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Little suspecting that underneath the bridge was a party of rebels in punts, General Carfax gave |
orders for the cases and packages of foodstuffs to be hurtled over the parapet into the river below. |
They came down in a continuous stream and, as they did so, 8o the rebels retrieved them and put
them into their punts.
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HERE’S A SCHOOL YARN WITH A PUNCH, BOYS!

By EDWY

Traltors in the camp !

And as a xc‘u]t lhc rebels of St

Frank’s find

themselves without any catable grub their stocks havmg been tampe!ed
with ! General Carfax, of course, thinks he has gained the upper hand,

but he receives a great shock—two shocks, in fact !

What they are you'll

discover when you read tl’us sp]endld slory

CHAFTER 1.

A Visitor of No Account !
~ny %

=

or them, Archie, old man!™
r )nhi Winston Derek Glen-
thorne, of the Ancient House at St.

Frauk’s, started slightly as Nipper's

‘P

voice broke in upon his dreamy medi-
tations. Archie was at one of the upper
windows of the Modern House, with the

snow-covered Triangle in full view,

“Ek? T mean to say, what?” he ejaculated.
“Oh, rather! 1 see what you mean, old

scream! A penny for the good old thoughts,
as it were?”

“You were serious,

looking  awfully
Archie,” said

Vipper, with a smile.
The Genial Ass of the Remove nedded.
‘“Abzolutel he agreed, in a sombre voice.
‘As a matter of fact, old tlun" I was think-
ing of this. and thinking of (lmt and so on,
an (l so forth. T mean, what?”
“That’s _just about  as
chuckled Nipper.

clear as mud,”

“Oh, rather! Eh?” said Archie, with a
“\Tluﬂ On. you mean—  Well,

s you're right! To be ub;o

lutely  pred the good old mind was

dwelling lightly upon the Hmug‘xr cf Phipps.”
*Beginning to miss him, eh?” asked Nipper
sympathetically.
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“Good gad!” ejacilated Arch “That_is
to say, odds fiddlestic and rubbish! Begin-
ning, what? My dear old cheese, I've missed
Phipps ever since this -ruh‘v rebellion
started.”

“Yes, T suppose you have.”

“Not,” said Archie stoutly, “that I am
grumbling, dear old C.0.  Absolutely not !
In fact, abco]utol) not, with reversible leve
No. We're all in this dashed barring-ow
together, and we’ll dashed well see it f]‘rough
Victory, what? ‘No surrender’ goes forth
the ery! Count on the Pride of the Glen-
thornes to rally round!

“Good old Archie!” grinned Edward
Oswald_Handforth, the celebrated leader of
Study D, as he strolled up with Church and
‘\Ir‘(,Imo, his faithful chums. “That’s the
spirit, old man! Never say die!”

“Oh, rather!”

“What do we care about Christmas?” went
on Handforth llghtly “Here we are, right in
the middle of the Christmas vacation—with
(he New Year only a day or two away. And
we're still at St. Frank’s—barricaded into the
Modern House, holding out against the
ecnemy  like—like Lord Roberts held out
against the Boers at Mafcking 1””

Church shook his head sadly.

_ ““And Handy’s 2 Boy Scout, too,” he said,
in sorrow.

"

“Eh?” frmwmd Handforth,  “What the
dickens—-"
“You must have bc(\n thinking about

Baden-Powell, old man,” said Nipper gently.
“Not that we'll go into any argument about
In a way. we’re besieged, and we're hold
out against General Carfax. Wi ell, we're

it

quite rpudy to go_on—and to keep on going

on until we've gained the day!”
“We're never going to admit defeat,

any-
how,” declared Ilandforth  stubbornly.
“General Carfax may be a Governor of the
school, and he may have come here specially
to put a stop to this rcbellion, but he’il
never beat us. It’s about_ time (hg general
got up to some mare of his tricks, my sons.
Naothing’s happened for two or three
cver since Christmas, in fact. I'm gelting
tired of this inactivity. Why doesn't the
general slart something exciting?”

“Give him time,” grinned Nipper. “T ex-
peet be’s thinking out some more of his
cclebrated strategy. Anyhow, we've got the
school quite to ourselves, except for the
ceneral and his two or three servants, over in
the Ancient House,”

*“And we're a pretty strong force here, too,
rmx\ml Hand(ortg as he looked out of the
dow. ‘““The cntire Remove, Fourth and
lhmi In fact, everybody in the Lower
School.  If we can’t de »fy the enemy, we shall
deserve to be whacked 1”

“Somchow, 1 donk think the general has
u(\no with us yet,” said Nipper thoughtfully.

*He’s been very quiet during these last two
or iliree days, but that doesn’t mean any-
thing. He may ho plinning a nely campaign
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—or lie may not. We can only wait and sce
what happens. In the meantime, wo're keep:
mg cverything  going—with look-outs and
guards and cverything, All the windows and
doms arc barricaded, and we've got a plenti-
ful supply of food.”

““ Absolutely !’ said Archie brightly. cod,
what? In other words, tea, laddies! I trust
that Fatty Little is ;,cf.tmv bmy with the stuff
that cheers and invigorates?”

“Wo ought to hear the gong at any
mimite now,” said Church, in a hopeful voice.

“so that’s why you were thinking about
Phi; ch?” smiled Nipper, looking ab
Archie.

“Well, as a matter of absolute fact, yes,”

admitted Archie. “Well, I mean to say,
"hlpps was such a dashed fine lad when it
came to rallying round with the priceless
br A ripe sort of chappie, Phipps! Al
on the good old spot, always da-hing
about and doing things, don’t you know!”

In normal times Phipps was Archic's valet,
and none of the juniors quite realised how
much Archie missed him.

“T'he new term will soon be here, Archie,”
said Nipper encouragingly. “And this
vebellion is bound to be cover before then.
So cheer up! Before you know where you
are you'll be in Study 1 again, and Phipps
will be gliding in with the tea-tray!”

Archic gave a sigh of contentment.

“That sort of thing seems too dashed good
to be true,” he said. “I mean, here we are,
boitled up, so to speak, without any sign of
an armistice, and—-"

“Hallo!” interr: uptcd
looked out of the windo¥

“Somebody coming 7

“No—somebody’s here!

"3

Handforth, as he
“Who's {his?”
nsl\ed Nipper.

replied

Hand-

forth. “ By George! [ can sce who ho s,

too! That beastly cad, Wallace!”
“Wallace?” repeated McClure vl\terroga~

tively. :

“You know—that fellow, Gordon Wallace,
of the River House School!” replied Hand-
forth. “He was at St. Frank’s for a bit last
term, and he caused a lot of trouble over that
Castleton affair. After thet he buzzed back
to the River House, thank goodness. 1
wonder what he wants here—in the middle of
the Christmas holidays, too?”

They all looked out at the solitary figure
in the Triangle, and Archic Glenthorno
frowned.

“I trust there will be no fraternising with
this foul blighter?” he said severely. wt
must remark, old dears, that I regard Wallace
as a parhu(]nrl) poiscnous chunk of nasti-
ness !

At thnt moment the *“poisonous chunk of
nastiness ” waved his hand, having caught
sight of lho juniors at thc upper mndow
And, although he smiled, he only got cold
stares in ropl\ The coming of Gordon
Wallace was not regarded by the St. Frank’s

rebels as a good omen.
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- CHAPTER 2.
Up to His OId Tricks !

UITE a few of the
juniors had scen the
visitor by this time,
and many of the
upper windows of the
filled with Removites,
fags. They were all

Modern_House
Tourth-Formers, an g
looking out at the solitary figure in the snow-
covered Triangle.

(Gordon Wallace stood there, a rather super-

were

and

cilious smile on his features. He was well
wrapped up, with a muffler round his neck,
and he had the utter nerve to be smoking 8

cigareite.

“Well, well!” he remarked, after he had
absorbed the scene. “So here you are, ch?
All barricaded up, with nowhere to go! Poor
beggars! I'm sorry for you!”

Handforth leaned out of his window, and
his expression was fierce.

“We don't want any sympathy from you,
Wallace !” he said bluntly. “ You can go and
cat coke!”

“Thanks all the same, but I'm on a diet,”
replied Wallace. “How goes it, Handforth?
Still punching the fellows’ heads?  Still
b]undonng abont as usnal?  Well, upen my
word! So you follo\\a are )vo\dmg a great
barring-out, are you? What a life!”

There was a mocking note in his voic

amused aiv_of thinly-veiled cantempt i
manner,  During  his brief period at
Frank's, Gordon Wallace had been v

popular among all the decent fellow
they were by no means pleased to sce him
here now.

“I should like to know who asked you to
come here?”’ demanded Reggie Pitt, of the
West Honse, as he leaned out of one of the
other windows. “I suppose you know this is
private property, Wallace 2’

“Oh, come off it?’ said the visitor, with a
grin. “I thought I’d just stroll in to gee how
you were gvuinv on. I suppose you know
youw're the m]k of the neighbourhood, don’t
you? In some of the London news’
papers have been’ getting hold of the story.
1 thought I'd just run along, to sce how the
great battle was progressing. T seem to have
arrived during a lul

“It won't bo a very long lull us
clear off I said Handforth aggressively
ounly take us about two seconds to star
tiee! We don’t want any of your
sneers, Wallace!”

“Clear oﬁ you River House rotter!”

“Scoot !

There were many angry shouts, but Wallace
stood there, impervious to «4he chorus.

“If you don’t want me hnre come out and
show me off the premises,’” he said calmly.
“Oh, bnt I forgot! You're barricaded in,
aren’t yon? You daren’t move out! Poor
blighters!  You're having a ripping sort of
Christmas—I don’t think!”

rotten
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“Ti it come: to that, what are you doing
here?” asked Buster Doots. “ Aren't you
getting any Christmas holidays at the River
e School this year?”

Gordon Wallace c‘mcl:lmL

“Oh, my people are abroad,” he replied.
“I'm epe-mhwv Christmas at school, an:
don’t mind admi itting that I'm having a high
old time. There are only about four of us
thiere, and we can do practically as we like.
No restrictions—no rules and regulations.
There are one or two fellows staying on at
the Bannington Grammar School, too, zmd
we meet every day, and enjoy ourselves.”

) laying billiards at the Wheatsheaf, I

2

suppose asked Handfrth sarcustically.

¢ Precisely!”” nodded Wallace.  “Playing
billiards at the Wheatsheaf—to say nothing
of an oceasional game of bridge, or nap.
We're out every night, and having a regular
royal tirne. Christmas at school isn’t at all
bad, when you know one or two sportsmen
in thn district. Of cowse, it’s different when
yow're all hemmed in like this—bottled up like
so many conviets in a J.nl' You don’t know
]mw sorry I am for you!”

“Is 1ml all you came to tell us?”
Nipper grimly.

“Well, no,” replicd Wallace, as he tossed
his cigarette ’\\my. “As a matter of fact, I
came ‘here with a definite object. Out of the
of my heart, I thought that one or

asked

this evening. We're going
party at Lhe Wheatsheaf to- nl"‘\t——stdrnng at
half-past nine. Something special, you know
—with a tonc‘: of spice in it. Anybody like
to come 7’

“You rotter "' roared Handforth. “Do you
think we want to go to your beastly parties?”’
“Well, T wasu’t thinking of you, exactly,”
said Wal “But there might one ov
‘o others who are getting fed up with this
imprisonment.  If you pop along to the
Wheatsheaf to-night, yow’ll have a regular
weicome.  But it’ll be no good coming unless

you have some money.”

“We're not interested,”” said Nipper coldly
“In any case, Wallace, we know jolly well
that vo only trying to amuse yourself. I
would like to point out that the atmosphere
out in the lane is much more healthy. Quite
a number of fellows arve getting rendy !o pelt
you, and I’m giving you fair warning.’

Gordon Wallace shrugged his shoulders.

“A nod's as good as a wink to a blind
horse,”” he replied coolly. “Then it’s no go?
Nobody wants to take advantage of my in
vite? Well, I thought as much!”’

He turned on his heel, and as he did so he
gave a quick, almost nnperceptxhle nod to two
juniors who were at one of the lower windows,
Just visible behind the barricades.

They were Gulliver and Bell, of Study A
in the Ancient House—Wallace’s former
chums. And Gulliver and Bell had been
waiting for some sort of sign from their old
leader.

“He’s telling us to go round to the back!”
miittered Gulliver, with a quick glance at his

.’-‘
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companion. *Did you sce that nod of his?
He’s only been spoofing other fellows.
He came here to have a private word with us
—and now he has spotted us. Let’s buzz
round to the back, in any case.

“Yes, rather!” said BLYI eagerly

It scemed that they had f.uhumed Wallace’s
little game, for the River House cad, alter
ostentatiously making his way out of the main
gates, dodged behind the wall for a hundred
yards or so, and then eclimbed over, half
kidden by the trees. Now he quickly scam-
pered across the back to the Iast Square,
and came to a halt behind one of the rear
windows of the Modern House. None of the
look-outs had seen him, for they had not yet
got back o their posts, after the little diver-
sion.

Wallace had only been there for a couple
of minutes before one of the windows was
cautiously pushed open a littie way. Within
the ad o moved, and two fac

with a

CHAPTER 3.
A Pressing Invitation !

ULLIVER and Bell
were very pleased to
sce their old leader.

e his departure,
had been very

<]

11\;‘;;
Tor, without somebody
to lead them, they were more or less harm-

much at a loose end.

less. They pOSSE“th no initiative of their
own, although their instincts were wholly on
the questionable side.

“Jolly glad to see you, \\all.xw"’ muz-
mured Bell, his_eyes gleuming. “By gad!
We've been havmg a rotten time since you

left, you know!”

“Tcan imagine it!”’ agreed Wallace. “You
chaps are pretty helpless ¥y yourwhns aren’t
you? Promising enougl th, but M‘kmg in
originality. Well, what Axbout to-ni

“What do you mean?”’ said Gul iver.

“Can’t you manage to come out?”’ asked
Wallace. “Can’t you get cne or two of the
lads together, and buzz along to the Wheat-
sheaf ?””

“You mean—-

“Oh, come off xU ? said Wallace. “T spouted
all that stuff just now-—in the front of the
building—in case I couldn’t get a word with
you in private It doesn’t matter about all
the others knowing. don’t care a hang!
But 1 wanted you to hear, so that you could
slip out to-night, and join the merry throng.
It’s all the better to have a special word with
vou, of course—""

“But we can’t do 1t!” interrupted Gulliver,
\'nh a startled expression in his eyes. “We
aw’t leave the fortress, Wallace.”

“Can’t leave the what?

“Qur stronghold—the xchool'"
ser. “We can’t get outl!”

said Gulli-

“Why not ?”

=* Because~becuuae
a barring-out, aren’t wo?””
wentatively. * You know jolly well that we
can’t get out, Wallace!”’

“1 don’t kuu\. anything of the sort,””
the River House rascal. *
o to bed, aren’s you?
vent you slipping out, when everything’s
quiet? Hang it, you may be holding a
barring-out, but yowre not like prisoners!
v ihex thought I was doing you a good

Yes, we nm.er;t.md that, of course,”
’B(‘” “But Gully la right, you know. We
couldn't possibly risk slipping out. If Nipper
or Handforth or some of the other fellows
got to know—""

“Why, are you afraid of them?’ sneered
Wallace. “By gad! What an admissicn!
Afraid to come out and enjoy yourse
during Christmas week! I'm rather sorry I
took the trouble to come here!

