citizens of the great World Fel-
lowship.”

He looked round the room deprecatingly.

“You must allow me to apologise for the
meagre accommodation,” he continued. “I
had very little notice of your coming. Within
a few days I will have more comfortable furni-
ture installed, and you shall all have good
‘beds to sleep on. I would inform you, how-
cver, that this part of the castle is the limit
of your freedom. You have every facility
for cating. sleeping, and washing. The loug
corridor wiil serve vou as an excellent excr-
cise ground. Later on tp-day I will see that
books are sent into you—as time may hang
heavily upon your hands. I will even procure
school books from England so that you, DMr.



12

Kingswood, will be enabled to instruct your
pupils.”’ |

They listened in a mixture of bewilderment
and incredulity. The baron was so calm, so
deliberate. The whole thing seemed fantas-
ticc. He was telling them that they were
doomed to remain prisoners in this corner
of Holtz Castle for years!

“I am relying upon your
course,” went on the baron. "1f you should
be foolish enough to make any attempt to
escape I cannot be answerable for the con-
scquences. If any of you are killed in such
a mad act, your blood will be upon your own
head. While you accept your captivity with
a good grace you will be sufficiently fed and
well cared for. I think, Mr. Lee, that 1 am
treating you all in a very fair manner. Please
do not overlook the fact that my operatives
could have killed you without difficulty.”

Nelson Lee looked at him steadily. -

‘““What, exactly, is your game?’’ he de-
manded. .

“Game? You think I have some hidden
motive ?” said the baron, with a laugh.
‘“Well, perhaps you are right. 1f you will
comc with me, Mr. Lee, 1 will satisfy your
curiosity.” .

Nelson Lee had no option but to go. For,
at a word from the baron, four big men,
obviously ex-soldiers, strode smartly into the
. They closed round Nelson Lee like
an escort, and at a word frem the baron they
marched the detective away. Lee had far too
much sense to attempt any resistance.

““ Guv’nor!” exclaimed Nipper anx.lo?,sly.

“Tut-tut! Do not get into a panic,”’ said
Von Holtz. ‘“Mr. Lee will return unharmed.
You already know that I am not a man of
violence.”

But Nipper felt wildly uneasy. It came to
him, then, that something dreadful was
mapped out for Lee. The baron, for all his
gentlemanly bearing and his smooth voice,
was a man who sent involuntary shudders
down Nipper’s spine. There was something
elusively devilish about him—and Mr. Kings-
wood, at least, had already arrived at the
conclusion that the man was mad. But 1t
was that form of madness which is so akin
to sanity that in all outward respects he was
normal. At the big gate one of the servants
thrust it open. The escort marched tprough,
followed by the baron. And all the time the
man with the machine-gun remained alert.

The gate clanged, and Lee was taken along
a wider, loftier corridor, and p_rgsently. a
great hall was reached, where massive stairs,
with exquisitely carved banisters, led up
to a wide balcony.

In this hall a great fire was blazing. They
marched across to an arched doorway. Here
the escort halted and parted, two standing
on either side, .

“If you will be good enough to come 1n,
Mr. Lee,” said the baron politely.

He opened the door, and Lee found him-
self in a comfortably furnished library, with
book-lined walls, with cheerful windows, and

good eense, of
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another roaring fire. There was a soft carpet
on the floor, and many easy-chairs.

“While we are alone, I trust you will not
attempt to take any liberties,”” said the baron.
“I am a big man, Mr. Lee, and I am also
armed. If you are foolish enough to attack
me, one shot from my pistol—whether 1 miss
you or not—will bring the guard into ths
room.’’

“1 will try to behave,” said Nelson Lee
solemnly.

He was rather enjoying this singular
episode, which, in spite of its grim reality,
he could not help regarding as a comedy.

““We will sit in these big chairs,” said the
baron, with a wave of his hand. ‘“You will
smoke? Good! I do not intend to bore you
with a recital of my ambitions. 1 will merely
say that the Fellowship of Kear 18 my
own conception; I am assisted by increasing
numbers of loyal and devout adherents. This
movement, which, I regret, 1s an under-
ground movement at present, will one day
burst upon the world like a new light.”

‘It is a pity, baron, that you are obliged
to walk in the paths of the criminal in order
to attain your ends,” commented Lee gravely.
‘“ And what are these ends at best? Your
fellowship advocates an upheaval of every law
of civilisation.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the baron, bending for-
ward, his eyes again full of that strange
fire, ‘““Can you tell me what great move-
ment has ever started openly? What of
Christianity itself ? Was it not an underground
movement in the days of the Romans? Were
not 1its adherents burnt at the stake and
thrown to the lions? Every great movement
for the good of humanity has started as some-
thing evil, something to be crushed under-
foot. It 13 my aim to break down every
barrier of nationality, of colour, and to make
the world one vast fellowship. Civilisation
as we know it to-day is rotten to the core.
It cannot be swept aside in a day, or in a
month, or in a year. But with the fellowship
growing in membership daily, its teachings
will grow lhike a rolling snowball, and sweep
the world,”

“You are playing with fire, Baron von
Holtz,” said Lee quietly. ‘“What you are
aiming at is an 1ideal. It is the dream of
fanaticism, and can only lead to terrible
bloodshed, devastation and disaster.  Your
fellowship, in spite of what you say, is using
the methods of the barbarians. Men are sub-
jected to terrorism, they are driven to suicide,
they are violently seized and held in cap-
tivity—""

‘“ Enough!’’ snarled the baron, his whole
face distorted with rage. ‘‘These things are
inevitable. Before we reach the millennium
we must. pass tHrough periods of darkness
and violence and death. Out of that chaos
the new world will emerge.”

Nelson Lee realised the hopelessness of
argument. This man was obviously mad; he
was assisted by hundreds—perhaps thousands
—of similar fanatics. And they were used
by the criminal classes of all countries to
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further their own ends. The leaders of the
fellowship beclieved in their own doctrines;
but the rank and file were out plainly for
loot.

It was the Ku Klux Klan all over again.
That famous secret society had been started
in the United States, soon after the Civil
War, to put down lawlessness; but the
criminals had taken advantage of the
organisation and had started a reigu of terror
—until the Ku Klux Klan itself earned an
evil, unenviable reputation.

“Why have you brought those schoolboys
here?” asked Lee bluntly.

“Because, my friend, they are potential
citizens of the future,” replied the baromn,
his eyes aflame. ‘‘Here, in my own castle,
I intend to instruct them. Cut off from their
relatives, their friends, they will live under
my constant vigilance. In the years to come
they will be the new leaders of the fellowship
movement. It is to the youth of the world
that I must call. That is why I have devoted
my attentions to schoolmasters in particular
—urging them to adopt the teachings of the
fcllowship.”’

Lee had suspected this all along—and, in-
wardly, he was alarmed. This fanatic was
in deadly earnest. He was seizing this oppor-
tunity to get a number of schoolboys under
his direct control. If he had his way with
them they would languish in this castle until
they became grown men—and, strong-willed
though they might be, they must inevitably
suceumb to his insistent teaching.

““That brings me to another point,”’ con-
tinued the baron, before Lee could make any
comment. ‘““I have brought you here, Mr,
L.ee, because I wish vou to write some letters
at my dictation. They are to be addressed
to Dr. Westlake and several other school-
masters who were being held 1n captivity
at the old deserted prison on Bannington

Moor, Those schoolmasters were foolish
enough to 1gnore the instructions of the
fellowship. They have been removed to an

old country manor in the heart of the Surrey
hills—Maxley Manor, to be exact. You see,
I do not hesitate to tell you this, as you are
no longer a danger.”

‘““What arve these letters you speak of?’
asked Lee. '

“They are to be quite brief,” said Von
Holtz calmly. ‘*You will advise them to em-
brace the doctrines of the fellowship—to give
their sacred word that if they are returned
to their schools, they will teach according
to the fellowship’s 1nstructions. All these
men can be returned without any danger to
us, since they have never known the loca-
tions of their prisons, or the identity of
their captors. You will further inform them
that if they refuse, their continued obstinacy
will be the cause of acute torture to yourself,
Mr. Kingswood, and eight boys—torture
which will ultimately end in madness and
death. You will ask them to spare you all
from this ordeal by obeying the orders.”

And so, in that moment, Lee understood
the underlying motive of his capture. As he
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had said, it would have heen easy enough for
the fellowship to kill their victims. But by
holding them captive they could be used as
hostages—as a lever to force a number of
unhappy schoolmasters to throw their prin-
ciples overboard.

Lee thought quickly. The whole world
was ringing with the disappearance of the
eight boys and the two men. Without ques-
tion, the imprisoned schoolmasters would be
allowed to see the newspapers. What could
they do, on receipt of Lee's letters, but suc-
cumb to the fellowship’s demands? If they
refused they would bring torture' and death
to the innocent vietims. They would be in
an appalling predicament.

““Very ingenious, baron,” said the detec-
tive. ‘‘I congratulate you upon this clever
little scheme. But I am afraid you are
going to be disappointed. I shall write no
such letters; I shall not be the cause of
compelling those unhappy gentlemen to make
such a drastic decision. Either they have our
torture on their conscience, or they teach
their boys doctrines which are quite against
their principles. Oh, no! I'm afraid there’s
nothing doing.”

The %aron was quite unperturbed.

““I was expecting you to make -that reply,
Mr. Lee,” he said. “To-mmorrow, at this
same hour, you may prove more reasonable.
Or perhaps the next dayv—or the day after.
I am 1n no hurry. We will sece.” .

He rose abruptly to his feet, and brought
an enormous hammer down on an ornamental
gong. The clang echoed and re-echoed
throughout the book-lined apartment, and the
door opened and the escort marched in.

““Take him,”” said the baron in German.
““You have your instructions.”

There was a vast difference in Lee’s treat-
ment now. The tiger was showing his fangs.
Two of the men sprang forward and clamped
some heavy steel manacles round Lee’s arms,
pinioning his arms cruelly behind him, and
in such a position that he could not move
them without agony. The instrument em-
ployed was evidently some form of medieval
invention which had been borrowed from the
castle museum.

The detective was marched smartly across
the hall, but now, instead of being taken
back to his fellow captives, he was escorted
down a narrower corridor, and then through
an arched doorway and down a flight of
steep, winding stone stairs.

As they descended, the two men in advance
switched on their electric torches, and they
went deeper and deeper into the depths.
This, no doubt, was a way into the castle
dungeons.

Presently they came upon a passage so
narrow that they were obliged to walk in
single file. It was cold and dank, with the
smell of a graveyard. The escort halted at
last in front of a low metal-studded door.
It was standing wide open, and the key was
sticking out of the lock. Without a word Lee
was thrust into the doorway, and here there
was a slight pause while the clamps were re-
moved from his arms. Then he was pushed
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violently torward, and the door was slammed.
Lee heard the key turned in the lock; he
heard the tramping of footsteps as the escort
took its departure.

* Solitary confinement,” miuttered Lee.
“Well, thank goodness they didn’t leave that
infernal instrument on my arms.”

But his position was appalling enough.

He found that the “dungeon’ was so
shaped that while it was impossible for him
to stand in an upright position, owing to the
lowness of the roof, it was equally unpossible
for him to lie down. He was compelled to
adopt a crouching attitude, and from this
there was no relief. For when he felt care-
fully about him, he found that the walls,
which pressed so closely around him, were
festooned with sharply-pointed prongs.

A hideous torture chamber indeed!

¥or here he could neither recline nor sleep.
e could not rest his body either one way
or the other. The door itself was spiked in
the same way. And its lock was of the
utmost solidity. Pressure upon 1t was im-
possible owing to the spikes.

The detective could only avoid the prongs
by remaining mn the halt-crouching attitude
he now adopted. And he knew that he
would be suffering the most appalling tor-
tures from cramp before a single hour had
passed. And he knew that he was doomed
to remain here for twenty-four—then to be
removed and taken to the baron’s library, to
be once again urged to write the necessary
letters.

“1'm afraid, Baron von Holtz, that
have made an exceedingly bad blunder,”
murmured Nelson Lee complaceutly. “For
in locking me up in this hell-hole you have
given me the one chance I needed.”

The detective was fairly throbbing with

eagerness. Just as he had worked ‘‘black
magic ” at the old Moor Prison, so he would
work 1t here! .
He had been searched since he had arrived
in Holtz Castle—searched whilst he lay un-
conscious. But he knew that the searchers
had overlooked that cunningly devised “skin
ocket > of his which had also been over-
ooked by the searchers at the Moor Prison.

In that pocket, which was apparently a part
of his own flesh, he carried a number of
incredibly fine steel instruments—instruments
which he had devised and constructed with
his own hands, some of them occupying
months in the making. They included files,
drills, and amazingly slim but strong pick-

* locks.

He set to work on the task of conquering
the lock of his prison door with unbounded
relish.

CHAPTER 4.
The Guardians of the Night.

HE afternoon passed flaggingly for the
prisoners.

Nipper was jumpy and restless.

Nobody had come near them since

that midday meal. Nelson Lee had not re-
turned, and no word of him had been sent.

you,
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The boys, for the mmost part, wandered
about the rooms and corridors, talking end-
lessly on the subject of escape. Handforth,
in particular, evolved the most desperate and
impossible plans. Archie Glenthorne, philo-
sophic as ever, retired to the bed-room an
calinly went to slecep. Perhaps he was the
most sensivle of them all. .

Nothing happened at the usual tea hour,
But when the day was ending, and the
twilight was making itself manifest, Ivan re-
appeared with another tray. 1t contained
liberal quantities of roughly-cut bread-and-
butter and a large kettle of thick, highly-
sweetened chocolate. '

“Why has Mr. Lee not come back ?” asked
Nipper at once.

Ivan shrugged.

“No?” he said, with a queer look of sl
cunning on his face. ‘‘But Mr. Lee I8 witK
my master.”

*“He’s not!” snapped Nipper. “I can tell
by the look on your face that you’re lying!
What’s happeneg to Mr. Lee?”

“I know nothing,” replied Ivan.

He went out again, leaving them to their
meal—evidently supper. Nipper was now
thoroughly alarmed, and at first he did not
want to eat. They heard the clanging of
the wrought iron gate, and they knew that
they would not be visited again until the
next morning. Mr. Kingswood persuaded
Nipper to sit down with the others.

“I suppose you’re right, sir,”” said Nipper.
“But I feel it in my bones that that devil
has done something awful to the guv’'nor.
Why did he take hiin away? He’s using him
somehow.”’

“I am
Fighting Jim quietly.
position we can do nothing.
wait.”’

None of the boys realised, by his calin ex-
terior, how he was suffering. For Fighting
Jim was a man of action, and he, too,
believed that Nelson Lee was in sore straits.

A new discovery was made—by Handforth
—soon after the meal was over. The corridor
was nearly dark now, and he moved towards
the iron gate. A low growl attracted his
attention; and when he arrived at the gate
and peered through, he saw two enormous
shagey forms moving restlessly up and down
on the other side of the bars. They were
Alsatian wolfhounds of ferocious aspect.

“Great Scott!” muttered Handforth
some awe.

He ventured a little nearer, and one of the
powerful dogs made a rush at the gate,
snapping and snarling like a wolf.

“You brutes!” panted Handforth, backing
away.

Church and McClure, who were looking for
him, heard his voice, and they joined him.
The other fellows were coming, too.

“ What’s the trouble ?”’ asked Church.

“Trouble enough,” retorted Handforth
grimly. “No need to discuss any further
plans of escape, my sons. Look behind this
gutel!{ W"olves! Wolves as big as tigers!”

“Rats!”

just as amnxious as you,”’ said
“But 1In our present
We can only

in
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But when Church and McClure took a
closer look in the gloom they were very
startled. Then the others came, and Mr.
Kingswood advised them all to keep well
clear of the gate. There was not a great deal
of space between the bars, but the dogs were

- ,-/;’//'r’/

Kingswood stood rigid at the
top of the tower, the mirror in
his hand, sending the flashing
sun rays across the valley.
Would those flashes be seen
and understood by anyone in
the distant town? Would
they bring help to the pri-
soners in time?

evidently familiar with the gate, and_they
knew just where they could strike effectively.

“They are Alsatian wolfhounds,” said the
headmaster quietly. “I suspect that they are
half-wild—deliberately allowed to get into
that state. No, boys, there’s no possibility
of escape. We must resign ourselves to our
position.”

They noted that the man with the machine-
cun had gone. During the hours of dark-
ness, no doubt, the baron felt that the
machine-gunner could be dispensed with,
sincec he was only there to protect the exit
when the gate was opened. The gate was
not to be opened again until the morning.
The dogs were suflicient puard.

“This means that the guv’nor isn’t coming
back to-night,” muttered Nipper, as he stood
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with Tregellis-West and Watson. “I'd give
quids to know what’s happened to him. I
can’t help thinking that he's in some awful
trouble ?

“Look  out! Something
murmured Sir Montie.

The dogs had loped away, and the flicker-
ing licht of a big lantern had made itself
apparent. For footsteps sounded smartly on
the Hlagstones, and almost at once a party of
armed guards appeared, with Baron von
Holtz himself at their rear.

The men stood at attention, with levelled
weapong, as the baron pulled the great lever

happening,”

- e

which automatically released the foot-long
bolts. The Alsatians were frisking round the
baron almost playfully, their tails wagging.
This proved one thing, at least. The dogs
were mnot actually savapge. They had
evidently been trained to exhibit their
savagery to strangers—to people who were
impnrisoned behind the wrought iron gate.

“I trust, my friends, that your evening
meal was satisfactory?” asked the baron,
when he was inside and the gate had been

reclosed. ‘‘You must not expect luxuries,
but——" )
“We’re not worrying about the food,

interrupted Mr. Kingswood curtly. “We
would like to know what you have done with
Mr. Nelson Lee. Why is he not here with
the rest of us?”
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“Mr. Lee is otherwise engaged.”