There was such contempt in his tone thut
(.m]lnur and Bell wince

b, cheese it!? muttered Gulliver. “Beo
reasonable, Wallace! You know jolly well
how difficult it would be. We'd come’ like a

said Wallace.

Well, we're holding
said Gulliver argn-

said
You're supposed to
Well, what’s to pre-

* said

| shot if—it—"

o

“If you weren’t funkk
“Oh, hang it—""
“This party is somethi ng very special,”’
went on Gordon Wa “A regular Yule-
tide affair, of coumse—but with the addition
of a sporting element. It doesn’t matter if
you don’t get there until eleven o’clock—or
even midnight. The party will go on until
ve or six in the moruing. You'li be
able to join in the main spree. You've got
1 suppose 7’
enty !’ said Gulliver.
hve quxd—pte;cm.s from my ;)mm', and one
or two uncles, you know. Bell is pretiy
flush, too. We caw't speud any money lere,
you see. We're all kemmed in, and——-
“Txactly I nodded Wallac “That’s jusb
what I thought Well, here's a chance for
you to have some real fun, d what about:
the other fellows?  Arer’t there a few who
would join in, to make a little party of it?
What about Castleton ?”

've got over

Gulliver shouvk his head.
“No good asking Castleton!” he said
grufly. *“He was a sportstuan when he first

came to St. Frank’s, but aftor his beastly twin
brother came here——"

“Don’t talk about him !”
lace sourly.

He had no caus: to love Arthur Castleton,
the boy who had come to St. Frank’s, and
who had shown Alan Castleton the error of
hi: ways.

“Castloton’s here, T suppose ?”
lz-.co curiously.

“Alan, you mean ¢ saidl Beil.  *Ves, hie'y
hero—but he’s an out-and-out goody-goody.”

interrupted Wal-

asked Wal-

“Well, there must be some others,”
argued Wallace.  “ What about that Chqp
Merrell?  And what about Marrictt—"
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Mtrrc” and Marriott are away from the
school,” said Gulliver.  *1u fact, this whaie
bmumz' ut was caused by those two chaps.
Not that we care a hang about zhe barrmg-
out,” he added, aimost savagely, *We wero
torced into 1t by all the other chaps. We
didn’t want to join in this rot!”

“Then why ‘keep up the pretence” said
Wallace. “Forget everytming tor a  few
hours to-night, and come along to this party
at the \\hmuheat If you ‘don’t turn up,
then I shall know that you wre a couple of
beastly funks!”

The voice of the tempter was eloquent, and
Gulliver and Bell wcre torn.  They badly
wanted to go to that party—and yet, at tt
same time, they were afraid.  They knew
what would happen to them if Nipper or
Hamdforth disoovered their ubsence—and tho
reason for their absence.  There would be a
very painful {ifteen minutes on the morrow.

“'Well, T'll leave it to yon,” went on Wal-
lace, before either of the Ancient House cads
could speak. “I'd better not stop here any
longer—somebody might spot me. But don't
loxgot—nme thirty, er any time afterwards.
And it's something very speeial 1

“ Well, look here, we'll come if we can,”
said Gulliver.  “T don’t promise, because we
may not be able to slip away.”

Vhere there's a will, there's
Wallace sourly.

Well, you cleas off, and expeet us when
you soe us,” said Gulliver. “But it’s ten Lo
onc that you‘ll be seen as you dodge away.
There are look-outs at the upper windows,
and

a way,” said

“Oh, Tll manage all right,” broke in Wal-
lace. “In any case. it doesn’t matter if
they do see me. They're not to know I've

been talking to you, are they? 'Ihm 11 think
T've just been hanng a look round.”

Bell nodded hurriedly.

As a matter of fact, both he and Gulliver
were nervous.  If they were discovered taik-
ing to Wallace like this, they would be
severely ragged by the others; they wanted
the interview to ccase as quickly as possible,

So they hurried off to the front of the
building, while Gordon Wallace cautiously
slipped away at the rear. None of the rebels
knew that he had had that private chat with
his former pals—or so he thought!

CHAPTER. 4

The Conspirators !

EDDY LONG, of the
Remove, indulged in
a knowing wink as
Gulliver and  Bell
passed him in one of

There way a sly quality

the lower passages.
in that wink, too.

“What's {hat for?” demanded Gulliver,
coming to a sudden balt, and seizing Teddy
Long by the shoualder.

“You know,” said Teddy boldly.

“I don't know amthm.; of the sort!
snapped Gulliver. “And I don't want your
confounded winks, either, Long® I supposo
you think you know something?”

‘I know_ a lot!” replied Teddy
coolly. ~ “You can’t spoof me,
1 know what your little game is

“Go to the dickens!” «aid Gulliver sourly.

He pushed on, and dragged Bell with him,
For a moment Teddy Long hesitated, and
then he allowed a cunning gleam to como
into his little cyes. He shrugged his shoul-
ders, and watched the cads of Study A as
thm turned tho corner,

“Never mind!” muttered Teddy.
of time!”

Long was the sneak of the Ancient Honse—

and, indeed, the most thorouglly contempti-
ble littlo roticr in the whole Lower School.
He was podgy, and he was unpleasant. and ho
had an uncanny habit of discovering things
which were never intended for his cars.

“Plenty of time for what?” asked a voice.

Long spun round, and found Fullerton, of
the 'Third, rcar him. e looked relicved.
Fullerton was of the same breed as himself—
old enough to be in the Remove, and rascally
cnough to have been expelled from St. Frank’s
IOI\g since. Not that Tullerton had many
chances of indulging in his rascality. For
Willy Ilandforth, the volcanic leader of the
Third. always lmpt a special eve on Fullerton.

“Plenty of time for what?” repeated the
cad of the Third.

“Promise to kecp it sceret?” said Teddy
mysteriously.

“Jt all depends.”

“Then I shan’t «ell you!” said Long..

“AN right—I promise ”

“Well, it's something about Gulliver and
Bell ! said Teddy, lowering his voice. “You
know when Wallace came here, not long ago?
Well, T happered to be at the back of the
building, and T noticed that Gulliver and Bell
buzzed to onc of the rear windows.”

I

Long
you chaps!

“Plenty

“You mean you followed them there?”
Ackm] Fullerton.

“Kh?  OF course T dide’i!” said Long
indignantly., “I—I just happened to be ncar
“That's all right!” grinned the Third
Former. “I know all about it Well 777

“Well, T don’t know for certain, but T be-

lieve that Gulliver and Bell are planning to
sneak out to-night,”” said Teddy Long.
“They're going to that party at the Wheat-
sheaf, in Bannington, I believe. Anyhow,
they had a pretty long }sw with Wallace,
thrmlgh that back window,”

“You seem to have overheard a_ lot—hby

accident i said Fullerton, with a gnn. “So
you were listening round a corner, eh? B
jingo. ['m not blammg you, though! 1It’s

like the nerve of those two chaps to talk
about mcakmg off on their own! Whero
are they?

“They just went down the {mssage," said
Teddy  “1 tried to speak to ther but they
wouldn’t iisten
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“Lel's go aud tackle them,” suid TFuller-
ton. **Why shouldn’t we Dbe in this? 1f
there’s a ripping party on to-night, we might
as well be in it.”

Teddy Long opened his eyes wide.

“ButAbut you wouldn't dare!” he gasped.
“We can’t get out of here, you n:s' 1t
Nipper or Handforth or Loocs or any of the
other chaps discovered us

“There's no reason why we should Le dis-
covered,” interrupted Fullerton.  *“All the
same, it's up to us to Le cautious.
Perhaps, on sccond thoughts, we'd
leave it for a bit. Some of these rotte
might bn suspicious.  Let’s wait until this
evening.”

And so they allowed the matter to remain
in abeyance until long after darkness had
fallen.

In the mecautime, life in the rebel strong-
hold had been going on as usual--peacefuliy
and quietly, and with the majority of the
boys becoming more and more impatient at
i]ns inactivity. They were getting very tired
of being imprisoned in this fortress of theirs.

But their determination to hold out was
as strong as ever. Never would they admit
defeat! The cry of “No Swender” had
gone forth, and the rebels were staunch.

It was Handforth who had started the
rebellion.  He had been wrongfully accused
of assaulting Mr. Pycraft, the master of the
Fourth. Merrell and Marriott, two cads of
the Iast Iouse, were really responsible, but
they  ha liberately arranged it so that
Handforth was made to appear guilty.

The headmaster had sentenced Handy to

a ﬁomlrg, and Handy, in his usual impul-
sive w bud refused to take that flogging.
Imtead "he had barricaded himself in his

study, togethcer with Church and McClure.

Later, the Remove had supported him, 10
be followed by the Fourth and the 'llm(’
and now they were in complete possession
of the \Io(lu-u House,

The fact that Merrell and Marriott were
d\\dy on special leave, ..ud \wmd not be
back until after the New ¥ they came

b.wk at all—had rather cumphcdud natters.
Ii they had been at the school the rebels
would ha\u been able to make them confess
to the headmaster, but as it was the rebels’
only course was to continue this barring-out

in the hope that the two cads would re
turn.

There was still no sign of activity from
Gener: b/ After hiz attempt w drive

the boys out on Christmas Day, he had re-
tired into his shell. Nothing had happened
since—he had not even been seen.
Most of the fellows believed thut
given them up as a bad job. But Nipper,
Reggie Pitt, Handforth and the other rebel
“ufficers ” were nf the opinion that (IL cral
Carfax was merely biding his time. mer
or later he would act—and when be di d act,
his move would probubly be a drastic one.

he nad
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The opportunity for Teddy long and
Fullerton to fackle the cads of Study A came
at about eight o’clock in the evening—when
it was the turn of Gulliver and Bell to keep

watch. All the juniors had to peifoir: this
duty in rotation, but Nipper took gocd cave
that such fellows as Guiliver and Beil—who
were more or less unreliable—should  take
i " during the ordinary hours.
ly selected juniors kept watch

ci
during the

mght.

Gulliver and Bell were at one of the upper
‘windows, keepiug theiv eye on a scction of
st Square.  There was hardly any
chance that the enemy would approach frem
that gquarter, and that was why Gulliver and
Bell had been chosen for this wateh. Teddy
I,un'r aud Fullgrton came up to them casu-
dllv fter n.«\l\mg sure tl none of the other
Juniors were within earshot.

“Oh, here you are!”
boldly.

“What about it?"" asked Gulliver,

said  Fullerton

turning

and staring at him.

“We wanted a private word with you
chaps,” went on Fullertsn, who was a much
bolder spirit than Teddy Long. “What

about to-night?”
*What do you mean—to-night?”
“We know all about it!" grinned Fuller-
ton.  “We know that you've arranged with
Wallace to =lip cut to-night-
can join that party at the W

“By gad!” muttered Beli, g
away by his very expression.
told you?”

“Long happened to overhear your little
chat with  Wallace!” chuckled ~ Fullerton.
“Wonderful ears Long’s got, hasn’t he?”

“You little worm!” pun.cd L.ulli\cl, turn-
ing fiercely upon Long. \mm" again, ch?
L'l shake the life out of you—m:?"=

““ Cheese it!” interrupted
“What's the matter? Can’'t we join
party, too? Don’t be greedy—dou’t be
fish! 1f two of you can slip out, so can
four!  Why shouldn’t we all go? There's
safety in numbers, you know!”

Gulliver and Bell cooled down. After all,
Teddy Loung and Fullerton were fellows after
their own  heart, aud there was certa
some truth-in Fullerton’s assertion. It woukl
be much better if four of them went.

Gulliver grunted.

“Well, since you know all about it, per-
haps we might come to some arrangement,”

ing himself
“Who—who

Fullerton.
the

e said grudgingly.  “Bell and I have de-
cided to slip ouv at about ten o’clock. We
shall have to walk to Bannington, of
course

“That’s all right,” interrupted Fullerton.
“It’s a_fine night, and it won’t take us an
hour. Pm fed up with this rotten barring-

out anyhow, and I'm looking forward to a
real good spree!”
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Handforth sipped his coffee.
of indignant anguish.

CHAPTER 5.
An Unexpected Shock !

four couspirators
made a great deal of
mystery over their
projected  adventure.
But, really, it was a

simple enough plan.

Nipper and Handforth and all the othe'r
fellows had long since forgotten Wallace's
visit; they never gave the fellow a thought.
And, certainly, the movements of such fel-
lows as Gulliver and Bell did not interest
them in the least. It was taken for granted
that the cads of the Lower School would
stick to the stronghold—since they were not
credited with enough pluck to venture out.

But it wasn’t a question of pluck, for the
young rascals did not believe, for one
moment, that there would be any danger.
What could be simpler than slipping out in
the darkness, and hurrying off to Banning-
ton ?

None of these four juniors would be called
upon for guard duty until daylight came.
They all occupied the same bed-room, so,
when they went upstairs to bed, it would be
assumed that they had retired for the night.

here was no rveason for anybody to enter
their dormitory until morning.- That gave
them six or seven clear hours, and they reck-
oned that they could easily pop to Banning-
ton, spend an enjoyable two or three hours

Next moment there was an
““Pah | he gulped.

~
>
S

==

lutter, followel by & terrific roar
's ag bitter as gall 1

incoherent ipl
““ This coffee’

there, and then return. They could make
up their sleep on the morrow, since the
rcbels were having a free and casy time.

Handforth went about that evening with
a fed-up expression on his rugged face. To
tell the truth, Edward Oswald was growing
tired of all this waiting. He wanted gome-
thing to happen—something exciting. e
didn’t know it, but the cads were going the
right way to work to provide a whole lot
of action!

It was nearly ten o’clock when Culliver
& Co., fully dressed, prepared to sneak out
of their little dormitory. The rebel fortress
was now quiet for the night, with all the
pguards in their positions, and with Nipper
and Handforth muking a final round of the
various outposts.

“They'll be coming past our door in a
minute or two,” murmured Gulliver. “We'd
better ke ready to hop into bed, in case
they come nosing in. If they don’t come
in, we’li buzz off as soon as they’ve passed.”

“That’s the idea!” nodded Fullerton.
“They generally go right on, down the corri-
dor, and round the bend into the end pass-
age. We can easily nip out while they’re
in that part of the House.”

“Shush!” warned Teddy Tong nervously.
“I can hear footsteps!”

With one accord, they leapt into their beds,
and pulled the clothes over them. But this
precautionary measure was ununecessary, for
the footsteps passed right by their door. For
a second or two, they heard the voices of
Nipper and Handforth-—the latter indignantly
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decluring  that it was tune that something
happened.

“Now’'s our chance!” said Bell cagerlv.

All sounds died away, and a moment later
Ciulliver anuu:!" ..pex ed the er rcom door.
The corridor minated by a single
hght, and nobody \\as in sight. A faint mur-
mur could be heard from some of the other
dormitorics, but all the fellows were now
scttling down for ght. There was not
smuch chance of the r .-.cmly qumut[o being
stopped and questioned.

As a matter of fact, they got out with
singular ease.