“What does that mean—exactly?” de-
manded Nipper. “What have you done with
him? hy has he been separated from us?”

“Welll Am I supposed to answer the im-
pertinent questions of my captives?” said
the baron amusedly. ‘‘No, my child! I can
assure you that you are wasting your breath.
Mr. Lee is alive—and well. I -trust he will
continue to retain his excellent health.”

He laughed softly, and there was something
in that Faugh' which sent shivers down the
spines of his hearers. Nipper, at least, did
not doubt that Lee was being subjected to

some kind of torture. r
the baron made such a definite reference to

his health?

“You—you brute!” burst out Handforth
recklessly. ‘“You can’t fool us! You’ve put
Mr. Lee into a torture chamber, or some-
thing! But we’ll get the better of you one
of tgese days—"

“] am a reasonable man, and I am allow-
ing for your excitement in these unusual
circumstances,”” said the baron, in his quiet
voice. ‘‘Therefore, boy, I will overlook your
insult. But do not let it occur again. After
to-day, those of you who insult me shall be
thrasged. I have my own methods of thrash-
ing. So be warned.” _

%n gpite of his quietness, his voice was
charged with a grim threat. The prisoners
stood silent, helpless. Handforth might have
been foolish enough to attack the baron; he
had already clenched his fists, and his body
had become rigid. But Church and McClure,
knowing that the guards on the other side
of the gate were ready with their guns, took
a tight hold on Handforth, and held him
back.

‘“Kasy, old man,”
“What’s the good? We’re like the poor serfs
used to be in the Middle Ages. Up here,
in these mountains, we’re lost. If two or
three of us get killed, who's to know? Don’t
_giv,e the bllghte'r the satisfaction of killing
us.””

‘““Perhaps you’re right,” muttered Hand-
forth.

The baron was smiling again.

‘““Now that we understand one another, let
me add that the second gate, at the end of
the far corridor, is similarly guarded by two
savage wolf-hounds. I should advise you
not to attempt anything silly, as these dogs
are killers. urthermore, guards are within
earshot and will immediately come if there is
any sound of disturbance. That is all. In
the morning you will have your breakfast
brought to you—and after that your course
of instruction will begin.” :
. *“Our course of instruction?” repeated Mr.
Kingswood. |
- “] am addressin,; the boys, mainly,” re-
plied the baron. ‘It is not advisable that
they should be left idle. You will be given
certain lesson-books, my friend, and you will
act in your capacity of schoolmaster—and will

take your boys for certain fixed hours during
the day.”

Otherwise, why had -

whispered Church. -
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Fighting Jim looked hard at the baron.

“You mean—fellowship doctrines?” he
asked.

“What else?”

““Then you can make other plans, for I
?hla]l rg’fuse to teach my boys any such harm-
ul—

“Tut-tut! You are in no position, Mr.
Kingswood, to refuse this or refuse that,”
interrupted Von Holtz. ‘ You will do as you
are told—or suffer the consequences. Those
consequences, I may add, will be serious.
While you obey orders, and give me no
trouble, you will be treated well. But if
you defy me——"

He broke off, and he shrugged. The un-
uttered threat was more effective than any
amount of words. He said no more. With a
last look round he turned on his heel and the
gate was opened for him. Evidently he had
made this visit to see how his prisoners were
accepting their fate. Furthermore, he wanted
to make sure that his orders had been strictly
carried out:

The metal clanged, the bolts were shot
home, and the tramping sound followed.
Then, at length, silence. %Vith the departure
of the guard, the lights had gone, too, and
as the day had faded completely, the prisoners
were left 1n total darkness. They could faintly
hear the occasional movements of the guard-
ing wolfhounds.

“Well, it’s no good standing here,” said
Mr. Kingswood, at length. ‘‘Better get into
our bed-room, boys., Supper is over, and
we’'re not allowed to have any lights. -No-
thing left to do except sleep.”

““A bright and brainy scheme, sir,” ob-
served Archie.

“You’re taking it philosophically, sir,” said
Nipper, striving hard to hide the anxiety in
his voice. ‘If the guv’nor was here with us
it wouldn’t be so bad. If only that square-
headed cld rotter had told us what he had
don?’ with Mr. Lee. It’s this uncertainty

“You’ll only get yourself into a sleepless
condition by talking in that way,” broke in
Mr. Kingswood, laying a hand on Nipper’s
shoulder. *‘It’s no earthly good, lad. There’s
no reason to fear that Mr. Lee 1s in any
danger. Perhaps we shall know more in
the morning.” : ,

“You’re right, sir,” eaid Nipper. ‘I
ought to be boiled for worrying at all. I
ought to have more faith in the guv’nor.
But I don’t see why we should go to bed
et. Why not go for a long walk down the
1g corridor, and keep it up, to and fro, for
about an hour?”

“Odds rot and nonsense,” protested Archie.
“I mean to say, what a perfectly poisonous
suggestnog.” |

‘Exercise, my lad,” explained Nipper.
“It’ll make us tired.” -

“But, dash it, I’'m tired already.”

“Then a good walk will make you tireder,
you slacking ass!” |
~Most of them fell in eagerly with Nipper’s
suggestion. They were not a bit sleepy, and
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a long walk up and down the ‘‘exercise
ground ”’ seemed to be the best way of work-
ing off some of their surplus energy, and:
getting them into a fit condition for sleep.

When they arrived, at length, at the dis-
tant gate, they saw, in the semi-darkness, two
other shaggy forms prowling about bevond
the ironwoxi'. So the baron was right. There
were wolfhounds here, too.

“Tt scems a needless precaution,” remarked
Church. “There’s not a chance in a million
that we could break the gates down. We
haven’t a weapon of any kind between the
lot of us—and not even a light.”

“Those beastly dogs are put there more
for effect than anything else,” said Nipper.
“Of course, if one of us did manage to get
out, the dogs would practically tear him to
pieces before help could come. But what’s
the good of wasting our breath? We're

’
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but he’s a glorious old boy,
need understanding, that’s all.”

“Try to umderstand these brutes, then."
said his brother. P

And while the boys were walking, Willy
carefully approached the mnearer gate and
whistled softly to the great animals. At
first they took no notice. He could only just
see them faintly in the semi-darkness.

He was glad that he was alone. He could
not even hear the voices of the otherms now,
for they had turned the bend in the corridor,
and were a good way off. No guard was
visible, but a faint reflection of Tight from
beyond a stone angle, some twenty yards on
the other side of the gate, indicated that a
man was on duty in that direction. It was
¢vident, in fact, that the guards themselves
were not inclined to trust the great hounds.

really. Dogs
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bottled up here for good, by the look of
things.”’

He was despondent—and with very good
reason. Even Handforth, who was usually
o crazily optimistic, gave up hope and re-
signed himself to captivity., He had ex-
hausted his inventive genius; he had sug-
gested so many hopeless ideas of escape that
oven his active brain refused to work any
more.

‘“Let’s get to bed,” he grunted disconso-
lately.

There was one prisoner who had not ac-
cepted the theory that the Alsatians were
untamable. And that prisoner, needless to
say, was Willy Handforth, of the St. Frank’s
Third Form.

Willy had a “way’ with animals. There
was no mistake about this; even Willy him-
self could not quite understand it, or explain
it. But animals took to him by instinct, and
the most savage brutes would make friends
with him, whilst attacking all others. Even
wild beasts of the forest had been tamed by
Willy’s mere presence. He seemed to possess
an affinity with all the lower creatures—and
Edward Oswald always attributed this to the
undoubted fact that Willy himself was a
voung beast.

*“ Wolfhounds aren’t naturally savage,” said
Willy, just before the others went on their
exercise walk. ‘““What about Mr. Lee’s own
Alsatian, Wolf? He'’s savage with crooks,

L 2

Again Willy whistled—a soft, peculiar, en-
couraging whistle. )
“Come on, old chaps!” he called softly.
““No nced to be afraid of me. Let's get
together! Good boy—good boy! Come on!”

Thus he persisted, and perhaps it was that
mysterious instinct, rather than the tone of
his voice, which at length caused one of the
dogs to leave the pile of straw on which he
was lying, and come across to the gate. He
did so slowly, his ears cocked, his eyes gleam-
ing luminously in the gloom.

““That’s better,” whispered Willy. “I’'m
your pal, don't forget. Let’s pat your head,
old man. Might as well give you a scratch,
too. You’ll be a queer sort of dog 1f you
don’t like being scratched.” |

Willy’s hand was small, and he managed
to get it sidewavs between two of the
wrought-iron bars. He did this fearlessly,
crouching down low, so that he was on a
level with the dog. The Ilatter, coming
rearer, sniffed suspiciously at first, but he
made no attempt to snap or snarl.

And eoon, astonishingly enough, the dog
rubbed his great muzzle against Willy’s hand,
and in a moment Willy was scratching him
under the chin, fondling his ears and making
himself friendly. It was really an astound-
ing cxhibition of Willy’s mysterious power
over animals. Perhaps it was his very fear-
lessness which won the friendship of such
creatures. They must have known instiuct-
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ively that he was their friend—and that he
was in no fear of them.

Presently the other dog came over, jealous,
a8 dogs invariably are. He pushed his com-
panion aside, and rubbed his cold nose against
Willy’s hand. Then he licked Willy’s hand,
and playfully took the whole hand nto his
mouth. Willy could faintly sce the enormous
animal’s tail wagging to and fro with obvious
delight.

“That’s better!” said Willy cheerfully.
‘““No reason why we should be enemies, i8
there? Good boys! It’'s a pity you can’t
pull the bolts of this giddy door and let us
out.”’

He had no thought of escape. 'There was
no ulterior motive In his action. Being a
lover of animals, he merely wanted to get on
good terms with the dogs. Furthermore, 1t
would be rather a feather in his cap to show
his brother just how thipgs stood. Hand-
forth was always sceptical of Willy’s powers.

Having made himself thoroughly friendly,
and having established an understanding, as
it were, between them, he withdrew his hand,
said a few parting words to the dogs, and
strolled away.

As it happened the others were returning
at that moment, their intention being to seek
their mattresses without any further delay.

“Hallo! What the dickens have you been
doing 7"’ asked Hundforth, as he recognised
the smallish fizure of his minor. ‘1 wondered

THE £1,000,000 SECRET. Magnificent story of Ferrers Locke, detective.—

where you were, Willy., Why didn’t you
come for a walk?”

“I’'ve been making friends with the dogs,’
replied Willy.

“Don’t make me laugh!”

“We’re getting on famously now,” con-
tinued Willy calmly. “I’ve scratched their
cars, and they’ve licked my hand, and every-
thing 18 understood. They’re my pals, and
I'm their pal.”

“You don’t expect us to believe that?”
asked Handforth incredulously.

Mr. Kingswood tocok Willy by the shoulder,

“You haven’t really tried to make friends
with the dogs?” he asked sharply. *You
mustn’t do 1t, my boy. It’s dangerous.
With one clamp of their jaws they could bite
your hand off.

Willy laughed.

‘““So could any big dog, sir—if it liked,”
he replied. ‘“So could a horse. But they
don’t, do they? Animals are safe enough it
you only understand them. 1f you’ll stay
here and make no noise, I'll just show you
how friendly I am with the beggars.”

He did so—to the Head’s amazement. He
went to the gate again, called to the dogs,
and they came running to him. Even in that
gloom they could see the shaggy hgures
against the bars, and they could hear the
dogs’ whines of welcome and greeting.

‘“Well I’ll be sugared!”’ ejaculated Hand-
forth blankly.
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““ Astounding!” murmured Mr. Kingswood.

He approached nearer, in order to obtain a
closer look; but as soon as the dogs became
aware of his proximity they backed away,
snarling. It was a clear proof that they were
as savage as Mr. Kingswood had first believed
them to be. Only Willy possessed this re-
markable power over them.

“It’s all right, sir—it won't take me long
to convince them that you’re my friends, and
then they’ll be as gentle with you as they
are with me,” said Willy., ‘“Not that it
really makes any difference. The dogs will
only be on duty at night.”

“But wait a minute,” said Handforth
eagerly. ‘‘Come in here, all of you.”

They went into the great gloomy sleeping
chamber.

““Can’t we take advantage of Willy’s power
over the dogs?” asked Handforth. * There
might be some way of escape——"’

“Don’t be an ass, Ted,” interrupted Willy
impatiently. ‘I may be able to get friendly

with the beggars, but I can’t perform
miracles. I can’t make them unbolt the gate,
can 17”7

“Your brother is quite right, Handforth,”

said Mr. Kingswood. ‘‘It’s no good getting
these fantastic hopes. We’d better turn in.”

They took a last look out of the slit-like
windows, and, miles away, in the clear even-
ing air, they could see the faint, twinkling
lights of Holtzhausen, the township which
nestled miles away at the lower end of the
valley.

“So near and yet so far,” murmured
Tommy Watson, with a sigh. *‘There are
police in that town—telephones, telegraphs,
wireless! All sorts of ways in which we could
tell people in England that we’re safe, and
prisoners in Holtz Castle. But what’s the
good? We might as well be a thousand miles
away.”’ ‘

CHAPTER 5.
Nelson Lee on the Job.

LICK!
Something 1inside the massive lock
of the dungeon door answered to the

persuasive thrusts of Nelson Lee’s tiny
but powerful instrument.

Hours had passed since Lee had been
thrown into that devil-dungeon. The detec-
tive was satisfied that none of his captors
would came near him until noon the next
day—perhaps not until later. So he worked
freely, and he knew that the hour was now
mid-evening.

He was in intense agony, for his crouching
position had given him such painful cramp
that at times he was obliged to cease his
labours and twist and turn about in order
to obtain a slight measure of relief.

It must be realised that Lee was constantly
buoyed by the hope that at any minute he
would gain his liberty. @ He had supreme
confidence in those masterly tools of his, and
i his own cgkill to use them.
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Without these tools, without such hope, his
plight would have been forlorn, indeed. He
was enabled to carry on, to fight gamely, to
work with his tiny drills and pick-locks until
the perspiration dripped down his face and
soak¢ed his collar. He had known from theo
first that his task would be formidable. Per-
haps impossible. But there was always the
chance of victory.

He believed that the dungeon door was
secured by means of the lock rlone. There
might be bolts, but, if so, he had not heard
them being shot into their sockets. If there
were bolts, he would have to persevere with
his drills, and with other delicate tools which
were specially designed for the conquering of
bolts. In that case, he would be at work
unfil long after dawn.

Unhampered by his unnatural crouching
position he could have progressed faster.
But there was no pluckier man living than
Nelson Lee, no man with a stronger will.
He was not thinking of himself alone. Thera
were eight schoolboys imprisoned in this
castle—doomed to remain here, 1if the
fanatical baron had his way, for years. And
Lee felt responsible for the boys. To escape
from this torture dungeon was essential. It
just had to be done.

Click-click!

This time the sound was louder, and Lee
distinctly felt some spring, or catch, give
way. And to his unbounded joy he felt the
door move slightly outwards. A current of
cold, dank air swept into his face.

‘“By James!” he muttered hoarsely.

He had succeeded! The lock was beaten;
the door was open. He almost fell out, and
suich was his cramp that he stumbled, -
crashed to the hard floor, and lay there for
several minutes in excruciating agony.

But at length he pulled himself to his feet,
and the joy of standing upright, at his full
height, was almost beyond belief. His first
move, now, was to carefully store his delicato
tools—packing them away, once again, in
that hidden skin-pocket of his. He was
willing to swear that his captors would detect
no damage to the lock—unless they examined
it at close quarters, with minute care. Lee
had bored two tiny drill holes, and through
these he had inserted his patent pick-locks,
manipulating them with that skill, with that
touch, which he alone knew.

He closed the door, and, as he had ex-
pected, the key was hanging close at hand,
on a big hook. He had no means of seeing,
as the darkness was pitchy, but after feeling
about for some minutes he located the key,
placed it in the lock, turned it, and then
rehung it on its hook. He chuckled as he
did so. It was the Moor Prison experience
all over again—but this time the possibilities
were a thousandfold more dramatic

Lee’s memory was of the best. On hias
way to this dungeon he had taken note of
every vard of the distance; he had memorised
every slope, every turn of the passage, and
he had counted every step. Now that ho
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had secured his liberty he went forward con-
fidently.

The passage was extremely narrow, and it
was black, and the silence was like that of a
tomb. He had been left down here, in the
dungeons, without any guard. Why, indeed,
should a guard be necessary? Von Holtz had
naturally assumed that Lee, like many an-
other prisoner before him, would be safe
enough in that torture hole,

Reaching the end of the passage at last,
Lee came to a winding stairway, with stone
steps, which led upwards. So accurate were
his calculations, that his foot touched the first
step five yards beyond the spot where he had
first commenced feeling for it. He knew there
was a door at the top of this stairway, but
he was prepared to spend another hour or
two with his tools, if necessary. The hour
was not yet late: he had met with greater
success than he had anticipated.

To his intense satisfaction the door was
not locked. It was not even elosed. He
passed through into another. corridor, and
now his condition was vastly improved, for
there were tiny windows here, and through
them the faint starlight was admitted. After
the stygian blackness of the underground pas-
sage, 1t seemed to Lee that he was walking
in ‘comparative light.

Caution was his watchword now. His aim
was to locate the boys. He believed them
to be on this same floor. But locating them,
alone, would not be sufficient. And he knew
that escape from the castle was next-door to
impossible. He must think of some other
plan—some strategic move which would place
the prisoners in a position of advantage.
And this was no mean ambition.