It was only the work of a moment for them
to dodge out of their bed-roem, and to nip
down the corridor. They reached the stairs,
and passed down noisclessly. Then they sped
along to a lower window at the end of the
Luilding.

Gulliver & Co.

had already prepared this
window—moving the barricades in such a way
that, while they looked intact, they were
ready to be. slipped aside.

Ghilliver and Bell were comparatively cool,
for they were accustomcd to this business of
breaking beunds after lights-out. It could not
bo accurately said that they were breaking
licunds now, for the holidays were cn, and
the rebels were more or less their own
masters. But it amounted to the same thing.

Teddy Long and Fullerton were thrilled
-~they felt shm\gdy stirred up within them.
It was a novel experience for these two, since

they seldom had enough courage to break.
bounds during the ordinary «('hoo! term. If
it came to that, neither Culliver nor Bell

would have broken bounds had it net been
fer, tha leadership cf some bolder spirit.
we're” out!”  whispered Gulliver
“Iﬂmilh&nuj, as they stood cutside under the
twink ng stars.
I grinned Bell.
. Ra her!” said Fullerton, “And we've
put the barricadcs back in place, so tl\at no-
lcdy will notice anything if they happ
p-1=s round. When we come back o
¢ or four O'cleck in the morning, it I lc
..= casy as pio to get in, and sneak to onr
dormy,”
Teddy Long was
rather fearful gaze.
“I hope nene of the look-outs spotted us!”
he muttered. “There’ll be an awfil row if
we're collared, and dragged in—
“Shut up, vou zoung ass!” frowned
.Euhver. “It’s &s black as p|.c‘1, and nobody
will sce us. TF you don’t want to come, you

locking round with a

can go back!”

But Teddy Long did nct accept this
it very clese to the other
i as y nade off tewards the wall
'i‘oddy, to tc!l the truth, was nervous—

nervous of the darkness.

“Good cgg!" breathed Gulliver, as they all
uropped down beyond the school wail. “Now
we're in the wand everything is plain

sailing [
““Rather!” sail Bell, with a note of relicf
in his voice. “And we got out without
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attracting any alicution, or anything, It's
only two and a half miles to Baunington.
and if we go at the double, we ought to do it
‘n half an_hour.”

“Rats! What's the Lurry?
by cleven o’clock, we shail do

H‘ \\(, re there

They set off, highly pleased \\uh them
selves,

“After  all, why shouldn’t we. enjoy
ourselves?” argucd Gulliver.  “Blow >
Lar out! Rats to it! We never wanted
to jein in—only we were forced lo! 1t

wouldn’t be a bad idea if we cleared off alin-
gether {”
“Go home, you mean?” asked Bell. “Yes,

but what about afterwards? What abeut
next term?  We should be ragged—-"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Teddy Loug
abruptly. “\\'hat——\\hats that 77

His voice was so full of alarm aud fear
that the other three ju s came lo a su
halt. Teddy was standing rigid, starit
lnc darkness.
Nothing, vou
Gulliver -\haxply
get <uxred

hmgq somnething thc: " panted
Lom_. “Look! Fl"ulL‘ Tour or five
them ! And they're coming towards us—

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Fullerton. “So
they are!”

Taken utterly by surprise, the four young
rascals were too startled to even run.  And
those figures out of the gloom came ouwards
—inenacingly !

voung fathead!” sail
“If you're beginning

Teddy
of

CHAPTER 6.
Caught !

RE the four younz
raseals could recover
from the shock «f
their  surprise, tha
mysterious figures

'
were upon them.
“’\lnrps the werd!” camo a  grimly
multered command, *Grab them!”
“It's easy !” said.another voice.
r & Co., too frightened fo put up
any r ance, were giabbed. Net antil it
L\\u: fco late did they realiso tho appaii:
nature of this catastrophe. There appeared
t Bve men ia the party, and the \1
Franh's cads had utterly no chance of break
ing .
“fore “What
the dickens
“Post take it cquietly, young gent!” said
cne of the miysterious men, “It's a fair cop,
d you_ wou't do %muxolwﬂ any good by
..nnrvglm. Straight before the general you'ra

balbled Toddy Long, n
ou—yeu mean—-"
cat Scott!” panted Fullerton.

8
Lo

red Gulliver, at last.
»

“They'ro

G vncml Carfax’s men!”
“Yewve hit it first time, young ’un!”
agreed the spckesman cf the enemy pariy,
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¥We're not quite so sleepy as you seem to
think.  You youngsters may be keeping a
sharp \\'ntrll from your fortress, as you call it,
but we're keepin’ a pretty sharp watch, too.

There's nothm much we don’t see. Thought
you was goin' to get away quietly, didn't
rou ?

“ But—but—-"

“It won't do no good talkin’ to us,” v
on the man. “Our ordr‘rs is to scize cver
young gent as we see, nu to hl\c him Lefore
Um gcncml So you're comin’ along with

Gu’h\er =uddon|\ found his voice.
“Hi! clp he howled.  “Remove,
ahoy ! Rosouc——

“That’s about enough, young shaver!”
one of the men rcughly.

As it happened, Gulliver’s voice had been
cracked with fright—and its penetrating
power had been valueless. It was extremely:
doubtful if any of the rebels had heard that
anguished cry. The prisoners were out in the
lane, quite a little distance from the Modern
House, arnd they had no further opportumty
of warning the stronghold. For rough hands
were clapped over their mouths, and their
strugglings were ruthlessly dealt with.

*We don’t like doing ‘this, young gents—
but orders is orders!” said the spol\csnnn
“You don’t need to be afraid. We ain’t goin’
te hurt you. Rut it’s a fur cop, as I said
before, an’ you're comin’ along to have a
nice heart to heart chat with the gencrall”

Gulliver & Co. were utterly flabbergasted.
Indeed, they were terrified to the last degrec.
Captured! In the bands of the enemv!
And now they were to be taken before General
Christopher Carfax himself| The prospeet
was so awful that the four juniors ncarly
swooned with fright.

At the best of times they were not particu-
larly conrageous. But now, finding themselves
cut off from their companions, and in the
bhands of the general's men, they were frantic,

Aund only a short while before they had
been congratulating themselves on  their
cleveruess !

It had scemed so casy to sncak out, and to
start off on their little jaunt to Bannington.
For days there had been no sign of activity
from General Carfax, and it was generally
believed, among the rank and file of the
rebels, that the old soldier had given up the
ficht. Nobody had faken much notice of
Nipper when he had declared that it would
be fatal to relax their vigilance.

But how true Nipper's word of warning
had been!

For here were these men—the general’s men
—waiting in the darkness—waiting to pounce
upon any incautious juniors who stole forth
from the fortress!

From the gencral's point of view, this
capture was not . particularly valuable one,
but his men were not to know that Gulliver
& Co. were hardly worth the capturing.

Tho general’s men were far from being
hooligans. In fact they were quite respect-
able. They were all ex-Service men—recruited
from Banrnington, mostly—and the general

said

I

was paying them liberally to keep & constant
watch on the rebels. Their work was legiti-
mate and honest, and they were merely doing
their duty by seizing these juniors and taking
them to their employer. In a way of speak-
ing, Gulliver & Co. were now prisoners of
war.

They were coon being marched towards the
Ancient Honsc and now their mufflers nad
been transferred from their necks, and wers
bound tightly over their mouths. The
general’sy men had no intention of letting
these prisoners give any outery. For they
knew well enough that the main rebel force
might venture out, and reseue the un-
fortunates.

LEven the watehful look-outs knew nothing
of the affair. It was very dark that night,
and the scufflc in the lane had not been it
nessed by anybody. The voices had carried
only_a féw yards, and had been inaudible in
the Modern House.

The general’s men took the precaution of
going right round to the very rear of the

Ancient House, on the far side of the
Triangle. The building was entered by the

back door, so that none of the rebels could
possibly sce what was going on.

Shivering in alinost every limb, Gulliver
& Co. were led down the familiar passages,
and then into the study which was usually
occupxod by Mr. Nelson Lee, the Houscmaster
of the ncient  House. It was now,
apparently, General Christopher  Carfax’s
headquarters.

Straight into the. room the ho were
taken, and they found the general sitting in
front ‘of a blazing fire. Tho electric lights
were gleaming, and the room was cosy and
warm.,

“Four prisoners, sir!”
leader of the men smartly.

“Good, sergeant—good !”
Carfax, vising to his feet and glaring
trmmphantlv at the prisoners. “By gad!
You've rxght Four of those infernal young

announced the

said  General

puppics, eh? Splendid—splendid! Action
at last!” .
“I—-I1 say, sir!” babbled Gulliver. “We—-

we—we—7"
7“"|lencn'" thundered the general.
I\L’a, sir, but—

“By gad, Loy, did you hear me?” roared
tho gcrwml “Silence, I say, and silence I
mean. Not another word. You’re expelled.
All four of you!”

He turned and waved his hand to the men.

“Sergeant, you and the others can go!”
he said curtly. ake up your positions, and
keep watch again. Perhaps you’ll be able
to capture some more of these young scamps.”

(es, sir,” said the sergeant, who was a
buly, good humoured- ]ool\m" individual.
“Now then, men, smart’s the word |

And off they went, leaving Gulliver & Co.
shivering and hcmblm" in the presence of
the gencral,




CHATTER 7.
On the Carpet !

HERE was no
ment m (,"r'e

fax’s a

stood on the

rug with his }l\lhf‘s
clasped behind his back, eyeing the prisoners.

On the contrary, le was de.&ly cool and
absolutely grim,

“A pAL}' he rapped ont at last. “Yes,
by crackey! An infernal pity! I don’t seem

io know any of you, and I am c'mfonl de

certain that you’re not
the main body of rebel A kln\onng‘.

cowering, trembling, pale-faced sct of weak-
lings. Who are you, eh? Names!” he added
fiercely. “Come along—names!”

Fmshly terrified by the general’s manrer,
ihe cads could hardly pronounce their own
names as they gave |hcm The old scldier
Tistoned without en‘husiasm.

“Never heard ’em!” hoe grunted. “A
nuisance. I thought perhaps I'd got held
of that young rascal dforth, or cne of
the other le cre you doing out-
side? Where were you off to?”

“We—we—— I—I mean, I—I—" began
Gulliver with a gulp. “W e two—"

“Out with it, boy!” thundered the general.

"Ycz, :lr”’ gulped Gulliver, * Tlve~tlle
i e—— \We were scouting, sir,”
sperately.  “The othu chaps sent

b do some scouting.”

ieral uttered a conlcmptuon: snort.
yow're lying!” he snapped. “

! Py what I've seen of Master
nd 3Master Handforth, teo—
1d cat such ninnies as you.
nmttcxa whether yow're lying
You'll sefve my purpose.”

He ceased speaking, paced up and down
once or twice, 1 then halted again iu front
of the thiveri

“Uostages i” he
you are, my lads!

“l’h"m' sit,, T haven’t done anything!”
Teddy Long, pale to the lips with fear.
“1 dnlrv t want to be a rebel, sir. ’

“Silence [” boomed General Clarfax. Boy‘
How dare you talk! Do you know what I’'m
going to do with you?” he went on, project-
ing his head forward. “You don’t, ¢h?
Very well, Uil tell you. T’m going to use
you as a means to make the cntire rebel
lﬂrrn <m‘render unconditionally into my
hends.”

Vaguely the prisoners wondered how this
miracle was to be brought about.

“Yes, <.x.uen<mr" mtinued the general
'\.mnp!. ntly. “T’'m g out there now—

you in the hands of
gaing to tell all the

1 T going to leave
of my men. T'm
swrender within the
I Be expelled in disgr

snapped.  “That’s what

Hos tages of war!”

wid

that un
. yon four

<

_m expel us \\out
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from

school.

That'nl

‘(he, make them
ap.”

ulliv ade a curi 3 in his throat,
and it was notiezd by the g ! that the
other rebels were i
0.
Lut they
gasped  Gulliver

“They’l

murmur, sir,”
won’t care a

us go withou
terror. “They

in

a matter of fact, was pe

he nain body of rebels were
to surrender urncenditionally because
{ these four rascals. The Junior School

be only too glad to get rid of them.
Nipper, Reggie Pitt, Handforth, and o
two of the other xtﬂpunsxb., icaders, perl
might feel unwilling to let these e s
bacause of the rtbl‘llm,) but the rank and fi
would whole-heartedly vote for their instant
expulsion,

“It isn’t fair, sir!” gabbled Fullerfon,
made bold by rcazon of his dc:p\,nuon * 16
isn't fair e’re not tha

leaders. want this vebellion—
uever did. We “cu. foreed into it, against
our wills!”

“Yes, sir-—f{orced into it!” said Bell
frantically. “We all ated o go home
for the Christmas holidays, but they “wouldn's
let us!”

“Handforth ought to hmv_ _been ex
long ago, sir!” said y &
“He’s tho chap who st 1 t]lis, anil

Nipper and Pitt and Doots a the others
supported him. They foreed all the juniors
to go into the b out, too. But we
dido’t want it. Lots of chaps didn’t want it,
but they couldu’t help themselves!”

“We're all against the vebellion, sir,”
Teddy Tong, 1n a wailing voice. “We
love to get out of it. But it’s not fair
expel us for something we haven’t done, sir
We're not rgbels, really; we couldn’t help
ourselves !

e
down oz
be a good judge of
these boys were not re
type that the rebel fo

al Carfax gru

and paced up and

y for him fo
to tell
ive of the {ino
e mainly consisted of,
, they were cowardly,

thas

; were frescherous.

Suddenly General Carfux’s eyes narrowed.

He locked at thn‘c Jjuni tlx a new li
in hix eyves; with a sudden g alte!
his whole expression.

“Wait!" he said curtly. ““Yes, by erackey,

wait!”

IIe marched up and down again, thinking
deeply, and the four prisoners watched him
with fear and appreher They jumped
nearly a foot into the air as he suddenly
stopped in front of them, and pointed a
gnarled finger at them.

“You have no sympathy with this rebellion,
eh?” he rapped ocut. “Is that it?  You
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don’t agree with this—this ridiculous barring-
out?”

“No, sir!” gasped the quartette, in one
trembling voice.

“In that case, you’d be glad to sce the
rebellion over?” went on the general,
“You'd like to go home for the remainder of
the holidays, with the whole thing set(led’

“Yes, rather, sir!” said Guiliver. “We
all would!”

“Yes, sir!” edu»m] the othms, machine-like.

“Then you’ve got to help me!” said the
general crisply.

“Help you, sir?” faltered Guiliver.

“Yes, help me!” said General Carfax.
“Now _then, are you sincere or not? If you
want to see this rebellion over, if you want
to see this farce ended, you'll agree. Will
you help me, or shall I pack you off home,
disgraced and——"

“We—we’ll  lclp,

sir!” said Fullerton

3

“By Jove, thal’s a wonderful
We'd love to sce the rebellion over,
We'll help like a

desperately.
idea, sir.
and Handforth sacked.
shot, sirl”

“Rather, sir!” said Gulliver, catching the
trend. “You mean you want us to act as
spies, or something ?”

General Carfax frowncd He didn’t like
that word.

“8it down, boys!” he said gruflly. “Sit
down, and listen !”