‘The part of the castle in which he now
roamed was empty—uninhabited. By peering
through the narrow windows he gained a
fairly accurate idea as to his position. In one
place he saw, jutting out black against the
skyline, an immense round tower, rising up-
wards menacingly. This was the great central
tower of the castle.

With his directions memorised, he silently
traversed another corridor, and then came to
an enormous door which was set in a deep
stone recess. When he opened this door he
discovered, beyond, a circular stairway mount-
ing upwards. ‘

This was the tower.

The door, he found, was provided with
massive bolts on the inner side, and the door
itself was nearly eight inches in thickness.
There was no stairway leading downwards,
but just a soiid wall. The narrow stairs led
up, and the same slit-like windows in. the
walls were very much deeper than any others
he had seen. The tower walls, in fact, were
seven or eight feet thick. That enormously
bulky tower was virtually solid, containing
nothing but this single stairway leading to
the top. And when, at length, Lee arrived
at the top he found there a turret room of
- considerable size—and, above it, reached by a
tiny stairway, a flat roof. It was good to
stand up the-e, in the open air, and to sce

‘too, filled with bottles and jars.
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the twinkling lights of Holtzhausen in the

distance. The view from this lofty eminence
was very much better than the view obtained
by the boys lower down. Lee could sce the

whole town—and in the crystal atmosphere
he could even detect the snake-like lumin-
osity of a moving train.

Closer at hand—immediately below him, in
fact, Jights were gleaming from some of the
lower windows of the castle—and they were
in the main wing. The baron, evidentlﬁ, had
not yet gone to bed. Lee was in no hurry.
He made himself comfortable against the
battlements, and with a cool air fanning his
brow, he gave himself up to a half-hour of
intense thinking.

He arrived at some sort of plan.

This tower would serve excellently as a
refuge. There was only one entrance—and
that was guarded by a massive door which
would defy any battering ram. As it was
quite impossible for the captives to escape
from the castle, the next best thing was for
them to seize a portion of the castle, and to
hold a kind of glorified barring-out. The
very commotion of such an affair might
attract attention, Lee had another idea, too
—one which gave him much hope.

But that was for the morrow. ‘There was
plenty to be done to-night. The very task
of getting the captives here might be in-
superable. Food was scarcely to be thought
of. Well, 1t didn’t matter. They could last
out for four or five days, if needs be, and
if help did not arrive by the end of that
time it would never arrive.

The detective, now feeling more his own
self, descended the tower stairs and stole out
into the darkened hall of the deserted wing.
He passed down another corridor after open-
ing a big communicating door. And now
he knew, at once, that he was in the in-
habited part of the castle. The very smell of
the air was different. In places he saw lamps
hanging from brackets, and one or two coarse
mats lay in front of doors.

He opened one or two of the doors and soon
made some interesting discoveries—discoveries
he had not even hoped for, or reckoned upon.
In one cupboard, or store-room, he was struck
by the pungent odour which assailed his
nostrils. It was a Bsourish, fishy smell, and
soon, by feeling, he learned that there were
some big barrels here. There were shelves,
ut it was
the barrels which attracted him. He crouched
low, sniffing at them inquisitively. Two, he
was convinced, were filled with salted herrings
—which are much used on the Continent.
Another Dbarrel, much bigger, was, he
believed, packed with sauerkraut—or, to be
more exact, the hard, white cabbage. tightly
packed and salted, from which sauerkraut is
made. )

“Food!” thought Lee gloatingly. ¢ This
is a great stroke of luck.”

He did not linger. Pressing on, he came
nearer and nearer to the iron gate which
would lead him into the prisoners’ quarters.
He did not forget the man with the machine-
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gun, or the other guards. The most ticklish
part of his task lay ahead of him.

He explored one or two other rooms on the
way, and he made another lucky discovery

in onc of the small stone cupboards which

opened out from a secondary hall. Feeling
carefully round, the first thing his fingers en-
countered was the cold steel barrel of a rifle.
His heart leapt. Never in his wildest
mnments had he hoped to obtain possession
of a weapon.

He felt it carefully, and found that it was
a magazine rifle of a famous make familiar
to him. The magazine was full, and the
weapon was apparently in good order. He did
not trouble to seek further, although he
guessed that this cupboard was a small
arsenal. It would come in handy later. That
one weapon was all he needed at the moment.

Padding on again, he became aware of
the fact that a faint light was glowing round
an angle of the passage. He could hear, too,
steadv breathing. The absence of conversa-
tion told him that there was only one man
on guard—or, if there were others, they
were remarkably silent. Like a shadow, he
crept to the angle of the wall, and, taking a
chance, peered round.

He was looking into an arched hallway,
gloomy and shadowy, but at the far end a
big fire glowed warmly in an old-fashioned
open grate. On the carved mantelpiece over-
head stood a lighted lantern. And sitting
in front of the fire, smoking, was a heavily-
built man in the loose trousers and green
pleated jacket of the baron’s retainers. Next
to his chair stood a rifle,

““This ought to be easy.” thought Lee.

He did not hesitate for long. It might be
foolhardy to wait on the offchance of the man
falling asleep. Perhaps he would be joined
bv a companion soon—and then the two of
tnem would remain on duty throughout the
night. Nelson Lee bcelieved in acting while
he had the opportunity. A lost opportunity
might never be regained.

With the utter, unbelievable silence of a
Red Indian tracker he.crept forward, edging
along the wall so that his back was always
against it, and so that he would approach the
chair from the rear. This was no time for
humane thoughts. He would have to act
drastically.

At any second the man might turn and
see him—and shout the alarm. But Nelson
L.ce’s cleverness won the day. He got within
striking distance, then, with calm declibera-
tion, he swung his rifle, and brought the stock
of it with stunning force against the man’s
head.

Thud!

The sound was almost inaudible. The man
himself sagged down in his chair and did not
even fall out of it. In a flash, Lee was
round, and his first action was to grab the
automatic pistol from the holster at the man’s
waist. Me spun round, ready to deal with
any other enemies. But no sounds reached
his cars save the gentle crackling of the fire.
He quickly examined his victim, and was soon

satisfied and relieved—to find that the man
was only stunned. His skull had not been
fractured by that blow.

Working rapidly, Lee ripped off his own
clothing, stripped the guard of his outer garb,
and donned it. With his own clothing he
bound the man tightly, gagged him, and then
heaved him across his shoulders—a compara-
tively easy task, as he was able to prop the
man in the chair and thus gain a leverage.

He carried the man up one of the dark
corridors to a narrow, cellar-like cavity he
had previously found. Inside, he struck a
match—one of the guard’s matches—and by
the aid of this light he carried his prisoner

‘to a deep recess at the far end. He left him

there, withdrew, locked the door, and took
the key.

He was now glowing with very confident
hope. For it scemed to him that that man
was the only guard left on duty for the night.
Well, therec was no sense in delaying matters.
He would act boldly, and at once.

Returning to the arched hallway, he found
it still empty. Taking the lantern he moved
forward, and walked down an arched cor-
ridor, and the gleams from his lantern played
upon the wrought-iron gate just ahead. And
then, for the first time, he saw something
else—and the sight gave him pause.

There was a recess in this passage, and he
was first attracted by the sight of something
yellowish, straw. Then he saw a movement,
and four greenish points of light shot out
at him like miniature scarchlights. It was
the first L.ee knew of the Alsatian wolt-
hounds. He began to understand why only
onc man had been left on guard. These
brutes were the real guardians of the gate!

Nelson Lee’s heart thudded faster as he
realised the chance he had unwittingly taken.
If he had made the slightest unfamiliar noise
during his encounter with the guard, these
two dogs would have flown at him. As it
was, they had remained in their bed, and
even now they mistook him for the guard
himself. It was a good thing he had changed
clothes with the man. The only thing was
to walk on confidently—and this he did.

He had almost reached the gate, and was
holding his lamp aloft, in order to discover
the method by which it could be unbolted,
when one of the dogs gave a sudden snarl,
Lee glanced round. Both animals were on
their feet, their ears were low, their backs
were ridged. And they were showing their
fangs malevolently. |

“Quiet—quiet !’ murmured Lee, in
German. ‘‘Lie down, you rascals!”

But by this time the dogs had something
other than their eyesight to instruct them.
They had obtained Lee’s scent. They knew
he was a stranger. And then, with one
accord, they hurled themselves at him, and
he was obliged to drop the lamp. 1t fel!
with a clatter to the stone floor, but did not
go out—falling, remarkably enough, In an
upright position. But theré was no time for
Lee to pull back the safety catch of his auto-
matic. In any case, if he had fired it, he
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would have brought the whole castle house-
hold about his ears.

Crash! |

The foremost hound had charged at his
chest, and Lee was bowled over like a nine-
pin. Quick as lightning he reached his hands
up and grasped the dog’s throat. He was
on his back now, fighting for his very life,
Both dogs were attempting to get their fear-
some fangs at l.ee’s own throat, and the
fight was appalling in its ferocity.

CHAPTER 6.
The Moonlight ‘‘Flit.”

ILLY HANDFORTI sat up sharply.

He did not know what had

awakened him at first. FKaint star-

light was glimmering through the

narrow windows, intensifying the utter black-

ness of the corners of the room. All about

him he could hear the steady breathing of

his fellow unfortundates. They were all
soundly aslecp.

IFrom somewhere outside came a sound,
and this time Willy jumped. 1t was the un-
mistakable snarling of the wolfhounds.
There had been no actual barking—no great
commotion. Willy could hear a strange kind
of shufling, too, and the snarling increased.

He flung the blankets aside, and like a
rabbit he ran to the door—which stood wide
open—and reached the corridor.

““Great Scott!” he gasped.

He could see the lantern burning on the
floor—and the figure of a man strugghing
desperately with the two great dogs. The
man had managed to take cach of them by
the throat, and for the moment was holding
them off. Bui it was obviously a losing
battle, and he could not lust many more
seconds.

Willy ran to the gate, and then he nearly
shouted in his astonishment and joy. For
he recognised the man who was fighting for
his life.

“Mr. Lee!” whispered Willy breathlessly.

But at the same moment he knew that Lee

was not I a position to answer.  Willy's
arrival on the scene was like a stroke of
providence. He saw, in a flash, that here

was his big chance. He whistled softly to the
dogs, and then commenced calling.

Even he did not know the actual words
he used. Perhaps he did not use any recog-
nisable words at all. It was the tone of his
voice which did the trick. First one dog, and
then the other ieapt back from the attack.
They stood with bared fangs and ridged
backs, dividing their attention betwecen Lee
and the schoolboy behind the gate. l.ee did
not move an wnch, He knew that this was
touch and go. If Willy failed the dogs would
attack him agam. 1f he made the slhightest
move the dogs would forget Willy and go
for him once more.

- “DI’m surprised at you!” said Willy coax-
ingly. “Don’t you know a friend of mine

"’
.
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when you see one?”’ He made -curious
soothing noises. *‘That'’s better! Come on,
old chaps! Don’t forget that I'm your pal.”

It was an extraordinary exhibition of
Willy’s power over animals. That first dis-
play had been remarkable enough, but this
was amazing. The dogs, with their ears

V

il

As the leader of the Fellowship of Fear mounted th

Nelson Lee sent a shot whistling

past his ear.

the next bullet wi

flattened in sheepish shame, appioached the
gate, The ridges on their backs went down
and their tails began to wag slowiy.

““That’s better,”” said Willy encouragingly.
““Come here, old chaps. Come along! Mr.
Lee, you’d better work that bolt!” he added
casually. I don’t think they’ll attack you
again. They know they’ve made a mistake.
Let me get at ’em, and I'll soon have them
tamed.”’

Nelson Lee, very dishevelled, was on his
fcet, He knew, by what he had previously
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steps, he came suddenly upon the barricade.

Stop ! ** cried the detective.
be for your heart ! *’

¥
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seen, just where the operating lever was
situated—a clear two yards from the gate
itself—so that by no possibility could 1t be
reached by a prisoner within, At Lee’s
touch the bolts, of enormous length, shd out
of their great sockets and the gate swung
outwards. In a flash Willy was through,
and fearlessly he ran at the two dogs and
fondled them.  Their evidences of delight
were obvious.

“Now, come here!” said Willy sternly.
“Mr. Lee, you’d better come, too. They’re
fricndly enough, really.”

Curiously enough, the dogs were no longer
savage. When Nelson Lee patted them thcy
wagged their tails and showed every sign of
friendliness. But Lee was under no mis-
apprehension. It was Willy’s presence, alone,

Crack !
‘“ It you eome nearer

which had brought about this change of
temper.

‘“ Are you hurt, sir ?”’ asked Willy anxiously,
after a while.

“A scratch or two, but the wounds are
of no account,” replied Lee. ‘““No need to
have them cauterised, for these dogs are
healthy enough. I’'m lucky to have escaped
with iy life. You saved me, young 'un. I
shan’t forget.”

“But I did nothing, sir!” protested Willy.

“What I want to know is how you got here.
What does it all mean?” -~

‘““It means that we might have a chance
of escape—not immediately, but we will at
least get out of this part of the castle,”
replied Lee. “Do you know if there were
two men on guard here, or only one.” -

““One, I think, sir, and these dogs.”

“Good!”

‘““What’s become of that one man, sir?’’

“T'tn afraid I had to knock him on the
head, and borrow his clothes,” replied Lee,
his eyes blazing. ‘‘The chances are that no
alarm has been given, and that the rest
of the castle will remain quiet for the whole
night. We have the night to ourselves.”

Willy spoke gently to the dogs, and they
went back to their straw beds and laid down.
As a prccautionary measure, Willy remained
with them—since he was the only one of
the party who could, with certainty, prevent
them from making an outery.

Lee entered the sleeping chamber, carrying
the lantern with him. He closed the door,
and Mr., Kingswood at once sat up. The
headmaster had not been sleeping too soundly,
but he had had one or two erratic naps.

““Why have you come back?” he asked.
‘““It 1s not yet eleven——  Why, what on
earth Lee!”

“Not so loud,” warned the detective.

“But, man alive, I don’t understand——-"

“Guv’nor!”’ exclaimed another voice,.

Nipper fairly leapt off his mattress and
rushed at Lee. After that it was only a
moment or two before the other captives
were awake and gathering round in a wildly
excited mob. Lee had some difhculty in
making them keep their voices low.

Briefly, he told them of his escape, making
nothing of his wonderful work, and scarcely
referring to the tortures of his confincment.
'f[‘he main point, as he said, was that he was
ree.

“Qur task, now, is to do a moonlight flit,”
he went on earnestly, . ‘“We can’t escape
from the castle—that’s quite out of the ques-
tion.’’ -

“ But—but what’s the good of clearing out
of this part of the castle and getting into
another 7’ asked Handforth blankly. ‘We
shan’t really be any better off, sir.”

“I think we shall,”” replied the detective.
“Now listen, Jim—all you bhoys, too. My
plan is to get into the big central tower of
the castle, and bar ourselves in. It is a
fortress complete in itself, and we can defy
the enemy, if needs be, for days—perhaps
weeks. At the tower top there is an open
battlement and an immense vista. If we are
lucky we might be able to signal—to attract
the attention of honest people In
Holtzhausen.”

“By Jove! So that’s the plan?” exclaimed
Mr. Kingswood eagerly. “It’s wonderful,
Mr. Lee! If only we can get word of our
plight to the townspeople, they’ll talk. The
police will get to know—they’ll telegraph to
England.”

“Exactly,” said Nelson Lee. “And in
these special circumstances, the German
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Govermnent will be compelled to take action.
Foven Baron von Holtz, with all his local
power, will be able to do nothing if a
regiment of soldiers is instructed to attack
his stronghold. But that’s looking rather a
long way ahcad, and we mustn’t be too
optimistic. Let us confine ourselves to-night
to action. There i1s much to be done.”

He gave them delinile instructions. KEach
boy gathered up his blankets and pillow.
Laden with these, they all filed out, with Lee
at  their head. Willy was left with the
Alsatians, to prevent them from wandering
off, and, perhaps, unwittingly giving the
alarm. Lee felt that as long as there was no
unusual noise, the whole task could be accom-
plished without interruption or discovery. It
was clear enough that the captives had been
left alone for the night. '

Under Lee’s guidance, the party went
straight to the tower. No attempt was made
to carry the things to the suminit. They
were bundled just inside. Then they went
back, found everything quiet, and this time
the mattresses were fetched. ~Again the
journey was uninterrupted and successful.
The mattresses were bundied i1n like the
blankets and pillows.

““There’s just a chance we might be able
to get some food,” whispered Nelson Lee.
“Come with me, boys.”

They went to the big store-room which Lee
had previously discovered. Lee and Kings-
wood, between them, carried the heavy
barrels. The boys seized hold of giant jars
of pickles. Another discovery, in the shape
of two sacks of oatmeal, was particularly
appreciated—to say- nothing of another sac
which contained potato flour.

“This is no time for picking and choosing,”
said Lee. “We’re lucky enough to have food
of any description. We might be compelled
to stand a sicge for many days, and we shall
bﬁ lucky to have our appetites satisfied at
all.”

“What about water?” asked Fighting Jim.

“Plenty of that at the top of the tower,”
explained Lee. “I noticed a depression in
the stonework, where there is a great poo! of
water, caught from the last rains. It might
not be particularly tasty, but it will serve.
There’s enough to last at least a week, and
by then we shall either be rescued, or it is
any odds there’ll be more rain.”

They all entered into the ‘“moonlight flit ”
with zest and enthusiasm. The very fact that
there -was something to do encouraged them.
Moreover, it was a definite move against the
enemy—and there was a chance of complete
success at the end.

The boys all realised that they had Lee to
thank for this wonderful change in their for-

tunes. But none of them quite understood
what a  remarkable feat Lee had
accomplished.