One glance had told him that these rascals
were sincere in their desire to play the
traitor, and General Carfax, who looked upon
this warfare as a genuine campaign, did not
hesitate to use the ordinary methods of
battle. Here were four members of the
enemy force, ready and willing to act as
traitors.

Well, here was a
strategy |

chance to employ some
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CHAFTER 8.
The Trailors |

ENERAL CHRISTO-
PHER CARIAX rose
to his feet, and

Qe Gulliver & Co. took

four deep breaths. For

nc”nly twenty minutes they had been listen-
ing to the general as he had talked rapidly,
and now they were allowed to give vent to

'hmx relief and admiration.

“It's a mar\’ellons idea, sir!” said Gulliver
mnse]y “And it’s bound to work, too!”

“We'll do 1t, sir—we’ll help all .L]l)l]g the
line!” declared Fullerton. “By Jove, any-
thing against Handforth and Nipper and
those other rotters! They’ll be done; they’ll
be, dished completely !”

“Oh, cxumbs"’ grinned Teddy Long.

“What a_lark!”

General Carfax frowned. Somewhere deep
within him, perhaps, he did not quite relish
this method of warfare. But he put the
thought aside; he thrust it away from him.
This burrm" out had becn going on for so
long that he decided that he was justified
in adopting any means in order to bring it to
an end.

“Well,

boys, I'm trusting you!” he said
grufly.  “I'm going to let you return to
your stronghold, and T shall rely upon you
to carry out my orders. If you fail—"

“We won't fail, sir,” promised Gulliver.

“If you fail, then cxpulsion will be abso-
Jutely certain for you!” said the old soldicr.
“You're a sct of infernal young rascals, at
the best!” he added, with a glare. “But
no matter! You'll serve my purpose!
Scamps—ragamullins! That's what you are,
but you'll cither do as I say, or you'll be
sorry for it!”

“Wa'll carry out your orders, to the
letter !” said Gulliver. *“Why, dash it, sir,
we want to! We're as keen as mustard on
it! We'd love to seo Handlorth cxpelled,
and he’s bound to be sacked after you've
beaten the rcbels. And we shan’t get any
punishment at all, shall we, sir? That’s the
compact, isn’t it?”

Again the general frowned.

““Yes, that’s the compact,” he admitted.
““Whatever happens to the other rebels, you
boys will reccive no punishment. In reward
for your help, you'll get off scot-free. That’s
as it should be.”

Ho turned aside, breathing hard. Again
the general told himiself that he was justified
in taking this course. Ho was_pleased fo
call it strategy. Once more he silenced that
voice within him—that voice which told him
that this method was questionable. He was
determined to quash the rebellion, and here
was an easy way of achieving his end.

He kopt ﬁhcso cads there for another half-
hour. repentieg his instructions, and dinnirg
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.
into them the vital points. After that they
left, and the gencra]I felt relieved,
“Pah!” ho grunted. “ Young scampsi
Young good-for-nothings! Traitors to their
own force—ready to betray them! Well, I
mustn’t be too squeamish—1 mustn’t be soft!
No, by crackey!”

In the meantime, Gulliver and his three
companions safely got back into the strong-
hold. Luck was with them, and nolody
saw them enter, nobody saw them creep back
to their dormitory. Even Nipper did not
au~ l that the camp now harboured some

%'lH lc\» did Nipper suspect that grim
activities had been afoot in the lower regions
of the Modern House for many hours during
that night. Even when he noted, the next
morning, that Gulliver and Bell were look-
ing heavy-eyed, he hardly gave them a
second glance. For he knew their little
habits, and imagined that they had sat up
late, card- playmg

Teddy Long of the Remove, and Fullerton
of the Third, were equally washed-out {hat
morning. But for some reason all four of
the cads appeared to have a slightly bloated
look about them, as though they had been
indulging in a heavy meal in the privacy of
their own dormitory.

Indeed, there were a few tell-tale crumbs
on Tu!dy Long’s waistcoat as he passed
down the upper corridor, and Gulliver
pullnd the culprit u wtth a jerk.

“You young . foo! rl)‘” said
“Can’t you be more carefu”"

savagely.

“Here, I say—" began Teddy indig-
nantly.
“Look at_your waistcoat!” went on Gulli-
ver, lowering his voice. ‘“Nothing but
crumbs !

Confound you, Long, do you want
to give the game away?”

“Shut up, you ass!” muttered Bell,
an uncasy glance round him.

Teddy Long hastily brushed the crumbs
from his person, and only just in time, too,
for Handforth & Co. came swinging round
a bend, and Mandforth paused as he caught
sight of the four cads.

“My hat!” he n;aculatcrl “What’s the
matter with you chaps?”

“Nothing !” said Gulliver, glaring.

“You look as though you’ve been out all
night!” went on Handforth, eyeing them

with

narrowly. “Baggy cyelids—pasty com-
plexions—"
“NMind yonr own business!” interrupted

Gulliver sourly.

He and the others walked on, and it was
noted that they went at quite a_good pace.
Handforth had a habit of running after a
fellow, swinging him round by the shoulder,
and “dotting ” him one on the nose.

“Teave them alone, Handy!” said Church,
as his 1cader showed some signs of these
symptoms. “They’re not_worth hitting 1"

“You're right 1" agreed Handforth. “ Blow
them 1””

Gulliver & Co. went downstairs, and there
were curiously cxpectant looks on all their

faces. But the rehel fortress seemed to be
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in its usual coudition. Fellows were bustling
about everywhere, and an appetising sinel
came from the domestic quarters. Breakfasi
was, nearly ready.
hey don't secin to have discovered any
thing yet!” whispered Beil. “ My tmt!
There'il be a row when they discover- :
“Keep guict, you idiot ©* hissed Gulliver.
“We'd betrer not talk abeut

it at all—not

even a syllable! Dow't forger that walls
have ear:

“Don't worry ! said Fullerton. with «
grin, “The only spy in the Lower School
is with us,

“Here, 1 say -—" protested Teddy Long.

“Oh, keep your mouth shut!” interrupted

Gulliver. “Let's go into the dining-hail--
and pretend that evervthing is just the same
as usual. And don't (orgot that we've got
to be just as surprised as o\ox\'bndy clse
w !von the shock comes—nnd just as indignant,
to

A: they
gong sounded,
was ready for
Fellows came
animated.

Little did they guess what awaited them!

passed into the dining-hall. so the
announcing that breakfast
the first relay of rebels.
crowding ~in, hungry and

CHAPTER 9.
A Bitier Shock !
‘3\[‘[‘\ LITTLE. sur

reunded by his attens

Co

X _L\’ dants. presided at a
- jarge side-table,
which  had  recently

been added to the furniture of the dmmm
hall.  This table contained numbers of hot
dishes of cr fricd bacon, great plates
of piled-up Lread. and a weird and wonderfui
assortment of jugs—those latter filied to the
bnm with readvnade coffee.

“Buck up with the grub,
out Handforth impaticntly.
ting here for three colid nnnufe:’”

“Who are you caliing waiter?” demanded
Hommme Waton why haphoned ta be bre
of that day’s meal ordorlies.

“Well, T meant you, but T can sce that T
was making a mistake.” retorted Handforth
with heavy sarcasm, “T'tm the waiter!
Anyhow, T've heen waiting here for nearly
twenty minutes ——

“Here you are, then!” said Watson, grin-
ning.  “Perhaps this’ll keep your mouth
occupied for a bit!”

He planked down a plate of sizzling bacon,
and performed the unwaiterly action of
throwing a hunk of bread at Handfortn
chest. It rebounded. and fell on the tai
At the same moment. orderly
brought a cup of celfe

“0Odds relief and satisfaction!” beamed
Archie (ilenthorne, who was sitting near to
Handforth. “The good old priceless brew!:
Not exactly tea. but the next dashed best
thing ! Absolutely !”

waiter ! sang
“TI've been sit

another

“My dear fathead, if vou think this coffee

is yours, you'd hetter think again!” sai
Handforth, deftly annexing the brew. “This
is mine.”

“Yours?" repeated Archio sadiy. *Oh,
I sec what you mean!l You what? That

is to say. I absolutely don't click this time?
trightfully rough luck., but T fear that an
argument with vou. old scream, might lead
to the coffre being divided between us—on
our du:lmd persons!”

Weli, we're in for another day of in.
by the look of it,” d Handforth,

> 3 ppcd his coffee. “I'm jiggered if—

What the--— Oh, my only hat! hat
the——>

Handforth broke off with an utterly in-

coherent splutter, followed by such a terr
roar of indignant anguish that everybody in
the dining-hall started round and stared 2t
him. Incidentally, Handforth was the only
fellow who had sampled any of the break-
fast. It was customary to serve him first,
in order to save trouble.

“Shouldn’t be so greedy!” said Willy,
from the other side of the table. "l | sup-
pose you've burnt your mouth, Ted?

Handforth was on his feet, and he was
staring at_his cup of coffee in a dazed kind
of w His face was screwed up into such
an expression of disgust that its usual rugged
ugliness was greatly intensified.

“Pah!” he gulped. “Phoo! Oh, my
goodness!  What—what the dickens have
you rinns&) to this coffee, Fatty? 1i's as bitter

as gall !
. “Bitter?” shouted Fatty Little, with fino
indignation. “Great pancakes! Are you

grumbling about my coffce, IHandforth? 1
take a pride—"

“It’s not_coffce at all 1” hooted Handforth
wildly. “TIt’s—it’s poison! I—T've never
tasted such horrible stuff——"

He broke off, and rammed a piece of bread
into his mouth. The next moment he let
out a louder yell than ever, although this
time it was mercifully muffled. A fine spray
of breaderumbs flew from Fdward Oswald
like stcam from an exhaust.

“Help!” he gurgled. “This—this bread's
worse !"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tiv nnboxh in the room roared with
laughter.  Handforth reccived no sympathy,

for it was naturally assumed that he was,
as usual, making a lot of fuss over nothing.

But at that moment Gulliver samp'ed his
own coffee, and he leapt to his feet, and
upsct the entire contents of his cup over the
table. His fellow conspiiators of the night
knew that that action had been deliberate.

“Ooooh !" screamed Gulliver.  “Handy’s
right!  It’s poison {”

Fatty Little gave a fresh shout of pro-
testation.

“You're dotty I he yelled. “T made this
coffee myself, and I jolly well know it's
good! 1t’s all fresh coffce, with full-cream
condensed milk, and freshly boiled water!
Let’s bave a taste, anyhow!”
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Ie seized a cup, and
guip. He wasn't going to have people tel
g him that his colfee wasn’t good!
the champion cook of the Lower \chool'

But Fatty suddenly leapt about two feet
into the air—a startling performance, cen
sidering his bulk.  He thudded down, and
the whole table shook ominously. Every-
body watched with great interest, for it
scemed that Fatty was in the upening throes
of a ft.

“This isn’t any too promising!”
mured Reggie Pitt, shaking his head.

ook a big, hoartf'

Hur

“Oh, ginger!” moaned Fatty, rccovering
his voice. * Oh. pepper ! Great ;}owonmlu
cheesc!  Pah! It's—it's ghastly I’

“There you arel” snorted Handforth.
“What did I tell you? And the bread's
worse |”

‘The dining-hall was now in an uproar,
for_once the spark had been fired, it spread
rapidly. Everybody was sampling the coffee
and the bread. Nipper thought it ad-
visable to taste the fried bacon. ~One taste
was enough. It was as bitter as gall.

It was even worse. Never in his life had
Nipper tasted suca a revoltingly nauseous
flavour. It indescribable—and so utterly
awful that it gave one a horrid feeling in
the pit of one’s stomach. And that bitter-
ness lasted indefinitely in the mouth, ciinging
to the gums and the tongue like somet }u')“

foul.
“Steady, you chaps—steady! thouted
Nipper, swa!fo\vmg hard. “Do ’t get so

excited !"

“But everything’s poisoned I yelled Arm-
strong, in_ alarm.
“Everything’s uneatable, anyhow!” ‘said
pper grimly.  “But there’s no need for
you chaps 1o lock so frightened, You're
not going to die. Somebody’s been monkeys
ing with our food’

'\lunkvy\n'r \\'lth "

“Good gad!”

“But—but  who—I mean, how  on
\Yunko)mg with it ?” said Hand-

earth——
forth dazedly. “By George! What about
the rest of the stuff ?” he added, with a
sudden jump. “What about all our stocks
in_the kitchen?”

There was one frantic rush for the
kitchen!

¥
% CHAPTER 10.

!be Awful Truth !

Q) ONSTERNATION
reigned  supreme in
the rebel stronghold.

- Enemy attacks

i might develop, flocds

might menace the fortress, and the rebels

would remain calm and rr‘dx. But_when

their food supply was it jecpardy, it was
time to get excite

That breakfast fasco had filled every

junior with dread.
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Practically overybody had sampled one
thing or the other—the coffce, the baccn,
the bread, the biscuits, the jam, the mar-

malade, the cakes. And everything on the

menu  had  been in the same coudition.
Bitter—unutterably. incredibly Dbitter! Un-
catable and revolting!

Small wonder, then, that there was a
frantic rush for the kitchen and the store
cupboards. Fatty Little, in ite of his
cumbersome  size, was the first to arrive.

In vain he tried o stem the tide of invasion,
“Clear out of here!” ho shouted des
perately.  “This is my kitchen, and [ don’t
want all you fatheads to hiunder in here——""
“We want to examine the food!” shouted

somcbody.

“There's nothing wrong with it!” hel-
lowed Fatty. “It's been nnder my care all
the time, and everything's pure.  Why, [

made that great batch of bread only yester-

day, and—"
But he was ruthlessly swept aside by the
firod, and the kitchen was overrun by cager

amd anxious investigators,

“ Kcep your hair on, Fatty!" said Nipper.
“We can’t keep these chaps out until we
discover the worst—or the hest. Let's have
a lock at all the food supplies. Everything
—flour, biscuits, tea, coffee—and even the
tinned stuff. We've got to make a com-
plete investigation.”

“T say. look here!™
from the other side of the kitchen,
at this sack of flour! Tt’s all
soot and earth and cinders!”
“ What 1"

“And this tea is like everything else—
ribly bitter ! said Reggie Pitt, who had
t plunged his hand into an opened tea-
hest.

And so the examination
results that were more and more alarming
as every fresh fact came to light.

Practically all the stuff was mysteriously
bitter. It was so extracrdinary—so inex-
plicable. What was the cause of
stran,qc, nauscous bitterness?

The other foodstuffs were rendered uncat-
able in various ways. Even the tins of
corned beef, salmon and sardines, peacles
and pears had been pierced and impregnated
with that awful bitterness. Flour sacks weve
tampered with in other ways, the flour
being mixed with earth and soot.

As a net result of the investigation, the
rebels found that there was no food left!
Their entire supply, which would ordinarily

<houted Handforth,
“ Look

mixed with

went on, with

have lasied for a clear fortnight, was un-
eatable !

Indignation swept up and down the
stronghold like a raging forest fire. Ever

bedy shouted at once, and for some timne
chaos held sway. It was impossible for
Nipper and the othe. leaders to restore
order.