They made a final journey back to the
oviginal wing—Lee and Kingswood alone.
The boys were instructed to spend their time
in carrying the mattresses up to the turret-
room at the summit., Nelson Lee and Fight-
1ng"Jim took hold of a few plates and cups,
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and they filled their pockets with forks and
spoons. Then, leaving everything in perfect
order, they passed through the gateway and
closed the gate securely. The dogs, during
all this time, had remained perfectly docile
under Willy’s charge.

Willy now spoke to them carefully, sooth-
ingly, telling them to lie down and keep
quiet. Whether they would do so really did not
matter, for long before the dogs could give
any widespread alarm, the three would be
hehind, that massive tower door.

They hurried there at once, and it was Lee
who closed the door and shot the enormous
bolts—bolts which had stood the test of
centuries of time. They only had the oue
lantern, for a quick search had failed to
reveal any others—or any fuel for this one.
Still, they were lucky enough to have got
the one.

“Well, we’re in,” said Mr. Kkingswood
breathlessly, as he gazed upon the closed
door. *“1 can scarcely believe that it has
happened—and all within an hour or two!
This door ought to be strong enough to with-
stand any amount of ramming. You're sure
there’s no other way min?”

“No other door,” replied Lee. “There 1s
a bave chance that there might be a secret
entry, but 1 don’t think we need take that
seriously. Secret passages, and such like, are
not always so convemently placed. 1 think
we'd better strengthen this door if we can,”
he added. “T believe there’s a way in which
it can be domne.”

Half-way up the spiral staircase age had
cause® parts of the inner wall to crumble.
Some of the heavy stone blocks were loose,
and in the construction of the tower a
number of immense timbers had been used.
Two of these timbers, at least, were so
loosened that they were no longer serving
aity useful purpose. Working hard until the
perspiration poured from them, Lee and Mr.
Kingswood and a party of the boys freed the
two timbers and managed to get them down.
It was a hard struggle. But once they were
down they were jammed tightly between the
lower.part of the stairway and the door itself.
It was now barricaded until i1t was like a
solid- part of the tower itself, and 1t would
defy all the efforts of the enemy to open it.

‘“Well, boys, I think we can call it a
night,” said Lee, as he wiped the sweat and
grime from his forehead. ‘“Well done!
We’ve barred the enemy out, and we can
look upon this part of the castle as our own
domain.”

“It’s almost too good to be true, sir,” said
Handforth. “ By George! Do you think
there’ll be a fight to-morrow? I mean, wiil
they try to dislodge us?”

“Better get to  sleep,” replied Lee
evasively. “Y want you boys to lie down on
your mattresses again and carry on as though
nothing had happened.”

“Archie’s asleep already, guv’nor,” grinned
Nipper. “It’s marvellous how that chap can
detach himself and go off to sleep.”

l.ee was certain that the morrow would
bring  heetic  fighting,  Baron von Holtz
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would certainly not take this blow lyin
down—and he would move heaven and eart
to dislodge the rebellious captives. For his
safety was at stake—to say nothing of the
future of the Fellowship of Feav.

But the great detective was calm and cool.
Not only was there food in this tower, but
an examination of the dark cupboard—in
which he had found the rifle—had revealed a
dozen other riles and a plentiful store of
ammunition. The rifles and ammunition
were now In the tower, and their presence
gave Nelson Lee a sense of comforting
security.

pm— SRl

CHAPTER 7.
Fhe Discovery.

VAN, the retainer, came on duty soon
after daylight the following morning.
He had had his orders from the baron
overnight, and when he went to the
prisoners’ quarters he was surprised, but not
alarmed, to find the wolfhounds alone. The
two doygs, looking very sleepy, sat up and
yawned upon his approach.
- “Zo! Where is Otto?” muttered Ivan in
German, as he looked back at the dead fire
and the empty chair. *Strange! He had
orders not to leave his post until Paul came.”
Paul was evidently the retainer who had
been told off to man the machine-gun. For
Paul himself appeared a minute later,
carrying the gun.
He set it down, made himself comfortable,
and filled his pipe. .
‘“These Englanders, they give
trouble,” he grunted.
Ivan shrugged. .
“We obey orders, that is all,” he replied.
“Have you seen Otto this morning? It 13
strange that he was not at his post.”

“If the baron learns of it, Otto will be 1n
hot water,” said Paul.
leave his post before we came.
matters. There 18 no escape
Englanders.”

Another man came, and he snapped leashes
on to the two wolfhounds and took them
away. Everything was being done in accord-
ance with previously made plans.

Ivan, walking heavily, approached the
sleeping-room after he had passed through the
gateway—and after the gate had been closed
upon him by Paul. Ivan received a surprise.
The bed-room was empty. Not even a mat-
tress or a blanket remained.

“Himmel!” he ejaculated in wonder. “ The

mad Englanders, they take their beds into
the other room!”
"It struck him as being an extraordinary
proceeding, but, as yet, he had no inkling
of the real truth. He went into the living-
room, and fournd it empty, also. Everything
was quiet and peaceful. There was no sign
of disorder, and the table and chairs were
Lndtheir usual positions, but there were mno
eds.

‘““Ach, but this is impossible,” muttered
Ivan, with growing alarm.

us much

Not that it
for the

‘“He 13 the fool to-

man fell back.
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He walked quickly into the inner room,
and a shout escaped him as he saw that this,
too, was deserted. There was no sign of the
prisoncrs whatever!

““Der Teufel!” shouted Ivan, in wild con-
sternation:.

He ran round in circles, so great was his
bewilderment. He rushed back to the bed-
room and looked round blankly. The thing
was 1mpossible! The gate had been locked,
exactly the same as last night—the dogs
had been out there, on guard—

He rushed down the corridor and gazed
at the long passage which culminated in the
second iron gate. But this, too, was deserted.

“Paul—Paul!” he shouted hoarsely, running
back. “Quick! The Englander prisoners—
they have gone!”

Paul leapt to his feet and ran to the gate.

“You are the fool!” he retorted. * How
can they have gone?”

““Open!” commanded Ivan.
me—and look!”’ |

Paul ®pened the gate, and three minutes
later they both rushed out, locked the gate
behind them, and then went flying to their
master’s private quarters. In this part of the
house, which was warm and light and com-
fortable, it was difficult to believe that there
could be such barren, gloomy old chambers
farther away. Holtz Castle, in the main
inhabited wing, was a fine, charming old-
world home.

The baron had not yet come down. Ivan
himself went lumbering up the richly car-
peted stairs. The baron’s valet, greatly
agitated, informed Ivan that his master could
not be disturbed. But Ivan swept these pro-
tests aside and, in his excitement, actually
went charging into his master’s sleeping
chamber. |

“Dog!” snarled Von Holtz. ‘“What is the
meaning of this?”

He was only half dressed, and he swung
round upon Ivan with such ferocity that the

‘““Forgive me, master,” panted Ivan. ‘ But
I come to tell you that the prisoners have
gone.”’

““Gone!” shouted Von Holtz, aghast. .

“In the night, Herr Baron, they go!”
gasped the other. *“ We cannot find Otto, the
man who should have been on guard. But
the gate was locked and the dogs were
there—"

“Fool, you must be wrong,” broke in the
baron harshly. ‘What you tell mec is fan-
tastic. There is no escape from that prison.
For centuries it has been used Out of
my way! ¥ will go myself and see!”

Half dressed as he was, he hurried out,
fairly ran down the stairs, and was soon
rushing away to the uninhabited wing. Here
he found quite a number of men gathered to-
gether, talking excitedly. They fell aside as
their master appeared; he passed through
into the ‘““prison,” and a quick examination
showed him that Ivan’s story was only too
true. The absence of the mattresses was an
cxtraordinary feature. Why had the prisoners

“Come with
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taken their bedding with them?
were the prisoners now?

“Gott in Himmel!”
“QOtto is responsible!
them out ”

“But no, master!” gasped I[van. “QOtto is
as faithful as I. He would not betray "

“Der schweinhund!” grated the baron.
‘““He has betrayed me. Who clse could have
vcleased the prisoners? Search! Search!
livery man 18 to search!”

And in less than a minute a widespread
hunt was 1n progress. Men went racing into
long decserted chambers and corridors; they
went from floor to floor, searching, but find-
ing nothing. Baron von Holtz himself was
in a towering rage. This amazing dis-
appearance had startled him beyond measure.
He took it fer granted that the prisoners
must have had outside help.

Reports came to him of a curious nature.

He learned, to his amazement, that scveral
barrels of salt herring and cabbage were
missing. It seemed incredible.

And where

swore Von Holtz.
Otto must have let
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“But why—why?” he demanded hotly.
“Why should these boys take food? 1 pro-
vided them with food, did 1 not? There

must be some mistake. Do not bother me
with such trifles.”

But the next “trifle ” was more significant.
The missing Otto was found.

Some of the searchers, happening to open
the cellar-like cupboard, had heard sounds
from the rear. Otto, very dazed and stiff,
had been dragged out and his bonds removed.
Just as he was. he was taken to Von Holtz.

“Traitor! Dog!” snapped the barou.
““What have you to say? Why did you re-
lease the captives?”

““Master, I know nothing!” panted the un-
fortunate man. ‘I was on guard, and with-
out warning, somebodv struck me {rom
behind. 1 heard nothing—saw nothing. 1
remembered no more until I awoke in dark-
ness, my head throbbing »

Again and again he repeated his story—
until, in fact, he convinced his master he
had been victimised. It was somebody else
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who had allawed the prisoners to escape.
But whom? None of the servants would do
such a thing. There were men on duty out-
side, but they were well paid, they were
faithful, and they were all staunch and
trusted members of the Fellowship of Fear.

The deeper Von Holtz investigated, the
decper became the mystery.

““The drawbridge was up all mght,” he

muttered, as he paced up and down. “They
could not have escaped. The fact that they
took their beds—food—proves that they made
no attempt to escape. They are still in the
castle. How is it that you dolts cannot find
them? Himmel! There yet remains Lee!”

He had suddenly remembered the im-
prisoned detective. Lee could not have
cscaped, anyway! Lee was down there in
that torture ﬁole-—-from which only a
magician could have escaped. And Baron
von Holtz knew well enough that magicians
do not exist in real life.

“Come!” he commanded. “We will fetch
Herr Lee. He will serve us. We will take
him with us, and he will shout to his boys,
and they will answer. This mystery must be
fathomed.”

With thrce men, all heavily armed, he
went down into the dungeons. Perhaps,
deep 1n his heart, he had an inkling of the
truth—and the real reason for this visit was
to reassure himself that Lee was still a
prisoner.

When, at length, they reached the dungecon,
2verything was as it had been left. The door
vas locked, the key hung on its hook.

‘“Now we will see!’”” muttered Von Holtz.
‘Let me!” .

And the Terrestrial Master of the Fellowship
of Fear thrust the key in the lock and turned
it. He swung the door wide open.

““I come earlier than I intended, Herr Lee,”
he said. ‘I have a special need for your ser-
vices— Der Teufel! The dungeon is
emptiy! Empty! Empty!”

His voice rose almost to a scream, and in
it there was a note of fear. His men, mutter-
ing fearfully, cast the light of their lanterns
into the empty dungeon. They even
examined the door and the lock: and their
faces became pale with- unnamable terror.

“You are right, Herr Baron!” muttered
one of them. ‘This Englander, Lce, is the
devil himself! No mortal man could have
escaped from this dungeon! See! The door
1s intact. The lock 1s unharmed.”

“Silence, dogs!”’ snarled Von Holtz.
““There can be only one explanation. The
door was not properly locked last night.”

To satisfy himself he closed it and turned
the key. And he soon found that it was
impossi{le to turn the key completely unless
the door was closed. So that ruled out the
possibility of his men having blundered.

The cold, unassailable fact remained that
Nelson Lee, from within his prison, had un-
locked the door and had escaped! Yet he had
had no tools of any kind, no light and no
weapons

‘man,

 the great gate

27
“Mein  Gott!” Hollz
hoarsely.

He remembered a report which had come
to him some days earlier—a report from Count
Michel Pectrass, one of the ‘‘ Big Five ”’ of the
fellowship who was stationed in London.
Pectrass had reported the strange case of
Boris Veuner—known as ‘“No. 1 ’—the late
Master of the Southern Section in England.
Venner had sworn that Lee had escaped un-
alded from a cell, and had performed acts
of black magic in the old Moor Prison. It
was at that time that Lee had gained pos-
session of the vital code-book—which had

directly led up to all this excitement.

‘““Mein Gott!?’ repeated Von Holtz. ‘We
punished Venner for his carelessness—and 1t
seemis we punished him unjustly. For this
Lee, is indeed a worker of black
magic.”

He could scarcely believe the evidence of
his own eyes. And, indeed, the whole thing
certainly did seem utterly incredible. The
other prisoners had vanished from their
quarters, and Lee had vanished from his
dungeon.

How?

There was no explanation. The baron,
breathing hard with alarm, hurried up to
the daylight. The ezcape of Lee had filled

whispered Von

him with very real consternation. He was
beginning to think that all his captives
had, by some miracle, escaped from the

castle completely. He knew that thie was
impossible, but in his present state of mind,
he was ready to credit anything.

More men reported that the search had
failled. The castle had been combed from end
to end. There was only one spot which
had not been explored—and that was un-
likely enough.

““The great tower, Herr Baron,” said one
of the retainers. “But 1t matters not, for
the heavy door is locked, and thus they could
not have gained admittance.”

‘“ Locked doors seem to be no hindrance
to Lee!” snapped Von Holtz. *‘‘Fools! Do
you not understand? It was Lee who helped
the escape. Lee came up from the dungeon
in the night, he struck Otto on the head, and
took Otto’s clothing. 1t was Lee who opened

»

“But the dogs, master?” asked Ivan.
“The dogs would give the alarm.  They
would attack, too. Yet this morning they
were docile—"’

““The dogs shall be killed! They are use-
less!” snarled Von Holtz. ‘I have been
told that they were savage—that they would
attack any stranger. Pah! Rabbits would
have served as well.” |

He was suddenly struck by a thought.

*“You say that the door of the great tower
is locked 2’ he asked. “But no! It is not

s0. There are bolts on .the inner side,
but-—— Come! Perhaps this 1s the explana-
tion.”’

He went rushing away, and when he
arrived at the tower doon, he ordered his
men to smash it down. It was easier said
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than done They hammered upon 1it, they
charged at it, but it was like the =ohd stone
wall. Von Holtz was thoroughly excited
now, for he happened to know that this
door had been unfastened The very fact
that it was bolted on the inner side proved
that the prisoners had retired to this tower
and were determined to hold it against all
attack. It was the one certainty.

Confirmation came unexpectedly some
minutes later. For a breathless man arrived
in the castle from the grounds; and he re-
ported that he had seen figures at the
battlements of the tower.

““Zo!”’ saild Von Holtz. ‘“They are here!
Here, in the tower! We have but to drive
them out, and they will once again be at
my mercy. Fools! They shall suffer dearly
for giving me all this trouble And what
good has it done? Nothing!”

But there, Baron von Holtz was wrong.

CHAPTER 8.
The Signal.

P in the turret-room breakfast was in
full swing,
Not many of the boys had slept with
any soundness. They were far too
excited, and they were glad enough when
daylight came, and when it was .time for
them to prepare breakfast. Everybody was
on fenterhooks as to what would happen
below when the baron discovered his loss.
“I’d have given quids to have seen his
ugly mug when he made the discovery,” said
Handforth, grinning. ‘“By George! What
a shock it must have been.”

‘““Perhaps they haven’t made the discovery
yet,”” said Church. *‘It’s still early, you
l\;zow ’Anyhow there’s been no sound of an
alar

“Who cares?” asked Handforth. ¢ What
about brekker? I'm famished. We’ve only
got oatmeal, haven’t we? Nothing to cook
with—no fire, or anything.”

¥ We’re jolly lucky to have cats at all, my
sons,” said Nipper. “We can thank the

guv’'nor for that.”

The casks were opened, and, at first, the
boys turned away in disgust. The salted
cabbage, in vparticular, was highly odorifer-
ous; but Nelson Lee pointed out that all
cabba ge smelt that way. He sampled the
shledded cabbage, pronounced it to be per-
tfectl;{ly wholesome, and advised the boys to
uck in.

“It’s not cooked, of course,” he said.
“But I dare say you’ve eaten this very same
stuff disguised as hors-d’ceuvre—uncooked,
just as it is here. It’s perfectly wholesome
and ﬁllm% As for the herring, that’s never
cooked. Soaked in water, it becomes quile
palataple.”

However, most of the boys contented them.
selves with oatmeal and water for this morn-
~ing. They would have to become far hun-

grier to delve into the mysternes of the her-
ring and the cabbage.

Nelson Jl.ee was keeping his eye on the
daylight. It promised to be a fine morning,
and the sun was already getting up over the
neighbouring mountains.  Owing to those
mountains, the sun was late in getting up—
but when it did top the snow-capped peaks,
its rays were dazzlmg in their intensity.

‘““Splendid I’ muttered Lee.

“We all like to sce the sun, of course,”
said Mr, Kingswood, who was with him.
“But I must confess I don’t quite see why
you arc so pleased.”

“Then I’ll show you,” replied the detee-
tive.

He took from the wall,
a small framed mirror, and Mr.
looked at it in wonder.

““T saw you unhook that from the bath-
room last night,” he said. *1 was puzzled
at the txme—dnd in fact, I thought you were
rather vain. But evidently you are not
rcally interested in your own reflection.”

Lee laughed.

““The reflection of the sun is very much
better,”” he replied. “That i1s why 1 was
so anxious for the morning to be cloudless,
Jim. Just take note of the sun’s position,
will you?”’

They were on
tower, hidden froin

in a deep crevice.
Kingswoed

the very summit of the
the grounds below by
the battlements. And Kingswood noticed
that the sun, 1n its easterly position, waas
coming up over the mountain tops 1n fairly
close proximity to Holtzhausen.

‘““Well 2’ he asked.

““This mmirror will reflect the sun—and we
are in such a position, at this hour of the
day, that the flash will be visible in the
town,” replied Lee. “You’re familiar with
the hehogtaph method of signalling, aren’t
you‘? As I amn now proposing to do, the
sun’s rays are reflected by mlrrors—-and the
ordinary dot-and-dash code is invariably used
And the Morse code is international, Jim.’

“But 1t’s a long way to the town,” said
Mr. Kingswood.

““Fifteen miles perhaps—it may be further,”
replied Lee. Distances are_ very deceptne
in the clear mountain air. But it may in-
terest you to know that a range of one hun-
dred and ninety miles has been reached by
means of hehograph So our hopes are not
entirely groundless.”

‘“By Heaven!"” muttered Fighting Jim, his
eyes burning. ‘““You think of ever thmg
I'll wager you thought of this last mght"’

“It was one of the very first things that
came 1nto my mind,” replied Nelson Leo
calmly. “You see, there would be no earthly
sense In us capturing the tower unless wo
had a means’ of commumcatmg with the
outer world. - We can’t use telephones or tele-
graphs, and ordinary hand-signalling would
be worse than useless—for such signalling
could only be seen by men in the confines
of the Holtz Castle estate But by a helio-
graph—— Well, need I go on?”
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“You’re wonderful,” said Mr. Kingswood
admiringly. .
Then and there, Nelson Lee got to work.
He settled himself comfortably on the roof,
and, judging the angle of the mirror, he
used it so that the sun’s rays were reflected
directly upon the town. Then, by shifting
the mirror quickly to and fro—by jerking it
in a dot-and-dash fashion—he signalled his

message. -

“Help! St. Frank’s party imprisoned here.
Bring help.”

He repeated 1t two or three times, watched
eagerly by Mr. Kingswood.

“Do you expect any reply?” asked the
Head. '

““There might be a heliograph message
later, when the sun is in a good position for
sending a reply,”’ replied Lee. ‘It might
be possible now. But I'm prepared to wait
hours. The whole morning may elapse
before these signals are even noticed—and
hours longer before they are read. We cannot
tell. Our only hope is the whole of Europe
is on the qui-vive for the missing boys, Any
strange signals, therefore, might receive im-
mediate attention from the police.  That
short message 18 quite sufficient. The very
words—St. Frank’s—will be clue enough.”

~Again he sent the message. He repeated
it with monotonous regularity—spelling out
the words in dot-and-dash—and, of course,
using German. After a while, Mr. Kingswood
relieved him. The Head soon got the hang
-of the operation, and although his helio-
graphing may not have been so perfect as
I.ee’s, it was cffective.

It was not long before the boys became
aware of what was happening, and their ex-
citement knew no bounds. They realised,
f]hc()]n, just why Lee had taken the steps he

ad,

There was a chance of outside help!

“It’s all over bar shouting,” said Hand-
forth contentedly. ‘They’re bound to see
those signals in the town, and then we shall
have the police up here.”

“*Mustn’t be too optimistic, Handy,” - said
Nipper. “Von Holtz is a powerful man in
these parts, and it’s any odds that the police
are scared of him What can they do if they
do come up? If Von Holtz likes to be really
rnasty he can keep the drawbridge up, and
defy invaders for weeks.”

“By George! Then we shall have some ex-
citement,” said Handforth. ‘‘He’s bound to
give in, in the long run—and don’t forget, as
soon as he’s smashed, it mecans our rescue and
the complete smash-up of the fellowship. Mr.
Lee will have scored a tremendous victory.”

"Most of the other boys were equally in-
thusiastic. They could not see how the plan
could fail. They even became reckless, and
noisily shouted to one another on the tower
top. Not that it really mattered now, for
the enemy was well aware of the truth—as
the resounding crashes and thuds from the
bottom of the tower told. Two boys were
there now, on the watch, ready to report in
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case there should be any sign of the baron’s
men breaking through.

Immediately be'ow the tower there was a
great cobbled courtyard, and while Mr. Kings-
wood was busy with the mirror, Lee kept a
watch on the courtyard. Once or twice, men
had appeared in view, staring upwards; but
they had soon retired to cover.

Crack!

Something which sounded like an infuriated
hornet sang past Nelson Lee’'s head, and he
saw a wisp of smoke at ome of the upper
windows of the ncarest wing. In a flash, Lee
seized a rifle, and fired.

Crack!

A shout of alarm went up, and Lee did not
know whether he had hit the mark or not;
but the enemy now knew, beyond doubt,
that the prisoners were armed, and ready to
answer any fire.

“Things are going to get hot soon,” said
the detective, as he crouched low under the
protection of the battlements. ‘““You boys
had better get down—and stay down.”

““Is 1t safe for you up here, sir?” asked
Watson breathlessly.

““Safe as long as we keep behind the
walls,” replied Lee. ‘‘We can look upon this
as a trench—and if we expose ourselves, even
for a moment, we might get plugged. For-
tunately, with the sun in its present position,
we can keep on with the signalling.”

Church came racing up from the interior of
the tower.

““They’re making desperate efforts to smash
the door down, sir,” he reported. ‘ They’ve
got a steam-roller on the other side, by the
sound of 1t. There's a terrific noise going
on, and the door’s beginning to shake a bit.”

“Jim, you carry on with the signalling,”
said Lee quickly. *I’d better go down at
once. That doorway’s the only entrance, and
we must protect it at ail costs.”

‘““Go ahead,” replied Fighting Jim. “I'm
all right.”
A rifle was left with him, in case of

emeriencel-', and Lee warned him not to ap-
proach the battlements under any circum-
stances. It was a bit risky, even, to continue
the signalling—but Mr. Kingswood was game.

Lee hurried down, and he toock all the boys
with him. As they went pell-mell down the
circular stairs they heard the thunderous
bangs from below. And when, at length, they
reached the door itself, they were relieved.
The door was apparently as immovable as

‘ever.

For the moment, the attacks had ceased.
Faintly, the sound of voices could be heard.
But they were so dim and vague that it was
impossible to distinguish any particular word.

“Quiet, boys,” said Lee. .

He bent under one of the barricading
beams, and placed his ear flat against the
surface of the door. The voices were just a
tiny bit olearer, but he could still make
nothing of what was being said. And then
one word came to him out of all the jargon
of others. It was shouted by Von Holtz,
and it was repeated.
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And the word was ‘‘dynamite.”

Lee was startled. He had thought of the
possibility, but had dismissed it. For such
an explosion would necessarily mean a double
risk—the risk of wrecking the tower com-
pletely, and other parts of the castle—and
the risk of attracting unwelcome attention.
L.ee had not thought 1t likely that Von Holtz
would deliberately damage his ancestral castle
in that way.

But the man was evidently desperate.

¢“ Come, boys—upstairs!’”’ said Lee sharply.
“They’re going to use dynamite.”’

“Crumbs!” :

“That’il kill us all, sir!”

“Not necessarily,” replied Lee. “The
charge will probably be just sufficient to blow
a hole in the door. There is a risk, of course,
that the tower will be damaged—but 1t 1s
such a solid structure that I doubt if a two-
ton bomb would entirely wreck it. At all
events, there is one thing we must do—and
quickly.”

He was glad that the old walls, half-way
up, had crumbled with decay. The tower
itself was not greatly weakened; and the
beams had already been removed. Lee set
the example by heaving at the loosened
stones. Under his guidance, the boys worked
hard, and they built a massive stone barrier
right across the stairway, with loopholes, here
and there, for the use of firearms. This stone
barrier grew rapidly, and Lee saw to it that
it was made strongly.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the massive
door, Baron von Holtz was taking his own
measures, All efforts, so far, had failed. At
hie orders, his men had carried in an
enormous tree trunk, and this, manned by
two dozen mighty retainers, had been thrust
again and again at the door. The door shook
and quivered, and in some places it splintered.
But it remained whole, and at last the men
were obliged, by sheer exhaustion, to desist.

“Dynamite!” shouted Von Holtz suddenly.
“Tt 1s the only certain way. Go, men!
Bring dynamite!”

“But, master!” protested one of the men.
“If we use dynamite there is a danger of
wrecking the castle. People on the hillsides,
below, will hear. The echoes are strange in
the vallev, and can be heard for miles. There
will be inguiries——"’

‘““Protest further, fool, and I’ll cut out your
tongue!” snarled Von Holtz. *Bring dyna-

mite! Bring dynamite! What if people
talk? Am I not Baron von Holtz? In my
own castle-I do as I please! These Englander
dogs must be crushed—or we shall be

crushed.”

He did not know of the heliographing—or
he might have been even more desperate.
One or two of his men had noticed strange
flashes from the tower-top, but they. had not
understood—and had not even reported. If
Von Holtz had known of those flashes he
would have guessed the rest. And his alarm
would have been acute.

. Dynamite was brought—several sticks, for
1t was used, occasionally, for blasting pur-

LEE LIBRARY

oses higher in the mountains when an ava-
anche occurred—when it was thought advis-
able to shift dangerous accumulations of rock.
There had been no blasting for some years
now, but Von Holtz found a supply of dyna-
mite in the castle’s magazine.

The charge was placed at the bottom of the
door, the long fuses were ignited, and then
dozens of great mattresses were hastily flung
against the door, to deaden the explosion and
to confine the shock to the door itself.

The baron and his men retired to a great
distance; in fact, they made for one of the
outer doors, and stood in a neighbouring
courtyard to await the explosion.

It came at last.

Boooom-oooom !

The very ground shook, and some of the
men shouted in terror, half expecting a part
of the castle to tumble in ruins. But nothing
like that happened. A number of doors were
burst open, and they crashed back noisily.
Air came rushing out like a gale, and then,
after the first shock, dense smoke rolled
forth.

In the tower itself, the boys were not much
affected. A rush of air came shooting up the
stairway, but it expended: itself before it got
half-way up, and the massive tower scarcely
shook at all. But everybody was on tenter-
hooks. This meant that the door had been
broken in—and their refuge, far from being
impregnable, now had to be held at th® point
of the gun.

“Betier keep back, boys,” advised Lee, as
clouds of pungent smoke came rolling up the
stairway. Leave this to me. Some of you
should go to the top to see if everything is
all right “there. You’ve done very well so
far, and I am pleased with you.”

Lee was half-expecting that the enemy
would hurl explosives at the tower-top,

hoping to gain success in that way. Lvery
possibility had to be thought of and guarded

against. For there was now no doubt that
the Baron von Holtz was determined, at all
costs, to gain the upper hand quickly. He
was not prepared to wait or to take things
leisurely. This day looked like being the
most hectic of all.

It happened that Willy Handforth was the
first to reach the battlements, and he found
Mr. Kingswood-busy at his signalling, taking
no notice of the commotion.

“Easy, young ’'un!” warned the Head.
“Don’t go near those outer walls The
beggars will pick you off if you do.”

“It’s safe enough on this side, sir,” replied
Willy, as he cautiously approached the battle-
ments. ‘It faces the open valley, and there’s
nothing but a great precipice below. It’s out
of range of any rifle.”

This was true enough. Danger only existed
on two “sides’’ of the tower—where they
faced the castle. In the other direction there
was nothing but sheer space, dropping away
to the gully far, far beneath.

Willy ventured to lean over and stare at
the town far away. The air was so crystal
clear that he could see the red roofs dis-
tinctly. And then svddenly he grew rigid.
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“Mr. Kingswood!”’ he ejaculated sharply.
] Sir !n

“VWhat is it?” demanded the Head.

“Come here, sir—quick!”

Mr. Kingswood joined him. The next
moinent he caught his breath in with a sharp
hiss. For, far away, in the very heart of
Holtzhausen, he saw a tiny, flashing point of
light.

“They’ve seen!” gloated Fighting Jim.
““They’ve seen—and they’re answering.”

CHAPTER 9.
Touch and Go.

ARON VON HOLTZ was one of the
first to enter the smoke-laden atmo-
sphere of the castle. Whatever his
fanaticism, whatever his brutality, he

was no coward. During the Great War he

31

“Dumkopf!” raged Von_Holtz. “Do you
think you can defy me and my men? I have
a hundred here!”

““And, single-handed, I can hold this stair-
way against you all,” replied Lee calmly.
“At the present moment, baron, my rifle is
pointing directly at your heart. should
advise you to retire. I am in a very excited
condition, and my finger is unsteady.”

Even the burly soldier winced.

“You would not dare!” he panted. “1I will
have you out of this within an hour——"’

Crack! -‘

A bullet whistled right past his ear and
pinged into the wall behind him. The men
neax}*lly fell down the stairs in their sudden
fright. |

“I was afraid of it,” said Lee with regret.
“That finger of mine trembled a bit ton
much. It's a good thing T wasn’t aiming.”

had faced death Von Holtz
fearlessly on many brecathed hard. He
an occasion, and knew quite well that
had, indeed, been Have you ever heard of Richard Lee had fired de-
one of the most suc- o liberately—that he
cessful commanders Bennett ? The Remove Form at had aimed to muss.
of the German St. Frank’s hadn’t—but they very And it was a warn-
forces. y soon found that he was a youth to ing he could not
Now he led his . safely ignore.
men back into the be reckoned with! He made them “We shall see!”
castle, and he was he muttered sav-
the first t.cl>{ z&ppl('ioach SIT UP AND TAKE NOTICE, agely.
the wrecke oor. ) , Fuming with 1m-
His :atisfaction was and nef:t week’s St. Frank’s story otence and rage,
intense as he beheld will do the same for you ! e went  back.
There was no sense

the splintered, sag-
ging timbers. The
upper part of the
door still held, but all the lower section was
shattered to fragments, and therec was a great
gap through which it was possible to walk.

“Come!” he said shortly.

Gun in hand, he advanced. Several of his
men f{ollowed, but they did not seem to relish
the task. However, to object would be to
incur their master’s wrath—and 1n his present
mood, and in this acute situation, he was
likely to turn his gun on them.

Fighting their way through the pungent
fumes, they mounted the stairs.

‘“At -the top, no doubt, they will make a

stand,” exclaimed the baron, as they
aadvanced. ‘“We must be ready—and must
ficht. Remember, there are only two men—

the rest are boys. Pah! It should be easy!”

But less than half-way up, as he turned a
bend of the circular stairway, he checked.
Ile was just in advance of the others. The
air was clear here, and the baron was
suddenly faced by a barrier of stone, which
blocked the stairway completely.

‘“No, Von Holtz,” said a calm, clear voice.
“l shouldn’t advise you +to advance any
farther. It might be dangerous.”

“Schweinhund!”” shouted Von  Holtz.
“You arc Lee, yes?”

Nelson Lee, behind the stone barricade,
brought Von Holtz into range of his rifle.
“Yes,” he replied. “I'm afraid, Von
Holtz, that your plans have badly miscarried.
There is no admission this way.”

in taking any fur-

ther chances. And
when he thought of the situation he was
freshly alarmed. Dynamite was useless here
—for nobody could get near enough to Lee
to put the explosive in position. That bar-
ricade, with a single rile behind it, was ten
times. more effective than the solid door.

“What’s going to happen now, guv’nor?”’
asked Nipper, who was with the detective.
“He’s only gone down to work out some-
thing in reply. And I'll bet he won’t give us
much rest.”

““ As little as possible,” agreced Nelson Lee
grimly. ‘“We must never forget, young ’un,
that we are not merely attempting to free
ourselves from Holtz Castle; this 1s the
central headquarters of the Fellowship of
Fear, and the baron has, I have no doubt,
many deadly weapons at his hand.”

“Well, we’re ready—" began Nipper.

And then there was a chorus of excited
shouts. A number of fellows came running
down from the turret-room; and foremost
among them was Willy Handforth.

“What is it?” asked Lee sharply.

“They’re answering, sir—signals from
Holtzhausen!”  exclaamed  Willy. “Mr.
Kingswood would like you to go up——"

“You'd better go, guv’nor,” broke in
Nipper. “It may be important. We can
look after this barricade. After what’s
happened, Von Holtz isn’t likely to make any
move for some minutes.”
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“Right!”’ said Lee. “I’ll trust you.”

He hastened away, and when he joined

I'ighting Jim on the battlements he found
tgelqlthletic young Head signalling quickly if
shalily.
. “You'd better take it,” he said, handing
the mirror to Lee. “They signalled just
now. I couldn’t understand it properly, but
I believe the question was ‘ Where are you?’
I’'m replying that we are prisoners ?

“Good,” said Lee. “Let me finish.”

He started again and Morsed the message:
“Prisoners main tower. Desperate plight.
Send help.” And, sure enough, a flashing
point of light appeared immediately after-
wards, and the one word was heartening, for
it was “Coming.”

“Well, that’s that,” said Nelson Lee with
a half-smile.

“By Jove, Mr. Lee, you’ve done wonders!”
sald Fighting Jim, as he clasped Lee’s hand.
“This heliograph idea was brilliant, for it
has enabled us to span the miles without
telephones or telegraphs. What do you
suppose these people in the town will do?”

““It 1s impossible to say,”” answered Nelson
I.ee. “But all we can do is to wait. And,
meanwhile, we must keep Von Holtz and
his men back at all costs. So far they don’t
know that we have got in touch with the
outside world. It’s rank carelessness on their
part—and if the baron himself had been
out-of-doors he would have ‘twigged’ long
ago. They might send a few police up here
to make inquiries—and that, in itself, would
give_ Von Holtz pause. But it’s far more
likely they’ll take more drastic steps, for you
must remember that the whole of Europe is
hunting for the missing schoolboys; the out-
cry against the Fellowship of Fear is general.
I hope they get into immediate touch with
Iingland.”