For the r; and file of the rebels were
startled and horrified.  What prospect was

there now ? Without food, they were a spent
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Fo - force. And

'@i\ ‘g ﬁ they were
] i cer tla inly

Ty 5 4 without
—~— 3 4 food  now—
) for every

atom of the
stuff they

possessed
was unfit for
consumption.

nd  here
were,
ravenously
hungry  in
this cold
Christmas
weather!

- CAIL this
- special grub,
too!” wailed

Fatty Little, in a voice of mournful tragedy.
“All that wonderfu] stuff that Handy’s pater
sent us! Oh, bloate V.
what a horrible cata-

“But who's done it demanded Hand
forth fiereely. “That’s what I want to
know—who’s done it? And why?”

“I think those two questions are pretty
casy to answer, old man,’” said Nipper, with

What a shame—
el”
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For they, of all the rcbels, knew the
truth !

Hadn’t they spent hours in the night

‘doctoring ** the food stores? adn't
they pierced the tinned goods? Hadn't they
mixed soot and rubbish with the flour?

Hadn’t they powdered the coffce and the
tea, the bread and the biscuits, the sugar
and the bacon?

They vividly remembered their hard work.
It was the general who had provided themn
with that special powder, and with the
liguid which they had syringed into the
tinned stuffs and the jams.

Gulliver & Co. had been rather frightened
about it ali, notwithstanding -—the fact
that General Carfax had assured them,
most cmphatically, that the powder and the
liguid were perfectly harmless. Indeed, they
were a tonic, rather than a poison. Although
so fearfully bitter, the stulf was harmless.
All those boys who tasted of it would. if
anythmg, benefit in health, But they would
certainly not taste of it again! Once was
enough!

“By gad!

I never dreamed it would work
like this!’ whispered Bell, as he found him-
self alone with Gulliver for a moment. “It's
—it’s uncanny! Jolly lucky for us that we
grabbed a stock of good stuff, and hid it in

a dangerous calmness. “In the first place, | our dormitory.’ ) ————
there are either traitors in ~ "’lgfl quiet, b{;‘:‘l“ idiot ! p
the camp, or some of the N 5 “There’s nobody near us!”
general’s men managed to é:m:‘ ;‘l“:t‘": Mbi‘“f"i‘:"g‘ grinned Bell. ““As for the
get in during the night!” wrapped round a itone, far grub, we shall be all right
“Traitors!” repeated  across the Triangle where until the rebellion snuffs out.
Handforth, aghast. *“But—  General Carfax, who had been We took enough stuff to last

but there isn't anybody ~ expecting it,
here who would betray the
rest of wus! It's—it’s un-
hinkable!"”
W

all true blue!” said Armstrong

angrily.
“Well, let’s hope we are,” said Nipper.
“For the sake of argument, we'll assume
that one or more of the gencral's men got
into the place. They must have worked for
hours and hours during the night, ruining
all our grub. And as for why it's been
done—well, that’s easy. The general wants
to drive ns out, doesn’t he? And we shan’t
be able to last long witheat food.”

“My only hat!” muttered Handforth
huskily.

“It’s a rotten shame!” caid Gulliver. his
face red with indignation. “You're fine
leaders, aren’t vou? Why couldn’t von
keep a better watch? You promised us that
cverything weuld be all right, Nipper—"

“Dry up, you rotter!” roared Handforth,
turning: on him. It isn’t Nipper's fault--
or anybody else’s fauit, ¢

a_Governor of the school—would play a
dirty trick ‘like this?  It's—it’s almost un-
believable !”

But although Gulliver & Co. pretended to
be as indignant os the rest, they were
secretly congratulating themselves wpon the
complete success of their cfforts.

picked it up,
That note would tell the general
all about the rebels’ pmnsl\

us a couple of days, and no-
body will ever find it under
t h at floorboard. The

N general's an  artful  old
codger, if you like.”

“There’s another artful codger,” growled
Gulliver. “He’s not old, either! I'm think-
ing about that young blighter, Long! T wish
he hadn't been with us in this game! KEven
if he doesn’t blab—which T wouldn’t guarantee
—he might give the game away by going
to our grub-house
while  some
the  other
are about!”

“Oh, ho daren't!”
said Bell, not with.
out a twinge of nn-
casiness. “ Besides,
he's afraid of us.
He  knows what to
expeet if he-—"

“Shush1”  whis-
pered Gulliver
quickly.

A group of
dignant
rebels  were
a p proaching,
and  Gulliver
and Be!!
raised  their

in

voices in loud
lamentations




CHAPTER 11.
The Coun:i! ot War!
IPPER acted with de-

clsion,

“We’ve gob to hoid
a consultation,”” he de-

clared grimly. “It's
no good beating about t]m bush in a matter
of this kind. 1t’s no good wasting a lot of
time in useless talk. bomethmg has got to
be done.””

“HHear, hear!” agreed Handforth promptly
“But_what ?”’

“We must hold a council of war at ence,”
said Nipper. “Handy, buzz round and teli
the chaps, will you? A ou help, Reggie!
We want all the respor ble fellows in the
Senior Day Room.”

Belore many minutes had elapsed the werd
had zone roun

Such stalwarts as Fuaitwood, Buster Boots.
ie, Archie Glenthorne, Christine,
West, Casticton and Feuseell were in
gnthelm" Handiorth & Co. and the
other ““generals*” were there as a muaiter of
course.

The other rebels waited about the strong-
hold unxiously. Some of them were oo duty,

vatching, but their heart was not in their
to know the result of

werk. They wanted
“thar council of war. .

“Well, you fellows, we’ve zot to make
move, and it's ot to be something drastic,”
said Nipper firmly as he faced the council.
“Without food, the chaps will soon become
fed ap lney Il get listiess and weak.”
“And that means that they’ll scon be ready
ive in!”’ nodded Buster Bouts
xactly,” said Nipper. “There’s no reason
; we should think out a lot of far-fetched,
ble schemee far as 1 can see,
only one thing to be done. Directly
after it's dark, a party of us will have
go into me.n"tou and get a fresh supply of
grub.”’

“ DBy Jove, thav’s what I call a brainy suy-
said Fuliwood enthusi “It's

a

gestion,” tically.
simple Zand i) be direct, How many of us
ought to go, you think 2

“ Not more than a dozen,” replied Nipper.

“We mustn’t weaken the oljdinﬁry defences
more than necessary. It mignt even be a
goud idea for only one or two of ue to go

“Tow about bringing the stull back?”
asked Castleton.

‘\(mvmllv, we can’t bring it oureelves,”
said Nipper. “We shall have to have a small
vanload.  Still, T think a bodyguard of a

woul d be better, We cun buy all the
“Tve

Archie.  “What

stuff

“Thut's ll.v wheeze!” suid
got a good deal df money

“ Absolutely I” broke in
ho! Sume here, old thing! The good old
wailet i~ bulging with fivers which need a
new heme! The good old cash question is

Singleton.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

simiple. But I'm not so dnslwd sure that
bringing hemie the sp wil

“There’s another hing,” =uu Fuliwood.
“ What about to-day? The idea is to go and
.«u h (hls arub after dark, isn’t it?”

“Ye: aid \mpm “But it gets dark

s00n, «\i’cr four o’clock.”

“And in the mcantime, evervhody
without grub ! & er Boots dubio

“My hat! 'Incxv a fuss! The K
naven’t h'xd acy breskfost. remember.’
. “1t can’t be helped.” replied Nipper, frown-
ing. “It wouid be sheer 1diocy to venture
out in daylight—especially after the general
has \}\U\\n us so clearly that he’s on the war-
path.”

The others were struck by this remark.

“Yes, by George!” 1 Handforth. “That’s
another point! How in the name of all that’s
mysterious did the general’s men get into
our quarters last night? How did they
manage to do all that damage ?”

"Theres no proof that the geneval’s men

goes

aps

did get in,” said Nipper significantly. “As I
mentioned at first, it looks more like the
work of trajtors!”

Handforth gave a stal

“Gulliver and Bell!”” h? ejaculated breath-
lessly. “ Yes, and that young beast Fullerton,
Mof the Third!" Haven’t you mnoticed how
washed-out they Iook QhAS morning?  We'l
grab them, e

“Ay dear chap, )0\ m.nstn t accuse fellows
in that way, without any evidence,’” inter-
rupted T\}ppﬂ “I quite agree that Gulliver
and Bell are likely culpri ts bu it’s just s
itkely that their was! out appearance i3
only due to card pla m“‘ Perhaps they wera
sitting up half the , having a spree, as
they call it7?

“Well, we could
we 7"

“No =ood,”
wouldn’t be fm tu q
lh:m it would be to ¢
have some sort ve
can make a definite move that. Per hu‘»
something will ¢0p up during the day.”

The mecti g broke up soon afterw vd~ the
council of war having decided that a dozen

g

them, couidu’t

question

picked juniors :hou'd venture forth im-
mediately after dmk.  In  the meautime.
perhups ” enough  of the “doctored > food

could Le salvaged to muke

Fatty was set at this task, and he went
about it with his usuel industry. Dut for
once even Fatty was pessimistic.

square meal.

CHAPTER 12.
The Raiders!

Hh meal,
finally

when it was
conjured up,
proved that Fatty
Little’s pessim.em had
ot been unic
The most (lhlt could bo eaid for it
was wholesome.  But it was bitter,

un-

it
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This latter quality

palatable, and: scanty.
nce nobody

was not of much importance, s
wanted a second helping.

Quite a few of the rebels, too, were very
doubtful as to the feod’s wholesomeness.
Only Gulliver & Co. knew that the bitterness
was innocuous. Many of the others com-
plained of sharp pains afterwards, and euch
i8 the force of the imagination that they
veally did feel pains. But as nobody became
really ill, the anxiety gradually died down.

Then commenced- the long wait until the
evening.

Nipper, of course, instituted a very thorough
investigation. But nothing came of it. There
were no traces in the kitchen or the store-
rooms, and although one of the barricades
at the rear of the House secemed to have
been tampered with, nobody could definitely
say that it had been.

The night workers, in fact, had beea so
excessively careful that they had left no clues
behind them

The suspicion was growing that there were
traitors in the camp, and this eort of feeling
was by no means conducive to peace and
goodwill, as the season demanded. Feliows
began to get euspicious of one another.
Groups of rebels talked together in odd
corners of the building, whispering and hint-
in

In a word, that previously staunch garri-
son had now become a hotbed of mistrust.
The very suggestion that traitors were in
their midst had caused everybody to lose
faith. Hitherto, the rebels had been united,
but now they were doubtful.

Nipper was mightily glad when dusk began
to fall. Action of some kind would put an
end to this mnerve-trying situation, and
although only a dozen would venture forth,
the rest wou{d be kept on the gui vive until
the return of the food hunters.

for General Carfax, no sign had come
from him during the day.

He had not been seen, neither had any of
his men. It was not even known that the
general really had any men. Only Gulliver &
Co. were convinced of that fact.

Once, a tradesman from the village had
trudged through the Triangle, and had pre-
sented himself at the door of the Ancient
House. He had looked curiously at the rebel
stronghold, but he had not even spoken to
the crowds of boys who stood at the upper
windows. The postman came, too, but except
for these two innocent diversions the day
passed draggingly.

All thoughts of Yuletide jollities had now
vanished. The rebels had planned quite a
programme of festivities for that evening, for
they were determined to enjoy their Christ-
mas, in spite of their strange situation.
But without any food in the place there was
no time or inclination for jollifications,

The raiding party was selected after much
discussion. Nipper, of course, was at the
head of it, and Handforth insisted upon
being his hcuten:mt It was urged that he
would bo wanted in the stronghold in case of

a surprise attack. But Iandtorth wouldn't
listen..

“I'm going!” ho declarcd stoutly. “And
so_are Church and McClure! We're not
going to bo left out of this stunt!”

So Handforth had his way, and the others
included were Archie Glenthorne, the Hon.
Douglas  Singleton, Tregellis-West, Tommy

‘atson, and four more. Reggie Pitt was
placed in charge of the fortress until Nipper's
return, and Reggie was supported by Buster
Boots and all the strong men of the Fourth,

“We shall bo all right,” dectared Reggie.
“If tho general gets sporty while you're
away, Nipper, you can count on us to keep
the flag flying. And we shall count on you
to come back with the washing!”

“With luck, we ought to be away for only
a couplo of hours, said I\lppcr “We shall
go at thoe double after we’'ve got through
Bellton, and T expect we shall ride back with
tho van.”

““Let's hope there’ll be a van,” eaid Reggie,
indicating his hunger by revealing the slack-
ness of his waistcoat. “As soon as we hear
the sound of a motor we'll have a bodyguard
out in the Triangle.”

Thero was little more to be scttled, and as
darkness had now fully descended the raiding
force prepared to leave. Throughout the
ontire stronghold there was a fecling of
intense excitement and anticipation. Every-

thing depended upon the success of this
venture.
If only it could be accomplished, tho

gencral’s strategic move—the general’s shabby
trick, as most of the rcbels called it—would
bo circumvented. But if the Trusty Twelve
returned without any food, then the gencral
would indeed have scored a deadly blow at
the rebels!

It was a cold, crisp evening. There were
traces of fog, too, and overhead tho sky was
dull, with no stars showing. Indecd, for the
business in hand the weather was ideal. The
rebels would be able to slip out unseen in that
dense gloom.

They wero entirely successful.

One by one the twelve food-hunters left the
Modern House, going by way of a cellar
grating, and crawling with cxcessive caution
to an agreed upon spot far beyond the school
wall—cach junior taking a different course.

If the general had any of his men about,
which was doubtful so carly in the cvening,
they saw nothing. The rebels were an intact
force when .they joined company at the meet-
ing-place.

“Good egg!” said Hnnd(or(h breathlesely.
“We're all here, eh?

“ Absolutely !” breathed Archie. “Tally-
ho, and so forth! I mean, now for the pood
old hunt,” what? Good gad! I'll be a
frightful temptation, decar chappies, once we
get into Bannington,”

“What will be a temptation?” whispered
Church.

“Xceeping away from the good old grub,”
replied Archic, *I mean, wo absolutely can't
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tcuch & morsel until we get back. It wouldn’t
bo quite the thing, what?”

“We shan’t have any tine for feeding,
Archie,” said Nipper. **We shall have all
our work cut out to hire a van and get it
filled with bread und bucou, tea, sugar und
all the other things.”

“We mustn’t be oo particular about the
quality of the grub,” said Singleton. *“Any
old stuff will do, as long as it’s good. Wo
shall be jolly lucky to get a vanload of
biscuits, if it comes to that!”

Discussing noﬁhmg but the one great
question, the juniors proceeded down Bell
ton Lane, and branched ofl just before get-
ting to the village. By taking a footpath and
then_a narrow by-lane, they finally struck
the Bannington Road without having passed
through the village.

“All the bettcx if we can get there without
being spotted,” said Nipper. *We don't
want the general to ambush us on the way
back.”

“He'll have a fat chance!” grinned Hand-
ferth der ively. “How the dickens can he
ambush a van? If any of his beastly men try
to stop us we'll simply drive straight on, and
scatter 'em.”

By now they were well on the way, with
the main road stretching ahead of them, clear
and deserted. They went at the double, and
all secemed well until they reuched the foot of
a little dip, whero the road gave a sharp turn.
Then, out of the gloom, came a sudden
whisper, followed by a etealthy movement.
Next moment, with a rush, a number of forms
bore down upon the rcbels!