Lee did not waste any further time. There
was nothing more for him to do up here
now. Already the situation was completely
changed. Less than an hour ago they had
been cut off completely from outside help.
Now, by means of the sun, they had
communicated their dramatic message.

Lee hurried down to the barricade, and
found everything quiet. Handforth and the
others talked cxcitedly when they heard the
news. Things were beginning to look bright
at last. Not one of the boys fully realised
how near to complete success the baron’s
plans had been. Only by the unbounded
enterprise and energy of Nelson Lee had the
party been saved thus far.

THE baron received the disastrous news

when he was emerging from the
broken doorway after his defeat on
. the stairs. One of the men from out-
side—a man who had come from some distance
—reported that he had seen strange flashings
from the tower battlements.
“Flashings ?” repeated Von Holtz im-
patiently. *“Is this a time to bother me with
triles? Do not forget there are hoys up

absurd trick—" playing
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“But, master, the flashes were 'regu]ar,”
insisted the man. ¢ There were short flashes
and long flashes.”

“Gott in Himmel!” ejaculated the baron,
his face turning haggard. ‘‘Morse code!
Then they have been signalling!”’ The shock
was all the greater because of its unexpected-

ness. ‘‘But how? They have no lamp or
searchlight with which to make flashing
signals.”

** Master, they took the mirror from the
bath-room,” said Ivan.

And then, of course, it was all explained.
Von Holtz, grey with anxiety and apprehen-
sion, cursed his men roundly, and paced im-
patiently up and down. He knew that if the
St. Frank’s party was rescued he would be
ruined. For the boys could tell so much that
there would be no doubt as to his connection
with the Fellowship of Fear. Under no cir-
cumstances must the prisoners be found in
his castle.

“There 1s only one thing to do,” he mut-
tered. ‘“We must get them out—yes, and
hide them. Then, if searchers come, 1 shall
laugh at the whole story. A servant playing
a jJoke—nothing else, But unless I get themn
out quickly it will be too late. 1 dare not
attempt to delay possible visitors, for that
would make them suspicious.”

He was ready, then, to kill every mem-
ber of the party. His very safety and the
life of his fellowship was at stake. He
seriously missed the presence of intelligent
assistance—men such as Count Petrass and
Boris Venner. But for weeks he had lived
alone, in order to cut himself completely
away—outwardly—from the fellowship move-
ment. By means of his secret wireless he
had been in constant touch with his various
branches, and regularly sent forth instruc-
tions. .

“There is only one way,”” he said at length.
““The poison gas.” |

‘“But, master, that will mean decath,” pro-
tested one of the others.

““No, fool!” snarled the baron. *“It will
drive them to the open air—to the battle-
ments, and there we can trap them.”

He gave rapid orders. Far down the
valley, in a mountain hut, there "was a
supply of deadly poison gas. It was stored
there for a definite purpose—to be wuscd
months hence, when the fellowship was ready
to bring off a big coup. One cylinder would
be sufficient. DMen were dispatched to fetch

1t without delay.

But even the fetching of it occupied two
full hours, and meanwhile the baron made
his final preparations, and the besieged party
kept a close watch on the stairway and from
the battlements.” The lull made Nelson Lee
suspicious; for he was certain that mischief
was brewing.

“I don’t like it, Jim,” he said confi-
dentially to Mr. Kingswood. “It would be
a thousand pities 1f we failed at tho last

hour.”
Will the

“But how can we fail now?
baron use more explosives?”
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‘““That’s a possibility, although I doubt if
he will again use that method, g replied Lee.
“If only we can hold out— z

H% broke off suddenly and held up a warn-

nger.

“Llsten"’ he muttered. ‘“What’s that?”

They were on duty behind the stone barri-
cade, their rifles ready. There had been no
sound from below. The boys, up in the
turret-room, were preparing a meal, for it
was now gettmrr towards midday, and they
were all hungry. They felt that thme was no
reason to conserve the stores, and they could
pick and choose. As a result they were pre-
paring a meal mainly conslstmg of potato
cakes and pickles.

“I don’t hecar anything,” said Mr.
wood, puzzled.

But then he started. He did hear some-
thing. A low, mysterious hissing, like an
escape from a ‘steam locomotive, on]y much
more subdued.

‘““Look there!” muttered Lee suddenly.

A vile-Jooking, yellowish -cloud of vapour
was wreathing round the bend of the stair-
way, creeping up towards the barricade.
Obviously, a cylinder of gas had been opened
just round the bend, and the draught was
now carrying the gas upwards, and it was
getting thicker and thicker every moment.

““So that’s the game!” muttered Fighting

Kings-

Jim. *“They’re going to render us all sense-
less by -that stupefying gas of theirs. But
it’s a mad idea.  We can reach the open

air——"’

“Not so mad,” broke in ILee sharply.
“For we shali be compelled to abandon the
barricade, and——

He broke off and coughed suddenly, and
at the same second he uttered a ecry of pain.
For a tiny wisp of the gas had caught him—
and then he knew the deadl truth.

“ Back—Jim—back!”” he- croaked hoarsely.
““This 18 not the gas we have already sampled
—but deadly poison gas! One full breath
of 1t would mean death!”

‘Good heavens!” muttered Mr.
“ood

Only in the nick of time did he stagger
backwards, avoiding a curling puff of the
vapour. Like mad they raced up the stairs,
and when they reached the top Lee slammed
the door Whlch led into the turrot room and
called urgently to the boys to come forward
with scraps of torn shirts, and anything else
that could be used as packing. The cracks
round the door were hastily filled up.

“It’s poison gas, boys—vile, death- dealmn'
stuff which will annihilate us all unless we’re
careful,” said Lee grimly. “Even a much
diluted whiff of it will bring' unconscious-
ness—and, later, pneumonia and blindness.
It’s ghastiy It has a way of penctrating the
most minute cracks and crevices, and—

“I can smell something rummy now, sir,’
muttered Handforth.

They were all standing in the turret-room.
" Food was forgotten. They were beginning
to feel a painful smarting of the eyes and
a chokiness in their throats, Then Nipper

Kings-
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pointed sharply, and the mystery was ex-
plained. The packmg they had thrust under
the door crevice some minutes earlier had
gone !

“Outside—to the roof!”
‘“It’s our only chance!”’

Everything was swimming before his eyes.
He could not understand how that packing

shouted Lee.

had become dislodged, for he had seen to it

personally. And then as they were all
crowding up the Narrow staxrway which led
to the battlements, they saw the door crash
open with mighty force A burst of dense,
yellowish fog poured in, threatening to en-

gulf them. And with it came grotesque
ﬁgmes, armed with automatic pistols. They
were Von Holtz and his men—wearing gas
masks. One of them, no doubt, had crept
to the door, and had poked the packing
away—a cunning move, designed to gas the
prisoners unawares.

Only in the nick of time did they escape—
Lee going up the stairs last, holding his
breath, and stumbling out into ‘the open with
tightly closed eyes. He just managed to
slam the heavy door, and then he stumbled
forward. The others were reeling about.

Then suddenly a low drone was heard.
Directly overhead a powerful aeroplane was
fiving! It was swoop:ng down low, and s
cabin door stood wide open, and a man stood
there. A significant fact was that the machine
carricd the nnmistakable circles of the British
Royal Air Force!
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All the boys were wildly waving, and the
man in the doorway, holding on tightly with
one hand, waved back. It was one of the
fastest scout machines in the world—a new
type with an enciosed cabin, and it had evi-
dently been sent over by the British authori-
ties 1n reply to telegraphed messages from
Holtzhausen. And the machine had come to
do some scouting—to make sure that the
report was authentic.

With a zooming roar the ’plane sped off
down the valley, for the pilot and observer
could now be under no misapprehension.
They had scen the lost party with their own
eyes—and they must have known that the
situation was desperate.

Even now, however, it seemed that help
would arrive too late.

For, with a crashing of splintering wood-
work, the upper door gave way, and the
enemy burst through, accompanied by further
clouds of that decadly gas—which, at last, was
finding its natural outlet.

““ Back—back!” panted. Lee.

this way!”
. There was one spot in which they could
seek safety—where they would be quite clear
of the vicious vapour, if only the wind held in
its present direction.

But this entalled certain capture.

Crouching back, dizzy and half blinded,
they were able to put up scarcely any fight.
Nelson Lec and Kingswood tried hard, but
they were rapidly overpowered. Within three
minutes they were all held by the masked
men. “And by this time, mercifully, the rest
of the vapour had poured out and had become
dissipated. At last Von Holtz was able to
remove nis own gas mask, and he tore it oft
with a great exclamation of triumph.

““No, boys—

¢ Zo, my friends!”’ he said, hie eyes burning -

madly. ‘*You have given me much trouble,
yes! But your plans have failed, and you are
again my prisoners. When help comes you
will have gone. We, in Holtz Castle, will
.have no knowledge of you——7"

“Master it is too late for that!”’ exclaimed
Paul hoarselv. ‘*An aeroplane came over
not five minutes ago, and the men aboard
her saw everything!”

. “Look!” called out another man, pointing.

Far away, in the distance, they could see
some tiny flashes on the pine-clad hillside.
The road wound ils way along there, and
this was a spot where t%e sunshine slanted
rignt down. Von Holtz was an old soldier,
and he knew exactly what that sight meant.
A strong columnn of soldiers marching to-
wards the castle—and the flashes were caused
by the sunlight glinting on the bayonets!

~In that mioment he knew, in.all truth, that
1t was too late. He had regained the posi-
tion—he had recaptured his prisoners—only
to find that they had got the better of him.
For during their brief spell of liberty they
had comnmunicated their position to the world
—and the worla wa: answering.

““Then they shall die!” vowed Von Holtz,
his rage bursting forth like that of a nraniac.
Since we cannot get them away, they shall
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suffer the full penalty. Seize the boys first!”
he went on, pointing. ‘Take them, one by
one, and fling them over the battlements!”

His men recoiled. He was pointing to the
battlements beyond which lay a sheer drop
of a thousand teet to the rocky gorge.

His men exchanged frightened glances.
With <oldiers marching on the castle, 1t
would be madness to commit this senseless
series of murders. They would be hopelessly
involved, and their lives would pay the
forfeit.

" No, master. we will not obey,” said one
of the men stubbornly. ‘It is too late. lLet

them live. If we kill them as you say, it
will bring disaster upon us all—-"
Crack!

The baron’s automatic spat viciously, and
the unfortunate man who had been protest-
ing crumpled to the roof, clutching at his
shoulderr He had been badly winged—
although not fatally. That act of ruthless-
ness was enough for the others.

With one accord they hurled themselves
at Von Holtz, and he, leaping back, mis-
judged his distance. He struck against the
low battlement just where there was a decep
gap. With a wild screamn of fear he tried
to clutch at the higher stonework, but failed.
He toppled over backwards—and vanished.
His screams came up for some seconds, grow-
ing fainter and fainter as he fell sheer——
Then silence. |

With one accord the men turned and raced
down through the tower. And Nelson lLee
and Mr. Kingswood and the St. Frank’s
boys were alone.

ON HOLTZ was killed instantly. The
castle was surrounded and captured.

The men had been sensible in refusing

to take any hand in the baron’s last
desperate plan. They were able to plead that
they only obeyed their master’s orders. And,
later, they all disavowed all knowledge of

the Fellowship of Fear—and their con-
nection with the fellowship, in fact, was hever
proved.

But Nelson Lee’s intensive search of the
castle, aided by the German police, led to the
discovery of documents which implicated men
in every European capital. Acting upon this
information, the Fellowship of Fear was
smashed to destruction. Hundreds of men
were arrested and thousands of others fled.
As a menace to society, the fellowship was
at an end.

The St. Frank’s fellows, of course, went
back in triumph, to be given a great welcome
at the old school. And Nipper, for the time
being, at least, kept his old place as captain
of the Remove—whilst Nelson Lee occupied
himself with the final rounding-up of the
once dangerous Fellowship of Fear.

THE END.

(A magnificent series of Sit. Frank’s
stories starts next Wednesday. Don’t miss
the first grand nyarn: ‘ NIPPER—NEW
noy:?!?* 1’s a wow! Order YOUR
‘“ Nelson Lce’’ mnotc.)
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The Prisoner!

ONTY had more food, and stowed
M yet more away 1n his pockets.  He
was planning  things rapidly, des-
perately now. He meant to rescue

Seton if ho could, but if that were denied
him he would go north. and ger the
memorised formula out of Germany to
England, at all costs. This train offered him
a wonderful way of escape, and he was de-
termined to grasp it.

Five minutes after Denton had- gone to
communicate with the other members of
Monty’s secret organisation, Monty himself
left the hut. He peered round the doorpost
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Monty Merriman, British Secret
Service Agent, and Captain Seton
escape from a German prison camp
and attempt to reach the frontier.
Unfortunately, Seton falls into the
enemy’s hands again. Monty,
meanwhile, reaches the railway,
with the help of another Secret
Service agent, and arranges to
board the next train.

and saw the armed sentry pacing along the
wall beside the line. He had his back turned
towards the hut, so Monty darted out and
away to the dense shadows under a line of
trucks. ‘

The sidings ran almost up to the station.
He made his progress secretlv by means of
crawling along under the trucks, between
the metals.

He could not move so fast that way, but
he was more certain of avoiding notice. He
drew nearer and ncarer to the station, where
the passenger train stood. The express had
come right across Germany, and still had a
hundred or more miles to go. This halt was
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for the purpose of changing cngines, making
connections, and giving the military a chance
to search the train. . .

Monty wanted to board the train after the
military had done their searching. It wasn’t
going to be easy. He knew that, without
shirking the issue. He crawled on his way,
and it seemed like ages. He was afraid the
train wow.d start off before he could reach
it. How he would board it unseen he did
not know. He would have to be guided by
circumstances as they arose.

And one circumstance arose on which he
had not bargained. There was an engine on
the end of the truck beneath which he was
crawling. The signal must have dropped, for
the engine shrieked, wheezed, and began to
move. An axle struck Monty’s head and
ilung him down on his face.

That undoubtedly saved his life. The
trucks rumbled over him, and al: he could do
was to lie still. But it ruined his chances of
rcaching the station, unseen, as he thought.

But suddenly he had an idea. He reached
up at the iron under-carriage of the last truck.
One hand grasped a coupling-iron, the other
found a bar of the axle supports. He lifted
himself clear of the ground and was carried
along with the train,

Turning his head, he waited until he saw
that the goods train was passing through the
station on- a line immediately beside the
walting express.

Then Monty let himself drop. He crashed
down on the tarred sleepers and lay still,
hopingz he had fallen clear of the wheels. In
a flash the last truck had passed on, and he
was safe—for a time.

He had to roll sideways, over a rail, and
lay still in the shadow beneath the running-
board of the express. He listened and gazed
all about him. The opposite platform was
deserted and the lights were dimmed. IHe
had not been seen as yet.

Monty scrambled under the express to the
platiorm side, and cautiously poked his head
up between the running-board .and the plat-
form. He saw the military boarding the
train for the search at the guard’s van end.

He bobbed down again and waited. He
heard the men’s feet after a time as they
‘passed down the corridor and into the next
carriage by the connecting, telescopic
passage. The guard’s van would not be
entered by the soldiers again.

Another peep told Monty that the guard
was out on the platform conversing with the
station-master. It was a chance. Monty
went to the far side of the van, clawed up
to the door. The window was open and not
barred. He dared not risk opening the door
In case the click of the heavy latch should
betray him, so he squeezed through the open
window, thanking his lucky stars that his
arduous life kept him slim.

The van was piled high with luggage and
goods of all sorts. He crawled hastily to the
far corner and dug a hiding-place for -him-
sclf behind several sacks of merchandise. He
had no idea what was in the sack, and didn’t
care. lle got a hole behind them large
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enough for him to crouch in. .lHe hauled a
trunk on the top of the apcerture and lay
still, waiting.

In all his adventures he had hardly noticed
the passage of time. He had entered the
town in broad daylight, with Dick Seton -dis-
guised as a woman. Now it was night, and
much "had happened.

He had no idea where Dick was, Denton
had voiced the opinion that he would travel
with Kahn on this train for the north. That
might prove correct or false. Monty had no
means as yet of learning the truth. He had
to be guided by circumstances as they arose,
and that was what Monty did not  care a
lot about. Me liked to lay his plans well
beforehand, if he could.

Eventually the whistle sounded, men
shouted, the engine shrieked, and the train
moved out of the station. The guard leapt
on the runuing-board, stood there till the
train was clear of the platform, then came
intc the van, closing the door behind him.
The lights sped past the windows, and then
came blackness outside, and only a faint
glimmer in the van from the light in the
roof.

The guard had his back turned towards
the piled merchandise. He was busy making
up his timne sheels. Monty knew that he
must be ready to act before the express
passed Smither’s signal-box at Kopfe, twenty
miles to the north. What he had to do must
be done at once.

Cautiously he slid the trunk aside. It
slithered and bumped. The guard turned his
head, but saw nothing suspicious. He went
back to his time sheets, cursing under his
preath at porters who stowed luggage so that
the bumping of the train disturbed it all.

But the hole was free for Monty now. He
levered himself up over the sacks. For a
second he poised there, then he jumped
down. His feet padded on the floor once,
and he leapt again, coming down on the
guard’s back, one hand clapped over the
man’s mouth to stifle his cries. '

It was quick and accurate. He brought his
clenched fist down on the man’s head and
dazed him, dragged him to the floor, turned
him on his back, knelt on him, still half-
choking him- by the pressure of one hand on
mouth and nostrils. Then he drove his fist
to the jaw in one swift, terrific blow, and
the guard was senseless.