CHAPTER 13.
Proof |
OOK out!” yelled
Nipper.
“By George, the
gencral’'s men!”

shouted Handforth,
“How the dickens did they know?”

It was the first thought that had come to
bim, and Nipper was puzzled also. Not
that there was any time to think. Fully half-
a-score of burly figures swept down upon the
rebels, and there was something grimly
menacing in their very silence.

Undoubtedly they were the general’s inen
~-paid to stop these boys from getting into
Bannington. They were respectable enough
—and honest cnough. Perhaps they regarded
the whole thing as a joke. But to the rebels
it was a serious enough matter.

“Stick it, you cl)aps‘” yelled Handforth
desperately. “If we're captured it'll be all
up' K\i'low then, you rotter, take that!”

rash !

Handforth's fist lunged out and thudded

into one of the forms that loomed ncar.
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"l:hl” howled Church. ** Mind what you're
doing !”

“Fathead I”  snorted  Handforth. =1
thought you were one of the enemy! Why
can’t you keep out of the way?”

The unfortunate Church, who had received
a blow which was almost a knock-out, reeled
dizzily away. Meanwhile, the fight was de-
veloping with unexpected ferocity. At least,
it was uncxpected on the part of the enemy.

The general bad glibly told them that
they would merely have to stop u handful of
schoulboys—and from tho way the general
had spoken these good men had believed that
they were in for a walk-over. They would
simply grab these youngsters by the seruff of
their necks, and haul them off to the general’s
headquarters. Nothing easier !

Unhappily, the, ceality was Giite dilfesent,

IFor these rebels, strangely enough, did not
allow themselves to be seized by the scruff
of their necks. They were fighting like the
dickens, and the strength behind their
punches was enormous. Man after man stag-
gered away, both surprised and hurt.

‘Lhercafter, the fight became more deadly.

For the general’s wen allowed a certain
amount of animosity to creep into their
manner.  Not that they could aciuvally be
blamed. Any man, no matter how peacefully
inclined, is hable to get a bit peevish when
a mere schoolboy punches him in the middle
of the face with a blow like that of a sledge-
hammer.

“Keep it upl”
winning, you chaps.”

This was no idle boast. The rebels were
winning. By dini of desperate lighting and
pursistent effort they were weuakening these
attacks, And as Nipper fought, so his
thouglits raced.

Here  was  proof—proof LU(ICluSh’&le)&t
there were traitors in the camp!

Othlicrwise, how could this ambush have
been prepared? For the general must have
known, hours since, that these boys would be
on their way to Bannington at this particular
tiine of the evening !

Fven if they had been secn cmerging from
the stronghold, there had been no time for
the enemy to get into position. For the
Trusty Twelve had proceeded at the double,
and had not lost a single minute. Moreover,
the careful nature of this ambush--the cun-
ningly selected spot—all indicated that the
men bad been warned some hours ago.

Somebody, then, must have got word across
to General Carfax

Nipper was h«.rculy angry as he came to
this conclusion, aud he vowed, then and
there, that when he got to St. Frank’s he
would hold a very searching inquiry. He
would discover the identity of the traitors

pnnud Nipper. *We're

who were supplying information to the
enemy |
It may as well be stated at once that

Gulliver had supplied General Carfax with
the facts.  During the afternoon it had been
“Gulliver's pleasure to stroll on the flat roof,
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and, seizing a favourable opportunity, he had
usod his catapult. A stone, with a brief note
wrapped round it, had been sent far across
the Triangle into the West Square, and the
shrewd old soldicr, who had arranged for this
method of corymunication, had had plenty of
Um(‘ to make his plans in detail.

Nipper, as the responsible leader of the
rebolhon and Handforth, as the irresponsible
leader of the rebellion, fought harder than
any of the others. Their example was
valuable, and gradually the astonished men
were forced to the conclusion that the gencral
had told them a fairy-tale.

They had been paid to drag a few school-
boys to St. Frank’s for pnmsl\ment but they
had not been paid to fight like amateur
Tunneys on_the public highway!

And so, one by one, they lost their
er:.husxa.sm, and when, finally, a kind of panic
scized them, the battle was won. The rebels
made a desperate onslaught, and the road was
cleared. The enemy were strewn to left and
to right.

“Come on!” panted Nipper. “The way's
clear now, and we don’t want to waste time!
All here? Good!”

Battered and bruised, but still intact,
Trusty Twelve proceeded on their mission!

the

CHAPTER 14.
Boycotted !

ANNINGTON ot last!
It was only just
five-thirty, and all the
sheps were open, their
windows ablaze with
light. DBannington was a go-ahead town in
some ways, and sleepy in others, but in justice
to the sho')kccpcra it must be said that they
knew the value of window lighting.

Those gleaming shop windows were a
welcome sight to the hard-pressed rebels as
they entered the Hi gh Strect at the double.
Further nlong, the cinema was a veritable
palace of dazling electric lights, and the
Bannington ho[nhv makers were alrcady
rolling in for their ovening’s amusement.

“Well, here we are, anyhow!” said Nipper,
as he paused. “Everything quiet, too, and
wo don't look too battered. I vote we go
straight across the road and buy all the staff
at the National Stores.”

“Good idea!” said Singleton. “They've
got two or three vans, and they're bound to
be avaiiable now. Come on! The sooner
the quicker!”’

The National Stores was a popular estab-
Jishment in Bannington. It was ore of the
big multiple shops, with branches thronghout
the kingdom. They were wholesale grocors
and provision merchants, and the Bannington
establishment was an unusnally elaborate one.
with a wholesale depot at the rear. They
were bound to have hna\y stocks,

“Four of us will go in, and the othiers will
remain outside on the watch,” said Nipper

21

briskly, “Don’t forget that we're in danger
all the time. All hands are turned against us
just at present. The town people are pretty
m(hrmaut, about this rebellion, and they think
we're a lot of young l'.lp:cn”ll)ns We don't
want any trouble with the locals either, so
keep careful watch!”

Nipper, Handforth, Archie Glenthorne, and
Tregellis-West strode inte the great stores
br I\Iy There was something singularly
significant about the quick movement of the
manager as he came forward to meet them.
It almost scemed that he had been expeeting
thcmvrhnt he had been on the watch for such
anusual customers.

“Yes, young gentlemen 2’ he asked, with a
decidedly uneasy note in his voice.

“Am you the manager ?” asked Nipper.

“«Ia

e }oodl * said Nipper. “Then you're the
man we want. We've como here to buy a van-
load of provisions. Bread—if you haven't got
it, you can wangle a supply, I suppes
bm,mts, cheese, roﬁ"cc tea, butter, sugar——

“I am sorry, sir,” swl the manager gruflly.

“1 cannot pos*lo]v—-——

“Come off it!” said Handforth. “This
isn’t a rag! We want the stuff, and we're
willing to pay for it—cash down. Docs that
make any difference 7"’

“None whatever, sir,"”
unhnpp)ly.

“Good gad!” protested Archie. “That is
to say, odds rot and pifile! In fact, and with
emp‘msxs odds pnﬂln and rot! Mv dear old
can of beans, we've jolly well brought the
Open Sesame!”

And Archie displayed a dazzling sheaf of
fivers. But still the manager of the National
Stores shook his head.”

“I am very sorry, young gentlemen,”
said, “but I cannot supply you.”

“Why not?” demarded Nipper.
open for business, aren’t you?”

“Yes, but wo reserve the right to refuse
to serve any

“But why should you refuse?” broke in
Tandforth excitedly. ““Our money’s as good,
as anybody else’s! We'll pay cash down, and
we'll pay for the van, too—the hire of it, I
rTmn; Hang it, you can’t fool about like,
thist®

But the manager, unfortunately, continued,
to fool about. He definitely and poaxtnd
refused to sapply the St. Frank’s fellows with
oven a modest pennyworth of bxscuxts

“All right, we won’t argue,” said l\lpper
curtly. “And in future, when normal times
come, we shall know where not to bring our
custom.”

The manager looked exceedingly distressed,
and the four juniors noted, too, that all the

sis in  the big s‘mp—-and many
too—were regarding them with
t

said the manager

he

“You're

oustomers,
open curiosi
“Well?” asked the other rebels, in one
voice, as the quartette emerged.
“Nothing doing!” said Nipper, “They
won't serve us.”
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rable rotters!”

ng gocd money!
what it is!
rapidly discovered
wis nobt an
went into had

For they
Vational Stores
ery shop they

E
story.
his head.
their pockets, could get nobody to
supply them!

“But  what does it mean?”
panted Handforth, in desperation
“Why won't you serve us? It's
the same cverywhere—we're
colted I”

“1 am very much afraid that
you have hit upon the right word,
voung man,” said the particular
shopkeeper whom Iandforth had
addressed. “As a matter of fact,
ihe whole town has blacklisted

boy

“Odds injustices and
tions!” wjaculated Archie.
why?”  asked

persecu
Nipper

no reason why yon
<houldw't know the truth,” said
the shopkeeper. “In a way, I'm
very sorry that T must refuse you,
because T late turning away goo

custom.  But it happens that
General Carfax has warned every-
body in the town not to serve
you.”

“Lverybody in  the town!”
cchoed Nipper, taking a deep
breath. “By Jove, why didn’t 1
think of thal before? So that's
the explanation!”

“General Carfax made a per-
sonal tour of every shop in the

whole  dis to-day,” went on
the merchant, shaking his head.
“T'm very much afraid, young
gentlomen, thai you won’t obtain
any foodstufs—>

i b it, you know! The
general your boss, is he?”
asked Archie mildly. “I mean,
he can’t order you to do this or
it or this, can he?”
iopkeeper  hesitated, and
Nipper supplied the solution of
the riddle.

dear chaps, it's as plain as
“All these
one another

d sht, lie said.
compete with
e sehool contracts.

jolly bad business, if they losc

contracts through it.

The rebels wandered out,
ritten plainly on their faces.
“Then—then we're absolutely d
nirch blankly.

“ Lool

shouied Handforth.
Prejudice, that's
We'll go somewhere else!”
They did—to reccive further shocks.
that
isolated case. |
the same j o
Jivery manager, or proprictor, shook
The rebels, with mouey burning in

I they serve us,
y chauce they ever had.
a little profit to-day on our order wi
the school
They can’t afford -lo |
igrove the general's instructions.” |
consternation
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is like 1t, I'm afraid,” said Nipper.

“What about Caistowe?”

“The gencral’s probably been there, ton,”
said Nipper.  “This is .a snag we never
expected, and it’s a nasty one. Here we ave,
with the money in our hands and with dozens
of shops bulging with food, and we can’t
so much as a biscuit!”

the

The situation was grave indeed!

\w-7R

A

As tue
van wiich con-
tained the rebels’
food supplies
came to a stand-
still, a number of men. ied by General Carfax, appeared

from behind the hedges which bor.lered both sides of the -
road. Insfew mouents the rebels were fighting desper=

ately in an attempt to prevent their supplies from being

captured,

CHAPTER 15,
A Friend in Need |

T was Archie Glen
thorne who aroused a
spark of hope.

“ Groos gad and
dash it1” he said sud-
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said Handforth. “Old Tingle?  thorne larders and store-cupbords for genera-
— tions.  The old blighter is a sort of family

“«Rp 2

What the-

" | tradition !
said Archie stoutly. “Old “0Oh!” said Nipper slowly. “Your pater is

My dear old soul, he’s |one of his best customers, eh?”
man! first grocer in Not ene, but 1e best customer,” corrected

oldest cstablished business in | Archie firmly.  ““ At various periods of history
i the muater has beeome slightly fed up with
Tingle, and has insisted upon starting
accounts at the big London stores.
But the pater has always brought
down_the jolly old foot. Tingle
remains the one and only grocer.”

“And he's a big wholesale

too,” mused Nipper.
almost overlooked him—
mainly beeause he's furtler the
street, in the exclusive
But I expect he’s bad a vi
the general, too.”

“Of course he has!” growlea
Handforth.

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie
promptly. “Oh, absolutely !
all the s old Ti
care a dash
he’d be pretiy
the

e T
Leave this to me!”

“Rats!” said Handforth. “Ili
tackle him.”

“No!” murmured Nippe:.
“Leave it to Archie. It’s our only
chance.”

With fresh hope the st
Twelve hurried along  to  the
refined, dignified cstablishment of
Mr. Timothy Tingle i hy
was. old-fashioned and quai
none the less attractive becau
that.  With Mr. Tingle it w
point of hononr for him to rem
old-fashioned, in contrast to
glaring modernity of the multiple
stores

“Dear me!” said Me. Tingle un-

(gt
o, ©
%

happily, as he observed the
juniors  crowding into  his e
clusive shop. “Dear, dear, dear!

1 was afraid of it, Judkins—I was
afraid of it! What did I tell
you?”

Mr. Judkins, a lean indiv
who presided over the pr

shutters wer
of the as
old situation. He’s been here ages, don’t { Tingle made a point of closi
you know—a regular family institution!” hour earlier than anybody else.

Handforth felt exasperated, and he looked He was a
it. and he mana

“What difference does that make?” he | Archic as the lafter ac
demanded.  “What’s it matter how long this | «\What ho. what
giddy Methuselah has been established ?”’ pree

“Well, not much,” admitied Archie. “Not | My, Tingle! A dashed M
absolutely much. But, vou see, dear old | cocoanut!”
Tingle is the priceless chappie who supplies “The same to von, Ma:
the Manor. 1 mean, he’s stocked the Glen- ! sure!” said Mr, Tingle heartily.

“ Absol

chie, by way of greciing. g
vy Christmas, old
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“Eh? Oh, T sce what you mean!” said
Archie. “Bat about the good old provisions.

We've trickied in to buy about two vanloads
of noscbag material. Tn other words, the
fodder. That is to say, grub in all shapes
and sizes, laddic! Grub in every variety and
assortment ! A shipping order, so to speak.”
“Now, Master Archie, I think you know
well enough that 1 can’t do it,” said Mr.
Tingle, shaking his head. “I knew that you
were in the town, and General Carfax has ex-

pro ssly forbidden——

“Oh. but come!” protested Archie. “I
mean, Mr. Tingle, come! 1 should absolutely
hate to indulge in any hints, but I must be
allowed to say that the pater will be fright-
fully rabid 1f you refuse—"

“I was afraid of this!”
Tingle zmnnu:]v,
vou mustn’t say that!” he went on. “Surely
this matter is not nny concern of your
father’s?”

“It will be, dash it, |f you refuse—"

“But 1 am negotiating. even now for the
school contract,” said Mr. Tingle unhappily.
““Indeed, having obtained the contract for
the Bannington Grammar School, T was hope-
ful of supplying St. TFrank’'s, too. Even at
this minute there is a van, fully loaded with
groceries for the Grummar School, in my
garage at the rear.’

All the rebels gave instantancous starts.

“A van?” said Handforth, m a strange
\mr(- “Loaded with groceries?”

“In my garage at this very minute!” said
Mr. Tingle, “It is the first consignment of
my big order for the Grammar School, and

muttered Mr.

the goods are to be delivered to-morrow.
They should have gone this afternoon,
only——  Well, the van was delayed. It was

my hope that I sheuld obtain the St. Frank's
contract, as T bave said, but I shall have no
chance if T offend Genera! Carfax.’

Nipper looked at Mr, Tingle closely, and he
did not fail to noto the twinkle in the old
merchant’s eyes. Truth to tell, Mr. Tingle
lLad thought deeply on this subject. If he
openly supplied the boys, he would lose all
chance of the St. Frank’s contract. h
refused to sunply them. he would lose the
Glenthorne Manor contract.

“A nod is as good as a wink to a blind
horse ! breathed Nipper into Handforth's ear.
“Good old Tingle! Can’t you sce that he's
just given us the tip?”

“Straight out of the horse’s
breathed Handforth.

“Bat I mean, » began Archie.
quite sce—-""

“It's no gond. Archie—we can't put Mr
Tingle into a difficulty like this,” said Nipper.

el

mouth !”

“I don't

FOR STUNNING SCHOOL
STORIES READ.

THE GEM

Every Wednesday. Price 2d.

“Really, Master Archie.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Let’s be going. Cood-night,
and tbaan all the same.
stan
0ld Mr. Tingle nodded.
“I rather think you do!”

Mr, Tinglo—
We quite under<

Tie said dryly.

CHAPTER 16.
The Raid !

N the face of it, the
juniors  had  failed
again. Yet they were
very  optimistic  as
they  walked away

from the front of the big shop, and sought a

means of finding the garage at the rear.
“Just a_ minute!” said McClure, in a

puzzled voice. “I can't quile get the hang

| of this, Handy!” i
“Then you must be jolly dense” said
Handforth” witheringly, *I1i’s as plain as a

0Old Tm"lc daren’t upset Archie

pikestaff !
ot ns—because

and that means he daren’t u
he's afraid that Archie's pater might get
wild, and refuse to do any more busi with
him. And, in just the same way, he's afraid
to upset the old gen cral.”

“Yes, but

“So he casually told us that there’s a van-
‘load of stuff at the back,” grinned Handforth.
“He jolly well knew that we should catch on.
We're gomg to raid that van and pinch x(
And what's niore, cld Tingle knows that we're
oing to pinch it, and he’ll pretend to be jolly
indignant after we've gone.”

“But what about paying
Watson.

“That's a detail.” said Nipper. “He knows
he can trust Archie. Anylow, we've got the
right-of-way, and we're not going to ignore
this  opportunity.  But ‘look here, = you
fellows!" he added carnestly. “0ld Tingle's
such a sportsman that we don’t ant to malka
it a palpable case of collusion.”

“How do yon mean?” asked Handforth.

“Well, it'll be pretty fishy if we calmly
walk into the old boy’s garage and toddio
off with that van-oad of stuff,” said Nyppcr
“It wouldn’t decoive anybody.  No, we've
got to make a fake raid, with lots of uoisa
and plenty of commotion.  Then the whole
town will be talking about our escapade, and
old Tingle's chances for the St. Frank’s con-
tract won’t be jeopardised.”

““Come on, thm;." said Iandforth briskly.
“Let’s get it over.

They swept down a side turning, and, sure
cnough, a light was aming over a gateway
a little way down. ving. the rebels found
that there was a big yard. with a covered
garage at the end it. In the yard there stood
a covered van, with a man busily polishing
the radiator. His very presence -was signifi-
cant—and the grin with which he arected the

* asked Tommy

juniors was still more significant. He had
evidently had his orders.
But the boys carried the thing out

thoroughly.
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“ By beorgg ’ roared Haz dfortk
of his voice. “Here it is! He
load of stuff that old Tingle
about. Let’ s pinch it!”

“Hnn'x 42

“A raid—a raid!”

“Now then—all together!”

They raced in noisily, and started to work.
They jumped on the van, and continued to
shout in the loudest tones.

was talking

“Are you the driver of this van?” asked
Nipper, rushing up to the man and giving
him a quick wink.

“Why, yes, voung gent—-

“That’s enough!” roared \nppcr “Grah
him 1

The surprised driver was grabbed, but he
soon found that it was only spoof. He was

foreced into the driver’s scat, and several of
the juniors crowded after him, It was noticed
that a number of gaping sxghhcera had now
gathered round the open gateway, attracted

b\ the din.
“Und we’ll have no nonsensel!”
roaved D “Fither you drive this van

where we tell you, or we’ll roll you in the
mud! What's it going to be? Quick!”

The driver looked quite frightened.

“I'll drive, young gents!” he faltered.
“But P’li have the police on you as soon
as 1 get the chance! Forcin’ a man like
this ’ere! 1 don’t know what you kids are
comin’ to nowadays! Crikey! What a lark!”
he added, in a whisper.

Just at that minute Mr. Tingle himself
came rushing round, with one or two of
his assistants bustling near him nervously.

“What’s this?” demanded Mr. Tingle,
pushing  through the populace. “Good
heavens! What are you boys doirfg in here?

How dare you?”

“Yah!” roared the rebels. *“You wouldn’t
supply us with groceries, so we’re seizing
¢his van-load! 8t. Frank’s for everl”

* Hurrah!”

“Start her up, driver—and no nonsense!”

The next moment the van lurched forward,
and Mr. Tingle shouted in vain. The joke
of the whole thing was, he knew perfectly
weil what had been about to happen, and the
little piece of mummery was destined to be
one of his stock jokes in exclusive circles
for years.

But it certainly looked real enough.

Mr. Tingle’s sympathies were entirely with
the rebels, and, at heart, he was delighted

to serve them. e knew his money was sound
enough—and, morcover, he had t{aken a
violent dislike to General Christopher Carfax.
The latter gentleman’s biustering, domineer-
ing manner had nearly caused Mr. Tingle
to forego all hope of the school contract.

With the rehels cheering loudly, and the
whole High Street attracted by the noise,
the laden van gathered speed, and rolled
away. In spite of all the general’s scheming,
the food supplies had been obtained!

CHAPTER 17.

The General’s New
vanished

Move !

7 S the van

down the High

A Street, 2 man

& ’ emerged from a
shadowy doorway
and stared uf cr it. If the rebels had known
of that man’s rxcxcnce, and his mission, they
might have stopped behind for ten minutes
or so, in order to deal with him.

But knowmg nothing of him, they went
serenely on, in the fond belief that their
troubles were now over, and that the day was
theirs. X

The man shot across the road like a rabbit,
and he dodged into the concrete publie call-
box which stood outside the post-office. He
slammed the door, then lifted the telephone
receiver from its hook and asked for a
number.

A minute of anxiety, and then a familiax
voice came over the wire.

“\Ve!l’!” it said sharply.
Eh? Who is it?”

“Bradley, sir!” said the man.
T'd better ring u .
“Ah, Bradley, what's the report?” inter-
ruped General Carfax. “Those infernal boys
got past my men, n(ter all. You’ve been
\\(m*hmg them, eh?”

es, sir,

“And Tl w nt they didn’t get any
satisfaction in Bannington,” said the general
boisterously. *“Not after my orders to-day!
No, by erackey! It’s more than those con-
founded shopkeepers dare do—-""

“But they’ve got the food, sir!” shouted
Bradley.

For a brief spell there was a stunned
silence. Then the general’s voice czlme aver
the wire like the cxploslon of a

“Who is it?

“I thought

“WHAT?” ho boomed. ““hat’s that
Bradley? Did you say that they’ve got the
food 277

“Yes they’re on the way to the school
now. A van-oad of it—and

“Where from?" shouted the general’s
voice. “By gad, Bradley, you’d better tell
el

“Fram Mr. Tingle, sir,” said Bradley
in desperation. “But—"

“Tingle!™ bellowed the general. “Has

that wizened old idiot dared to defy me,
then? Good heavens! And he’s the man
who’s put in a tender for the school con-
tract! Of all the infernal impudence! Of
all the ouirageous effrontery!”

“Just a minute, sir!” gasped Bradley. “Tt
wasn’t Mr Tingle’s fault. The boys raided
Mr. Tingle’s garage, and took the van by
force. They might have done the same with
any of the other tradesmen. You can’t
blame Mr. Tingle, sir—he tried his best to
stop them!”
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“Oh! T
camo the gene

S0 that’s what you mean!”
voice, now subdued
“That’s different! So they took the van by
force, did they? Young ragamuflins! Gad,
but they’ve got pluck, (Houvh'” he added
grudgingly “Hm"cd if (he) haven’t! Yes,
pluck and Of all the rascally
young imps! right, Bradley-—all right!
I’ll attend to this!”

o | thought rd
and—

But the general had cut off, and now he
was pacing up and down his study in the
Ancient House like a caged animal. His
heavy frame was hunched, his face was
flushed, and his bushy eyebrows were fierce.
With a sudden movement, he jabbed at a
bell, and waited.

A short pause, and the door opened. A
nervous-looking man stood there, military of
bearing, but wearing the uniform of a butler.

“What’s the matter with you, Crisp?”
roared the general. ‘“What are you so slow

better ring up, sir,
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pertinence. What do they think this is—

a hotel 2"
- iut you told me to serve them—-—-
don’t want any back answers from you,

Cri,p!" snapped the general.  “Tell those
men to come here! Do you hear me, you
idiot? Don’t stand there, looking like a

dead codfish ™

“Yes, sirl” gasped the unfortunate butler.
“I mean, no, sirl”

He vanished, and a minute later the door
ze-opmcd and the survivors of tho recent
battle in the Bannington road filed in. Twn
of those warriors had gone home,
with the whole business, and very
But the others were ready for more action.
At least, they hadn’t had the nerve to dis-
obey the general’s orders.

“All here!” growled the old soldier. “Huh!
A fine-looking lot, aren’t you, eh? Well,
this is no time to talk! Come with me!
We've got to get down to the village, and
there’s no time to lose. Sharp, now! And
you, Crisp, run over to those other men
heyond the Modern House, and tell them to
join us in the lane.”

about? Tell those men to come in here at
once—all of them! Where are they, eh?
Where aro they?”

“In the kitchen, sir, having a bite of
tea—-~"

. “Confound the tea!” boomed GCeneral
Carfax. “And confound them for their im-

ished again.
obvious

that General

Crisp, who had been hovering outside the
door, muttered a feeble * Yessir!” and van-
It was becoming more and more
indeed

Carfax was
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ready for action. ITe wasn’t so deepiy aslecp
as many cof the rebels believed! And all
those who served him were in mortal fear
of him.

A munute later, he and Lis warriors were
marching outside. They made no aftempt
to couceal their movements, 1 there were
many shouts from the rebel stronghold, on

the other side of the Triangle.

Jut except for the one action \»f shaking
his fist at the juniors, the general took uo
notice. e strode on, and out in the lane
he and the cthers were joined by half a
do: more men.  There was now a consider-
able force, and things were lnoking none too
h(ahn\‘ for the Trusty Twelve.

Lvood"’ panted the general, as he turned
a bend in the lane, "By L)‘QCI\E’), we've
dove it! We're in time!”

“Iu time for what, sir?”

f his men.

“You’ll

ventured one
sece—you’ll see!” said the
soldier. “That last ambush failed—but
one won't! I am in command now!
these trestles?” he went on, pointing.

these red lights?”

The men failed to understand.  Just at
this some road repairs were in progress
—or had been before Christmas.  For the
present, the traffic was confined to one half
of the lane, the other half being divided ofl
by scaffold po]vs. on trestles, with red lamps
to warn wayfarers. There was a big hole in
th d here, too—a kind of trer
Q\mk]\, o said the general.
one of those seaffold poles, and put it right
across the x.mll Yes, and the lamps, too!
These young begaars think they’ll drive right
past us, do they? Well, this will put a

old
this
See
“See

@ Take

stop to that gumel

A moment
tion
1

later, the barrier was in posi-
.was blocked, from bank to
st in time, too, The roar
ed in the air, and there were
chicering voices to ha heard. too.

General Carfux waited—his eyes gleaming
with triumph!

The lane
and on

CHAPTER 18.
Drastic Action !

EARLY home now!”
said Nipper happily.
“Yes, rather—and
the general iz
whacked I”” grinned
Handforth. © Hy George, we’ve had a lot of
trouble, but it’s b worth 4t! T say, let’s
yell like the dickens we, get near the school,
60 as to warn the ofl rers ’

““Oh, rather!” said Archie.

The 'van now nearing the bridge at the
end of the willage, was just entering upon
the last lap of the trip. The rebels were in
high good humour. There had been no inci-
dent oa the road, and they feared no attack
now. It was oune thing to assail a party of
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boys on foot, and quite another thing
attempt to stop a rapidly moving van.
But the rebels were yet to learn of the

general’s strategy.

“Ullo!  What's this!”" cjaculated  the
driver, with a sudden release of the throttle.
“This road ain’t closed, is it?"

“Those red lights 7”7 said Hmldfm‘th, as he
looked shead. “Tt’s all right —they’re only on
one side. If you km-p well on tlie near side,
you'll get p1=t

“Don’t look like it, young gent,” said the
driver, reaching for his brake. * These lights
are right across. The road’s stupped' I
thought you told me it was clear?”’

The rebels were surprised—and Nipper, at
st, was highly suspicious. It gprang into
his mind instantly that some trickery was
afoot. The road had been open when they
had started out, and it was inconceivable that
the roadmenders could nave been at work in
the meantime.

“It’s another ambush!” yelled Nipper sud-
denly. “Keep to the near side, driver, and
go straight through! It’s only a trick!"”

But by this time the van had come to a
‘standstill—within a_yard of the barrier. It
was {oo late to tell the driver to carry on;
it is doubtful if he would have done so, in
any case—for his employer had given him no
lr‘»t\uctlons to jeopardise the van,

“Look out !’ shouted Nipper. “Be careful,
you chaps! There’s something ﬁahy nbout
this! We’d better get ready—""

But at that moment General Carfax’s men
burst out of the hedges on either side, and
they rushed at the van with deadly purpose.
Before the juniors could quite appreciate the
nature of the position, they were fighting
desperately

The general’s voice boomed above all the
racket, and Nipper & Co: could tell, with sink-
ing hearts, that this force was far larger
than the one they-had previously encountered.

Just when they had been within sight of
complete success, too!

It was an overpowering s! a sickening
disappointment. Indecd, so great was the re-
action that half the heart was taken out of

to

the rebels. I‘ne_', fought desperately, but
:hcy instinctively felt that it was a losing
battle.

!hnd[nrth perhaps, was the only one who
entered into the scrap with real enthusiasm.
And his ramhcadedness vearly led to disaster.
For he found himself seized by two of the
general’s strongest men, and all his struggles
were of no avail.

“Hold him, by crackey—hold him I”* chouted
the peneral, as he caught sight of Handforth’s
face in the gleam of one ol the headlamps.
“It’s Handforth—the ring’lendur of this
ml)blu.’ " expe! him--T'l sevd him home,
the young reprobate! That'll bring the others
to CEIOH' scnses!”’

“Rescue!” “yelied  Nipper “They’ve
grabbcd Handy—aiud thcy mean to hold him!
) on--all together!”