The thundering of the train hid all noise.
Monty worked rapidly, tyving the man’s hands
and feet and gagging him, then hauled him
over the piled luggage to the hole that had
cornicecaled him, and slid the trunk 1n position
over the aperture. '

On the hook in a corner hung the guard’s
big overcoat and a peaked cap. With that
Monty had to be content. The night was
cold enough, so that no one would question
the coat. He put it on, and hoped no one
would see his feet and legs below it. The
peaked cap fitted him well.

And, thus disguised, he ventured into the
corridor and moved up the swaying train.

The passengers were settling down to sleep
through the night, and paid no heed to the
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guard, who leisurely went along the corridor.

Monty peered into every compartment, but.

every time his heart sank. Not until he was
almost 1n the front of the train did he find
what he had hoped to find.

Dick Seton was on the train!

Monty walked slowly past the compart-
ment. He saw Dick in the far corner, white-
faced and stern. DBy the corridor side sat
two armed privates, their guns between their
knees. Opposite Dick sat Héinrich Kahn
himself, laughing and taunting his prisoner,
showing him, in the palm of his fat hand, a
green button! |

Monty passed on. Dick Seton had glanced
straight at him, but had given no sign of
recognition.

It was a difficult task Monty had before
him. - Two armed privates and Heinrich
Kahn to get past before he . could rescue
Dick Seton and get him off the train!

Could he do 1t? '

He was determined to try.

One for Heinrich.
MONTY dared not pause at the door-

way of the compartment in which

Dick Seton sat facing Heinrich

Kahn. Monty was impersonating
the guard, who might easily have been known
personally to many of the passengers, and
would for certain be famihar with other
officials who might be on the train.

There never nad been a disguise more
fraught with danger for Monty. But he had
found Dick. That was something. But with
Kahn seated opposite his prisoner, and two
armed privates by the door on the corridor
side, there seemed precious little chance of
a rescue.

Monty went on his way along the swaying
corridor, to the end of the train. Owing to
the late hour, the passengers were sleepy and
little inclined to bother their heads about
the guard. And two railway men at the end
were already fast asleep. |

Such little details helped considerably, and
Monty retraced his steps towards the guard’s
van at the end of the train. He was doubly
cautious now, and his brain was working
rapidly. He adopted the swirtg of a man
accustomed to swaying trains, and tried his
gtmost to appear as casual as a guard would

e.

But he was purposely setting himself out
to take stock of the situation. His pace
slackened as he approached the compartment
in  which sat Dick Seton with his armed
gaolers, and he turned his head so that, as he
passed, he could observo all there was to be
seen without appearing to be too inquisi-
tive.

His keen eyes noted several facts. Firstly,
hoth the armed privates—seated one on each
side of the corridor door, with their rifles,
bayonets fixed, steadied between their knees
—were very weary. Their eyelids drooped
heavily and their heads were inclined to nod.
But for the presence of Herr Lieutenant
Heinrich Kahn they would have given them-

-
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selvets up to slumber with very little induce-
m.ent,

Kahn was still talking, and Monty. heard
a few words. '

“If you will not reveal the formula, or its
whereabouts, to us, you will never have the
chance to tell your own people. The fact
that you do not woirry about being re-
captured can only mean that your companion
—the mystery man of the British Sccret
Service—has been told the sccret. There-
fore, we must run him to earth, as well. He
will find 1t impossible to get out of
Germany.” |

“It isn’t safe to say that things are im-
possible for him !’ retorted Dick coldly. ‘“He
has fooled you more than once.” |

A crucl glint came into Kahn’s blue eyes.

‘““He has tricked us—Ja! But he will not
always trick us. I have met him several
times. I know him to be a clever spy,
although I do not know his name. Still, we
shall catch him in the end—and then—the end
for him!”

He made an expressive gesture with his
hands that could only mean one thing for
Monty if he were caught—a blank wall and
firing party—and that without any waste of
time.

Monty wazn’t worrying about that, how-
ever. He ran that risk every day of his
life while on enemy territory, and there were
many more men in the same position.

What caused - Monty more perturbation
than his own possiblo capture was the fact
which he had looked for and observed, that
Dick Seton was handcuffed! That compl-
cated matters somewhat.

Who had the key to the bracelets? He
studied the two armed privates. They were
only privates, and not over intelligent at
that. It was extremely doubtful that Kahn
would trust them to do anything more than
mere guarding. It scemed almost certain
that the key of the handcuffs would be found
on Kahn himself.

Monty dared not delay his walk along the
train. He continued on to the guard’s van
and sat down to think. The real guard had
recovered consciousness and was wriggling
about in his prison behind the stacks of bag-
gage. His bonds were too well secured to
permit him moving his hands or feet, but -he
plunged this way and that in an effort to
give the alarm. Fortunately, the gag pre-
vented him shouting. _

Monty went over as near his corner as he
could. ‘

“I should keep quiet, if I were you,” he
said, in excellent German. “I am really
desperate and shall not hesitate to kill you
if you thwart me in my plans. You under-
stand 7"’ ,

The man could hear if he could not shout,
and there was somecthing so cool, resolute
and determined in Monty’s rather refined
accents that he realised it would be safer to
cause no trouble. The frantic struggles
ceased, and save for the thundering of car-
riage wheels on the metals, there was not a
sound at which Monty need be alarmed.
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He sat down on a trunk and thought mat-
tere out. The train was now travelling at
top speed through the night, and at that rate
the twenty miles to the signal-box at Kopfe
would soon be covered. Somcthing had to
be done at once. .

He peered out of the window and saw that
a thick wood bordered the line on either
side. This was where the telephone wires
would be tapped, ard the new instructions
sent through to the various agents of the
Dritish Sccret Service. :

Monty might have had further instructions
sent if he could have been absolutely sure
Pick would be aboard the train. It was too
late to worry about that, however. He had
lto (llo the best he could—and that was precious
ittle.

He racked his brains for some way of
rescuing Dick. He had to make his plans
and carry them out in a quarter of an hour.
The train had already covered about three
miles from the station, gathering specd. Now
she was careering at sixty miles per hnour
northwards. The remainder of the twenty
miles to Kopfe would rattle away under the
thundering wheels in ali too short a time.

Monty thrust his hands deeply into the
pockets of his borrowed overcoat. Then a
smiie spread over his face, for his fingers had
come into contact with a revolver. He drew
it out and found that it was loaded. There
were too many reasens why the guard of a
continental express, in wartime, should be
in possession of arms for Monty to waste
time worrying why the weapon was there.

He had it, now, and it gave him ideas. He
brightened up, and thought out the details
of a plan—a daring plan—that had coine to
him in a flash.

He knew Germany well, and he had a rough
and ready plan of the country through which
the train was speeding, stored up in his
active brain. ‘

Once more he turned to the window and
studied the dark landscape as best he could.
As far as he could remember, Kopfe was a
wild and desolate region of rocky wastes and
patches of pine woods.

Time was the all important factor in his
scheme.
minute too late, he might fail. He rosc to
his feet, and paced to and fro across the van.
When the bound and gagged man behind
the pile of baggage dared to move he growled
a warning that was sufficient to quieten him
again,

Monty was cold and calculating. He dared
not fail this time. It meant too much to
Englandi He had passed the word that one
of them, if not both, would be on the rocks
at dawn.

Only the members of his organisation would
know what those words meant, but he had
given the signal that so many were await-
Ing, and he cimd to stand by it. One thing
only was in his favour, and that was rather
doubtful. The train was speeding at top
speed in the direction he wished to travel—

northwards. But it was taki Hene:
Kahn that way as well. g Heinrich

1f he acted a minute too soon, or a -
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And now, he had to wait until they were
close to Kopfe. e was not at all sure how
to tell when they were nearing Kopfe, and
he paced the van in a fever of doubt and
anxiety, until he recalled that he had asked
for the distant signal to be set at danger,
thereby forcing the driver of the express
to reduce speed at that spot.

He heard eventuatly the shriek of the
engine’s whistle, and felt the first vibration
of the applied brakes. The danger signal had
been secen. 1t would take some time for the
train to reduce speed to a crawl, but long
before that he had to be well away with Dick
Seton. What he had made up his mind to
do had to be done at once.

He examined the revolver, then, pulling
the guard’s pecaked cap well down over his
eyes, he set out along the corridor. 1llis eyes
missed nothing that mattered. He noticed
where the passengers were all sound asleep
and where they were wide. awake, where
the doors were, the quickest way to leave the
train---he missed nothing.

His brain was as cool as ice, and his pulse
beat normally. He had embarked on the
most dangerous and reckless incident of his
wild career, and he just had to win through.

His hand was in his overcoat pocket,
grasping the revolver. He came to the
compartment and calmly slid back the door.
The two armed sentries glanced up, but
thinking he was the guard, made no other
movement. Kahn glowered at him.

“Thought I said we were not to be
disturbed 7’ he snapped.

Dick looked full in Monty’s eyes. Whether
he guessed or mnot, it was hard to say.
Certainly Monty did not stop to argue about
1t.

“Pardon, Ilerr Lieutenant,” he
“There 1s an Englander on the train!”

Kahn stiffened and his hand went to the
revolver-holster at his belt.

“Where ?”

Monty whipped out the gun. He did not
shoot Kahn, although he might have done.
1f he had it would have gained him nothing,
for the armed privates were within two feet
of him.

He fired, and the bullet shattered the light
in the roof of the compartinent, plunging
them all in darkness.

“After him!” roared Kahn,

Monty had fled at once, of course. He
could picture what was taking place in the
compartment. Kahn had flung himself on
Dick Seton to prevent his escape, and the
two soldiers had come out in pursuit of him.

So far the plan was working. One soldier
tried to level his rifle and fire along the
corridor at the bogus guard, but there was
neither time nor space for such a manceuvre.
The bullet splintered a window, and as he
had to stop to fire he lost time, and hindered
his own companion.

The next instant Monty had reached the
end of .that carriage where the switches were.
He reached up, and with a click shut off all
the lights, not in the whole of the train, but

only along the length of that particular
carriage.

said.
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In the darkness scared passengers darted
out into the corridor, colliding with the two
soldiers who were so anxious to catch the
bogus guard. Meanwhile, Monty had opened
a door on the near side, clambered out on
to the running-board, and closed it again.
The noise he made passed unnoticed in the
general confusion and din.

Crouching low, he clawed his way along
the carriage towards the window of Kahn’s
compartment, while the two _ soldiers
struggled clear of the medley of frightened
passengers and went dashing along the train
to the engine end.

“The -communication
lady.

But Kahn ventured to come out into the

corridor.
“Don’t bellowed.

cord!” shrieked a

stop the train he
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his progress seemed terribly difficult and to
take ages, while actually he was not more
than two or three minutes reaching the door
of the compartment where Kahn stood over
Seton in the darkness.

What sort of confusion reigned along the
whole length of the train Monty could not
tell, but he felt sure it was terrific. Raising

his head cautiously to peer into the com-
partment, he saw Seton huddled up in the
corner on his side, and Kahn stood over him
with one hand gripping his shoulder.

Then someone found the electric switches,
and the lights went on again all along that
carriage, but Kahn’s compartment remained
in total darkness because Monty had
shattered the bulb with a bullet.

The sudden light in the corridor, however,
caused Kahn to turn his head, rather dazed
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“ Anything but that! I command it! The
train is not to be stopped!”

Ile did not want that cursed Englander to
escape by jumping off a train that was
slackening speed. 1t had not yet occurred to
him that what he dread was alread
happening. The brakes had been applied,
and the speed was being reduced so gradually
that he had not yet appreciated the fact.

Monty was outside, and only a few feet
from him, clawing along the running-board,
hanging on to door handles and ratls, with
the chilling wind tearing at him and shriek-
ing past his ears. His peaked cap flew from
his head. The overcoat filled and bellied out
like a balloon, so that he was forced to hang
ou like grim death.

It was a handicap he had not bargained
for, and he struggled to rid himself of it.
It was not easy, croucking low to avoid
observation from the windows above, to get
one arm free of the coat, then change hand-
grips on the supporting rail, shake the other
arm free, and send the great-coat flying from
him, flapping round the carriage wheels and
being torn to shreds on the permanent way.

Losing the coat saved his life, for he could
-not have withstood the wrenching of the air-
filled garment much longer. But he lost his
revolver with it, however. It had been in
one of the pockets. |

Maybe that would not matter. Monty
rarely trusted to weapons alone to get him
out of a fix. He continued on his way, and

and bewildered. The movement was slight
enough, but Monty profited by it. le
straightened, and, with one quick, deft move-
ment, opcned the dcor. The wind pressure
was enormous, despite the fact that the train
was slackening speed, but Monty leapt into
the compartment.

The rush of cool air startled Kahn. Dick
was gasping with amazement, but was quick-
witted enough not to cry out. Kahn darted
forward to thrust Monty off the train before
he could fairly gain a footing.

The whole thing took place 1n the shadows,
for only the ligEt from the corridor could
dispel the gloom 1n the compartment.
Monty was at a distinct disadvantage, but
he had banked on Dick helping, and he was
not disappointed.

Dick seemed to crumple up in his corner,
then up came his feet, and he lashed out
like a bucking mule. His boots thudded
azainst Kahn’s belt, and shot him to the far
end of the compartment. His bullet head
banged against the door-post, and he re-
coiled. -

But those few seconds respite were all that
Monty required. lis feet were firm on the
floor, and he followed up the advantage
Dick had given him by leaping on Heinrich
Kahn, driving his clenched fist square to the
hard jaw with such terrific force that the
German crumpled, sagged, and went down in
a heap.

“The handcuff key!” panted Monty.
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“The breast-pocket!” said Dick.

Monty found it in an instant and released
Dick.

“The train’s slowing down,” gasped Dick.

“T know. I fixed it. Get ready to jump!”’
retorted Monty.

He paused to close the corridor door and
jammed it with a ﬁiece of strap he tore by
main force from the window on the other
side. Then he turned to the open door and
put his head out.

** Embankment—bushes.
it. Come on!”

He went first, leaping clear of the grating
wheels. The rush of air took his breath
away, but he was scarcely conscious of what
he was doing or what was likely to happen
to him. He came down in the middle of a
bush that clawed at him with thorns.

Another body came down within six yards
of him, and his own hurts mattered litt!
beside his anxiety for Dick. He scrambled
clear and hastened to where Dick was fight-
ing to free himself from a clump of brambles.

“Hurt?”’ he queried.

ITave to chance

““Only scratches,” said Dick. "Gosh,
Monty, but you fooled me in that guard’s
rig-out.”

““You never guessed?”

“Not till you came in and spoke. Then
1 knew. But—look! The train’s stopping!”

““ Before it ought to.” Kahn’s recovered
too soon and has pulled the emergency cord.
Keep close to me!”’

Monty was climbing up the embankment
to the permanent way again.  Dick was
hehast, but he had had enough experience
of Monty’s ideas not to waste time in argu-
ing. He guessed that Monty had reasons
for all he did.

The engine was hissing furiously as the
head of steam was allowed to escape. The
train had been stopped with a suddenness
that could only mean that someonc had pulled
the communication cord. The distant signal
at danger along by the Kopfe signal-box
could never have brought the train to a stand-
still just there.

But if it was rather unfortunate it was a
possibility for which Monty was prepared.
Instead of dashing away across-country, as
he might have done, he returned to the line.
and before the scared passengers, or even
Kahn and his two wmen, could leap dowu
to the cinder track, Monty and Dick were
on the line at the end of the train and climb-
ing up the iron steps set in the rear of the
coach, to the roof.

The night was pitch black, which helped
them considerably. The lights from the
train streamed out on either side, illuminat-
ing the track, while above all was in dark-
ness.

Side by side Monty and Dick lay low and
_wriggled forward along the length of the
train. It was not easy to negotiate the dis-
tances between the coaches as they came
to them without being observed, but some-
how they managed it. Monty did not call
a bhalt until they were lying (at on their

.o, and you get first chance.
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faces on the roof of the second coach from
the engine. .

Monty and Dick lay still, hardly daring
to breathe, while search was made for them.

But no one thought of looking on the
roofs of the coaches. In fact, the general
opinion was naturally that the Englanders
had got away across-country. Only foois
would have remained anywhere near the
railway after all that had happened. -

Eventually, the passengers were ordered
aboard ouce more. The compartment doors
slammed, the guard blew his whistle, the
engine shrieked, and the train continued on
its way, taking with it the men for whom
Kahn was still scouring the countryside.

They had to hang on as best they could.
But for that they would have been comfort-
able enough, and, owing to the noise of the
train, speeding to make up for lost time
as far as possible, they were able to talk
together. '

““If anyone had told me, I'd have said it
was utterly impossible for you to get me
out of that compartment,’” observed Dick.

Monty only chuckled grimly.

“I’ve been in this game long enough,”
he retorted, ‘‘to know that the impossible
is often easier to accomplish than what seems
quite simple.”’

“] don’t quite said Dick,
puzzled.

“Well, I've got you out of an impossibie
situation,” said Monty. ‘“You think we’ve
escaped. But we haven't. We're only sale
for a time.” He was suddenly very serious,
‘“ Listen, Dick—by dawn both—or one of us—
must be on the rocks at Cap Blauwe, which
is a matter of ten miles west of Danzig on
the shores of the Baltic. This train 1s rush-
ing that way at sixty per hour, and therefore
it is helping us. But we've got to get off
it, without being seen, and that won’t be so
easy. - If we can’t both escape, then one must
Memorise these

get that,”

facts.”

He spoke in whispers, and Dick listened
intently until he had finished.

“At dawn,” Dick said eventually. **Cap
Blauwe—on the rocks. I understand. But
how do you propose to leave this train?
Where do we jump off ?”

““That’s the trouble,’”’ said Monty. ‘1 had
no time to plan any more than this. 1 had

to wait to see just what happened. 1 have
no idea what to do next!”

The Buttons!

ICK was nonplussed for some time.

He had grown into the habit of

taking the cue from Monty. So far

Monty had never been at a loss, but

it was obvious that he could not have fore.

seen their present predicament and had had
no time to plan a way out.

On the other hand, they dared not remain

where thev were until the train stopped in a

station. Somewhere, and somehow, they
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would have to leave the train, and, naturally,

Dick left 1t to Monty to make the decision.
“Hang on to my legs,” said Monty. “I’ve

got to find out where we arc—if I can.”

Dick clung to his ankles, and Monty rose
to a standing position® on the top of the
speeding train. So far the blackness of night
had helped them considerably. It still went
a lonzy way to conceal them, but it was also
a handicap in other ways.

- Monty tried to peer through the darkness,
and the smoke and flying cinders from the
powerful locomotive half blinded him. He
thought he saw the lights of a village to the
cast, and the dim outlines of a mountain
low on the horizon, but he could not be sure.

He turned the other way, but the country-
side was flat and featureless, and in the dark-
ness 1t was impossible to make out any
recognigable landmarks.

Then Dick shouted, and clawed at Monty.

“Down!” he cried.

Monty staggered and fcll. He would have
slithered off the roof of the coach had not
Dick clung desperately to his legs. He
sprawled on tnhe sloping roof with his head
close to the edge, and before he could realise
what was happeuing the train roared under
a road bridge. -

. (;Monty managed to wriggle back to Dick’s
side.

“I didn’t see it in the darkness,” he mut-
tered.

“It would have killed you,” said Dick.
‘““Any 1dea where we are?”

“Unfortunately, no. And time’s getting

on. We ought to be nearing the coast by
now. Wait a minute. What’s that ahead
of us?”

He would not risk standing bolt upright
again. He rose to his knees and peered for-
ward. It seemed to him that in the distance
ahead a dull line cut across the railway track
at right angles. At times it glowed a dull
white in the gloom. At times it seemed to
be vaguely dark, then swayed uncertainly as
if its outline was irregular.

Then it dawned in upon him what it was
he was looking at.

“A river!” he exclaimed. “If I omnly
knew what river!”

He crouched down again beside Dick, and
they discussed the matter. Monty reckoned
it was the Blauwe River—wide and deep
where the railway crossed it, but further
down degenerating 1into a furious-running
stream, dashing over rocks and through deep
gorges, and over falls in a cloud of spray,
until it ran into the Baltic close to the rocks
of Cap Blauwe, the spot for which they were
both making. |

“So you see,”” Monty went on, ‘“we can’t
expect to make our way down the river by
boat, but it might help us to get off this
train. We've got to get. clear within the
next ten minutes.”’ | |

‘““ As soon as that?”’ queried Dick.

““Yes, as soon as that. In half an hour
this train will run into Danzig. And in less
than two hours it will be dawn. Before the
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sun begins to show, one of us, if not both,
must be down on the rocks at Cap Blauwe.”
““And how do you propose to leave the
train ?”
“SBhe’s got to slacken speed as she goes
over the river. Then we dive off.”
Dick began to feel doubtful. -
“Kasy to talk—but how can you get her
to slacken speed?”

“You follow me—and leave the talking to
me. You'll see. This way.”

The train was still thundering along at
top speed, swaying along the gleaming
metals, roaring through stations, and under
bridges, and over bridges. As they had
reached the low levels along the coast, they
went over more bridges than they went under,
which was very much safer for the two on the
roof of the coach.

Now they began to creep forward. It
wasn’'t casy, for they had little enough to
cling to. Monty led the way to the front
end of their coach. He wriggled over till
he was face downwards, then got his legs

down over the edge to the iron steps on the

end of the coach. He clambered down to the
coupling irons, straddled the distance and
climbed up the steps on the foremost coach.

Dick quickly followed him across. Monty
hauled him up on to the roof of the first
coach of the train, and they set out once
more, heading towards the engine.

When they reached the end of the coach
they could see below them the heaped coal in
the tender, and beyond, the cab of the engine,
dimly lit by the red glow from the firebox.
The driver was huddled in one corner,
steadily gazing through the windscreen. The
fireman stood more casually, wiping his hands
on a piece of waste, but his back was turned
to the tender.

“It’s got to be done sniartly,” said Monty.
““Follow me, as soon and as quickly as ever
you can. We’ll be over the river in five
minutes. Come on!”

Monty rose to his feet, and stood swaying
there for a minute, well braced against the
rushing wind. He avas judging his distance.

Then he leapt forward, and came down In
a heap on the coal in the tender. He cut
himself, bruised his face, and tore his clothes,
but h& hung on, and prevented himself roll-
ing off. :

ick gasped at the daring of the feat, and
wondered .if he dared venture. He stood up-
right, but the tearing wind made him doubt
his ‘'own abilities. He was afraid he would
fail and only be leaping to his death. That
would help no one.

Then his pride came to his aid. If Monty
could do it, so could he. Gritting his teeth,
he eyed the distance, and leapt. But by the
time he landed in a dazed heap Monty had
gathered himself to his feet and was clawing
his way forward over the coal.

He did not trouble about who saw or heard
him now. He moved with amazing rapidity,
half leaping over the mounds, stood poised
above the cab for a second, then leapt down
to the running board in the red glow of the
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furnace, and there was something in his hand
that looked suspiciously like a revolver.

“Qlow down!”’ he yelled, in German. He
had to shout to make himself heard above the
thunder of the wheels. ‘“Slow down, or I’ll
shoot !’

The driver spun round, saw him standing
there, and raised his hands above his head.

“Slow down, d’you hear?” yelled Monty.
¢“Shut off steam—semartly—or I’ll fire!”

The driver gasped, cursed, then turned to
his lever. Monty’s eyes never left the driver.
Monty knew something about locomotives,
and he wanted to be sure that the driver was
doing what hc wanted him to do.

The fireman thought he saw his chance, and,
taking the opportunity presented by Monty’s
interest in what the driver was doing, he
reached out stealthily for a heavy spanner. He
ocipped it, and was about to swing it 1n the
air when Dick shouted at him from the top
of the coal in the tender:

“Put it down! I’ve got you covered!”

It was too dark outside the cab to see
anything except the dim outline of Dick’s
fipure as he crouched on the coal in a posture
that looked as if he held a gun levelled at
the fireman’s heart. The sight was convinc-
ing cnough, for the man dropped the spanner
with a clagter on the running-board.

The driver was casting, apprchensive
glances over his shoulder at Monty. The
steam was escaping with a roaring hiss, and

the brakes were grating on the whecls. The
spced was being reduced steadily, and the
line of the river was coming neaver and
nearer.

Then the engine thundered out on the
bridge that spanned the river. Dick waited
for the word. Monty stood stock still until
the engine was in the very middle of the
bridge. Not until then .did he shout.

“Dive for 1t!”

With a bound he was out of the cab and
up on the coals of the tender bceside Dick.
They poised there for a moment, then leapt
together. Their hurtling bodies missed the
bridge girders by incheg, then dewn they
dropped like plummets to the swirling water
beneath.

It was really a horrible moment for them
both, but the rush of air gave them little
time for thinking. The water seemed to be
dashing up to meet them.

The next instant they had plunged in and
were going down, down, into the icy depths.

They came to the surface together, and
then the swift current began to whisk them
under the bridge. The train had come to a
standstill, and it was casy enough to guess
at the row that was going on there.

They managed to keep their heads above
the surface, and the swift-running river
whisked them out from under the bridge and
carried them away down-stream like corks
swirling down a gully.
~ “Make for the westérn shore,” said Monty.

Dick didn’t reply, but began swimming
strongly for the western bank. It was not
easy to cut across the current, but they
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managed it at length, and scrambled out of
the water more than a mile and a half from
the railway bridge. The point was, now they
had to find somc means of getting to Blauwe
—the rocky cape where one, if not both, had
to be on the shore at dawn.

‘“ As near as I can tell,” growled Monty,
“we have twenty miles to go and less than an
hour to dawn.”

“Can’t walk it,” declared Dick.

“Then we'll ride. Looks like a village up
on the hillside, there. We’ll borrow a car.”

They approached the clustered houses with
great caution, and kept well in the black
shadows of the hedgerows until they came
to the village. Monty would not risk speak-
ing now, making his communications by
means of signs or touch.

He drew Dick into the shadow of a
doorway, within ten yards of the hostelry.
The road was flooded with light from the bic
bay window oln the first floor, and, glancing
up, they caught a momentary glimpse of an
officer struggling into his tunic and yawning
his head oft.

“Kahn has ‘phoned,” whispered Monty.
“There must be a military camp near here.
They will-be searching for us presently.”

" They suddenly crouched low as a private
opened the door of the inn, and went rushing
round to the yard in a tearing hurry.

“We'd better clear,” 1muttered Dick
hoarsely'.

Monty moved slightly, then hesitated.

“Wait,” he said 1n a whisper.

The rcgular throb of a powerful motor fell
upon their ears, and the private appeared ut
the wheel of an enormous car. He drove it
out of the yard and round to the door of the
inn, then he alighted, leaving the engine
running, and stood stifly at attention on the
step of the hostelry.

“Follow!” snapped Monty.

He left the shadows like a stone from a
catapult, and Dick was close behind. The
private soldier heard the beat of his feet
and spun round, but he was a second too
late. Monty’s iist crashed full in his face,
and he shot backwards into the arms of the
officer for whom he was waiting. The pair
went down in a heap, and the next moment
Monty was in the car at the wheel, while
Dick was crawling over the rear hood.

They werc off with a burst, leaving angry
men behind, who fired recklessly after them.

Monty had shut ofi the lights. It was
risky, but necessary. He had only a foggy
idea of the road to take, but his sense of
direction kept him true enough, heading for
the coast parallel with the line of the Blauwe
River.

He let her out with a vengeance. He did
not know the road, but he knew what that
car was capable of, and he got every ounce
of speed from her there was to get.

His driving was a revelation. Already the
first faint streaks of dawn were beginning to
show 1n the east.

Monty steered the car round a sweeping
bend, then he saw that the road ran down-

(Continued on page 44.)
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“All About Next Week’s Magnificent New Programme !
My DEAR CHUMS, . " What made
~-'This 1ssue ™ of Nelson Lee and
- Yelzon J.ee ”’ Nippel‘ g0 to St.

~ontains  the final
-tary in the pres-
ont series, dealing

FFrank’s in the first
place?  Was Nip-
per at school there

with  the detec- x4 FU I before he joined
tive’s  great fight INEY R 7% ; the detective, or
with the Fellow- afier ? Can  vou
<hip of Fear. I N/ 7 tell me something
think you will N Letters to the Editor o of the clreuni-
agree  that ths === - should be addressed ' A2 tances? 1 should

series 15 one of the
hest cver written
by Mr. E. 8,
Brooks, and this week’s story, which winds it
np, is the bumper story of the lot. Here 1s au
interesting - fact: Since the series started my
postbag has increased in size by nearly fhtty
per cent. I have been literally Hooded out
by letters from readers praising this series
for the excitement and the genuine thriiis
of it, and also for the eunormously added in-
rerest which the active participation of the
St. Frank’s boys have given-to the adven-
tures of Nelson Lece and Nipper.

The Keynote—More St. Frank's Stories!

This last consideration has been perhaps
the keynote of this particular volume of
letters, and from that I have no dithenlty
in judging that the great majority of my
readers want more St. Frank’s stories-—want
them, in fact, every week! Am I nright,
chums? Nelson Lee, Nipper, and the boys
of St. Frank’s—that scems to be the almost
nnanimous desire of the great body of my
readers.

[ know well that no Editor ever had a
more loyal body of readers than I, and 1
can assure all my chums that I am the last
man to disappoint them, once I am able to
judge definitely which way their desires
point. I am certain then of your approval
when I say that I have prepared a splendid
sertes of St. Frank’s stories—of course, by
I5. S. Brooks—to begin in next week’s
““ Nelson Lee.”

A Very Special Series.

There is something very special about this
, hew series, however. 1 have had the idea
of It in mind for some time now, and it
was suggested to me by the large number
of letters in my weekly postbag in which
endless questions are asked by interested
readers on the subject of the early days of
Nelson Lee and Nipper at St. Frank’s. The
demand from my readers for information
upon a thouwsand and one points..of detai!
concerning those early days has been grow-
Img more and more insistent—and I decided
to take some definite steps to satisfy it,
lere are one or two examples taken at
random from readers’ letters, to show the
trend of their queries:

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

so like to know.”
~F. G. (Waltham-
~tow.)

“What 1 want io know is how and v-hy
did Nelson Lee become mixed up with Sr.
Frank’s at all? We arve told nothing of the
early days. 1 suppose they are lost in the
mists of antiquity! Anyway, can’t you pub-
lish something i1n the good old paper to
<atisfy the readers who have no knowledge
of what happened in the early days, though
it is their dearest wish to be enlightened?
1 know I have the most burning curiosity on
the subject, and T am sure there are thou-
<ands of others in the same boat. (et a
move on, Mr. Editor, do!"—R. K. (Norwich.)

He’s impatienr, this Norfolk reader, you
soe !
lHere’s one more extract, from a reader

in Bedford, wha~e initials are A. J.

“T long for some stories of the early days
of Nelson Lee, when he and Nipper firsg
came to St. Fraonk’s. T much prefer the Sr.
Frank’s varns to any other kind, good thougi:
the detective-adventure stories have been of
their type. What we all—my chums and 1--
long for are tales of the old days at Nr.

Frank’s—these are the only ones, in my
opinfon, of the true Nelson lLee brand.”
Well, there yow have it! A sort of

‘““ general strafe™ in favour of a return to
‘he old St. Frank’s days, when Nelson l.ee
was a Housemaster and Nipper a pupil at
the famous =zchool!

The great series which starts in next week's
“*Nelson l.ee '’ will not only fully eatisty the
writers of the above letters, and all who
think as they do. but 1t wiil have a speciul
appeal to every ‘“ Nelson l.ec ™ reader new
or old.

Who is Richard Bennett?

Now, T suppose it is time that T let the
cat fairlv out of the bag! The title of next
week’s great St. Frank’s story 1s ‘' Nipper—
New Boy!” and in it Nipper, in his own
words, gives the true and autheitic story
of his first arrival az a pupil at St. Frank’s.
How 18 that for a scoop? He reveals that
his entry to St. Frank’s was made under an
assumed nrame, the recason for which he
explains fully. His narrative  bristles
thronghout with facts of enormous intopeat
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ty every ‘“Nelson Lee ” rcader. No one, of
cither sex, who reads. or who ever has redd
" Nelson Lee.” should miss on any account
whatever this amazing personal narrative
~tory of Nipper and Nelson Lee’s early ad-
ventures at St. Frank’s.

Il rely on all my loyal chums at present
l(.‘ddln" this chat to broadcast the news of
this "‘IGat new departure to all and sundry
Tue news 1s well worth spreading! The
whole paper is being reorganised. A new
scries of St. Frank’s stories of very special
interest 18 being 1naugurated, together with
other new fccuunew, including a serial \ultteu

THI NLLSON LU LIBRARY

by one of the leading authors of the dag.
Take it from me. you can look forward
to a real Bumper Number next weelk!
And one last word: Don’t forget to order
next week’s “ Nclson Lee 7 from VOUr news-
agent to-day.

Dont leav it to chance, or you won't
find a copy left, for “\o]~on Lee,”. with 1ts
new programme of St. Frank’s stories and
other new features, 13 going to make a noise
in the world! Sce vou next week.:
. THE :EDITOR.
P.S. Witte to me and let me® Know what

vou think of our new programme.

THE GREEN BUTTON

(Continued from page 42.)

hill in a long straight line. Beside the road
were lo\\ bushes that stretched away m the
diin light of very early dawn.
With grinding of brakes,
the car to a standstill, -
The next moment they were out of it and
FLCING away amongst the bushes. They could
hear the thundér of waves on the rocks
now. Ahead of them was the brink of the
low cliff. They were within a hundred yards
of their destmat:on—uhelc the low bluff ran
outr mto the grey waters of the Baltie. One.,

1i not both 01 them had to be on the rocks
Ly dawn.

And 1t was,_ nou dawn'

They reached the cliff-top and went scramb-
ling down' to. the rocky shore ‘below.

A quarter of a mile from the shore the
water was swirling ‘oddly. . A long, black
shape rose -from’ the wave er
opened. It was ‘a submarine.

“We'll swim for it!”’ said Monty.

Together they entered the water and struck
out boldly. But by the time they reached
the ~ubmaune chk was nearly all in.

Bul he got theére. Strong hands hauled
Dick aboard "the submarine, ‘and carried him

Monty brought

below. - IFor a momeltt ;\Ionty;s.téf)d on the
iron deck, then he, too, went below. The
hatch closed with a metalhc bang, the motors

hummed, and the subwarine dn ed belov the
waves, -

3% ® . * B B v,

It was many vears later, after the

Armistice, that Monty and Ixahn met; they

met as fricnds, .and  joked ~about' Green

Buttons. Ior, after all, they were both brave

men who risked much for their countues, and
they respected one another.” = - - «

But before the war ended Monty had many
adventures, -and was 1n many -tight :corners,
but he was never in greater danger or pulled
off a greater coup than in the adventnre ot
the Green DButton.

THE END.

[}
-~

‘Brilliant serial of thrllhng adventure
and motor - racing starts in next
' week’s bumper aumber. Make cer- |
tain of reading the first chapters of

“ OPEN. THROTTLE !’ T
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