“Rally

1

lutely I panted  Archie.

addies !

round,
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One combined rush did the trick. Hand-
forth and his captors were literally swept off
their feet, and ali was confusion for a moment.
Nipper stifled his chagrin, and came to the
ouly possible decision 1t was futile to fight
all theee men. More, it was dangerous. For
if any of them were captured it might spell
defeat for the entire force.

“Back!"” ehouted Nippcn
you chaps! We can’t do it!
us this time—they’ve got us whacked!
everybody !”’

In another moment the rebels, sick at heart,
were in full retreat. 'T'o hold the van against
this force was. impossible. The very odds of
battle were against them. Tt would be mad-
ness to continue.

Even as it was, the rebels only just escaped
by luck—or, perhaps, by reason of Nipper's
quick-wittedness. 1f they had kept on with
the battle, they would have been captured.
As it was, they stumbled away into the dark-
ness, and eluded their pursuers.

“Done!” groaned Tommy Watson miser-
ably. “Beaten at the pnst' Oh, crumbs,
what a rotten bit of luck!

“Let’s go and fight ‘em!” said Handforth
aggrossively. " You fmln-m] Nippe.-. we'l
rever have another chance

“Keen cool, old man, we were wise to
retreat,”” said Nipper. “The general’s won
the trick—but only because of his so-called
strategy. In my opinion it was a pretty mean
dodge to shift those red lamps like that.”

“Listen!” eaid Church.

The Trusty Twelve had ]’)<\l!~(‘d just on the
cther side of the bridge. ¥or they had fled
towards the village, this being their only
voute. The van itsclf had been stopped just
beyond the bridge. almost at the point where
the brickwork ended

The gencral's voice was plainly audible,

and it was noisy with triumph.
- “Now then, men, get to work!” he
ordered. “As for you, yon'd better not try to
iuterfere !’ he added, evidently addressing the
startled driver. “All hands, forward! Un-
load this van and fling everything over the
bridge into the river

“Here, say—

“It’s no good,
They’ve beaten
Back,

began the driver, in
alar

“Yon 1i say nothing!”’ boomed the general.
“This van is loaded “with enemy stores, and
they’re going to be d'mhovcd‘

“You don’t mean it, sir!”
of his own men,

“Ido mean it, by crackey I’ said the general
grimly. “We czm‘t be too careful with those
wretched b()v In ten minutes’ they'il be
down here in scor And we don’t want
them to get hold of this food again!”

There was, indeed, a great deal of truth
in the gonemls argument.  For '\i')prr at
that very moment, was considering the possi-
bility of rushing to the school, gathering a
Lig force, and resening the stores.

But the general’s drastic order made this
plan useless. By tho time the reinforcements
am\ cd, the food weuld all be in the rner

“The—the destructive old rascal!” panted

_Dprotested one
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Haudlorth, aghust. “What a lv‘_: ly wastel
Chucking e\ox)thnw into the river! Why,
it’s criminal I

“The L,vmm! is playing for safety,” grow! Ted

Nipper. been in many campaigns,
aud' he rcg(nda this affair of ours as genuine
warfare. And it’s always a good move to
destroy the enemy’s supplies.”

It was a deadly blow to the rebels. The
general's ruthless plan certainly seemed justi-
fied, too—for if he didn’t do something dras-
tic like this, there was a possibility that those
food supplies might have been recaptured.

CHAPTER 19.

Salvage !

R N a disconsolate group.
tho  twelve  rebels

J_L stood in the darkness,
looking  across  the

bridge at the van.

There was a kind of halo round it, on account
of the reflection from the headlights.

The figures of General Carfax’s men flitted
about like so many gnomes of the night.
They were at the rear of the van now, un-
fastening the doors, and preparing to haul
ont the load.

“It’s—it’s more than I can bear!”
Ilandforth fiercely. “I’'m going to
another shot at these rotters!™

“Cheese it, Handy—"" began Church, in

said
have

alarm.
“I'm pgoing!”’ hissed Handforth. “By
George! Do you think I can =Lmd here, and

see all (h')t good food destroyed ?”°

“We shall have to pay for it, too!" said
MeClure mournfully.  “It wouldn't be fair
to let old Tingle suffer the loss.”

“Oh, rather not!”” agreed Archie. *“A point
of honour, laddies! e shall absolutely have
to square up the account with the dear old
sporbm.m )

“And see our money’s worth dumpe
the river!”” said Handforth, nvearly ch
“Why, it’s—i horrible!  Are
to stand there, Nipper, and look of

“No!" said Nipper, with strange emph(xsim

“EL?” Handforth stared at him. “Why,
what are yon thinking about? The only thing

is to make another rush—-"

“No, oll man, we mustn’t do that,”’ said
Nipper. “It would be fatal. We shouldn’t
skzmtl an earthiy. But there’s something else

“What 2" asked half a dozen eager voices.

“We're near the river, and we can s
down under the bridge in a couple of jiflies,
replied  Nipper tensel) “Remember those
{;\mts which are moored just near the
ridge 7"

“Punts?”

“They're on this bank, too,” went on
Nipper. “If we nip over this hedge, and
creep down towards the rushes, we shall
locale those punts in no_time. They must
have been left there by Providence!”




THE NELSON LEE LIRRARY 29

Archie pulled out his pocket wallet and displayed a dazzl'nv she:u of fiver..
“T am very sorry, gentlemen,” aid.
vmonu

stores shook his head.

“Rats! They were left there by one cf
theze village boat-owners,” said Handforth.

“Then_ these gentlemen were the instru
ments of Providence,” murmured Nipper.
“The punts are there—and that’s what mat
ters.”

“But I don’t see——" began Watson.

“Tn two minutes, they'll start throwing
the stuff over the bridge,” said Nipper
“Why shouldn’t we sneak into those punts,
and lurk just under the bridge? With luck.
we shall be able to salvage a good propor
tion of the stuff. We can pole it up the
river after everything’s quiet, and then it
won't take long for a gang of us to carry
it acr the meadow to thc school.  Any
how, it’s our only chance.”

Haundforth took a deep, decp breath.

“T'I} admit it!” he said dreamily. “The
chaps have always said that you were a
brainy chap, Nipper, and now 1'll admit it!
By George! What a wheeze! What a brain
wave !”

“Rather |”

“Good old Nipper!”

“Don’t congratulate me yet,” said Nipper
briskly. “ ‘he whole Lhmg may hz7Is~ ont.
All we can do is to try

Tho next moment Lhey were creeping iike
shadows along the other side of the hedge.

General Carfax had forgolten all about

1 its way out bevond the Lndgu

Bat still the manager of the
*“but I cannof supply you with any pro-

His whole attention was
concentrated upon task in hand. Jf he
had given the boys a thought, he had
assumed that they bad bolted for the school.
It certainly did not occur to him that they
might be Jurking near

Actually, they were almost underneath
him, cunmnglv distributed.  Three fellows

stood in each punt, right beneath the bridge,
(nmwlod in the all.enshrouding darkness.
Three_others stood on one bank. and threo
opposite. So there was every chance that
the waylaid van's cargo might be salvaged.

“Good egg!” breathed Nipper, who was
in one of the punts  “Wec're in time! They
haven't started chucking d;o goods over yet!
Steady, Iandy! Don't let the punt nose
We don’t
miltk to crash

the rebels by now.

want a case of
through the floor!
It was tricky work,

condensed

the niain thing being
to keep clear of any possible object that
came hurtling down.  Very soen the stores
lashing inf¢ the river in a continuous

E on. lho sound was music to the
general's ear:
The fact ha( good food was being des-

troyed did not worry lim. He looked at it
from a totally different point of view. This
move would compel the rebels to surrender
And so it was goo:d strategy.

Unfortunately, the general knew only half
of what was going onl




CEHAPTER 20.
The Clue !

feverishly,

the undannted rebeis

ramained at  their

posts. There  was

p[cm. for all te do.
for those cazes and tins and bLags were
coming over the parapel of the bridge 0
a continuous succession,  Most of the stufl
was contained in wooden cases, end they
were easy to handie.

The river was compara
and the current
hit the water wi
salvaged.  Ono were
edged towards the bukas, or towards the

waiting punts
A cortain

entage of the stuff sank at
once, and and was irrctrievably lost. Other
pottions of the load teccived damage by
the water, but o quickly were the ])A(l\«f'(‘<
pulled out that the damage was compara-
tively slight
Such articles ns sides of bacon were in no
armed.  Before long the rebels were
perspiring from every pore. in spite of the
fro:t and fog. I ot a considerable mist was
cushrouding the viver now, and this was
all to the good
ippe one constant fear was that
General Carfax would jump to the iruth. TF
one of those men spotted the rebe then
it would mean swift flight-—and it was d
ful if the boys would be able to get o
The punts were low in the water
filled beyond their safe capacit One after
another, the juniovs scramb out, some
plunging knee-decp into the water near the
bank. But they didn’t cave. The removal
of their weight meant that more stuff could
bo loaded o
That (‘\pc‘riencc was nerve-trying
It scemed to the juniors that the va
contain enough food for a sicge. Still it
kept coming. But at last a roar from the

general announced the weicome fact that the

a)
now,

in st

ordeal was over.

“Splendid—snlendid ! came his thunder-
ous voice. “Well, done, men! That's the
lot, ch?”

“Yes, sir, that’s the lot.”

“Good!” chuckled the general. “ Now
you can take this van. and go back to your
ciployer, and give him my complimentst”
he continued, evidently transferring his re-
marks to the driv “T'm not blaming you.
my man, so don't look so disheartenad!”

“It's a bit thic r—all that good stuff
~—" bogan the driver.

“Nonscnse !” broke in the general. *“ Had
to be done! Destroying the enciiy's supplics
Quite customary! Here's a pound for yvou
Zand bo off! Tl telephone to Mr. Tingle
and cxplain the matter! But, by crackey,
those boys'll have to pay for this food!” he
added gloatingly. “They scized i, and
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o =uffer! Fortunes of war!”
said the driver.

haye
&lr

thev'l
“Yes,

The juniors, down below the bridge. noted
the  ditference the driver's tone.  That
iiberal tip ha i ard,
anyhow, the man was a meve onlooker. This
wasn't  his quarrel, and it really didn't
matter 1o him which side gained the uiti
miate victory.

“You other men can get back to your
posts,” continied General Carfax. *Keep
well i the darkness, and watch consiantly.
Be ready to act at the first <ign of movement
from the rebels,”

“Perhaps wo'll cerch e more of the

d oue of the men.

NEXT WEDNESDAY! ~wvsavanan
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voung beggars, sir

Nipper pricked up his cars.

“Yes, no doubt—no doubt,” said the
geneval.  “If so, bring them straight to me.
Infernal young rats!” he went on grufflv.
“8till, they’'ve been useful, all the same.
Treacherous young dogs. though! I've no-
thing but contempt for them!”

The heard these remarks

So their  suspicions
There were traitors in

with
had
the

mingled feelings.
been justified !
camp.

Nipper.  “Perhaps

whispers r-d
wn got a clue—
“If you capture any more of (he scamps,
tell them at once thaf if they join Gulliver
and the other three, they’ll got off scol-free
when the surrender comes,” said the general




_they?
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out of
would

“We ought to have these rapscallions,
the school by to-morrow. Dofy me,
We'll see—we'll see!”

“Gulliver!” panted Handforth.
hear, you chaps? The—the treacherous——"

“Steady, old man!” breathed Nipper, in
alarm. “Not so loud! In any case, we'd
better be moving now—and there’s something
else, too. »om(‘bndy has got to buzz home
at top speet

Why” asked Watson,

So as to get there before these men get
into their positions,” said the Remove cap-
tain. “Den’t you sea? We shall need a
strong force "over by the boathouse, to act as
a bodyguard for this consignment——"

“Did you

« NIPPER SEES IT
THROUGH "

Time and time again Nipper has
saved the St. Frank’s rebels from
defeat at the hands of General Carfax,
and next week he is again well to
the fore.

For the rebels find themselves
attecked Ly a gang of hooligans who
are nonc ‘co particulzr in the methods
they employ.

Matters reach a terrikly ecritical
stage when these men succeed in
forcing their way into the rebels’
strenghold, but—well, then they get
the surprise of their lives !

What that surprise is, and of all
the startling events leading wp to it,
is told in surnng style by Ldwy
Searles Brooks in next week’s magni-
ficeat comaplete yarm. Boys, it’s a
story you simply must not niiss!

“SONS OF SPEED!”

Next week’s smoshieg instalment
of this breath-taking serial is ome
succession of thrills !

manvann. ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“Just a tick! l" interrupted  Church.
“They’re M)mg—
“Hush !

"Vcr» well—mry well I” cume the general's
leud voice. “Perhaps you deserve it.  Sup-
per, then, and you can take up your posts
mtcn\ard: These rebels are beaten, any-
how.’

Nipper heard these words with infinite re-
lief. So the guards would not return to their
posts until after they had partaken of supper.
The rebels would have a clear hour, roughly,
in which to get the focd into the stronghold

After that the work was harder than ever,

Forty minutes  elapsed—forty  packed
minutes—and by then the river and the
meadows were quict. And near the St.
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Frank's boathouse a number of forlorn and
empty punts floated. Their work was over!

CHAPTER 21,
Not So Good |
IPPER mopped his
brow.

“By Jove, it was
warm work,  but
we've done the

trick . he said contentedly. 'LVcryth‘ng is

lmlon s, and even Fatty’s satisfied.”
“Satisfied 1”  grinned Reggie Pitt. “Why,

the chap is in the seventh heaven! He's

down in _the kitchen, gloating over the stuff
like a miser gloats over his gold! I almost
spoeted to sce him rubbing his hands to-
gether, and ultmmg greedy chuckles.”

“ He thinks it’s pretty sound, then?” asked
Nipper.

“ Well, according to the itu(f that’s already
been examined, most of it is hardly damaged
at all, replied Reggie. “I say, you chaps,
you did wonders! Why, there's enough to
last us over a week!”

Roug we've salved about seventy per
cent of the entire cargo.” said Nipper com-
foriably. *“Yes, on the whole, I think we de-

v a few medals.  But there’s some grim
to be attended to, Reggie,” ho
. with a stern ]xght coming into his
“Those traitors !

Reggie pursed his lip

“TI've heard a few \\lmpers
low voice. “Is it true? Did
mention Gulliver's name?”
clearly as you mentioned it just now,”
said Nipper. “And I don't think there’s
much (1oubt as_to the identity of the other
three.  Bell-Long—Fullerton, Those four
the same dm mitory and they've been
s all day. IFellows have
seen them whispering together, and they
haven't made any complaint about their
)vung:r mther

‘Yes, looks fishy,”
“ What are you going to dn

“Weo'll hold another council of war,” said
Nipper. “We'll have those fu\\r on the car-
pet, and Cross- cxamine them,”

say,” roared Handforth, barging in,

“the general’s out in the Tlmnglo and he
wants a word with us! Come on, Nipper!”

The entire rebel encampment was excited,

he said in a
the general

Bgtet.d Reggie.

Standing in_ the Triangle was (General
Christopher Carfax, and two of his men
were nearby, holding  brilliant petrol lan-
terns.  The Triangle was ablaze.

“Want to speak to me, sir?” sang out

Nipper, from an upper window.

“VYes, Tamilton—1I do!” replicd the general
ly. “When you are ready to surrender,

you'd betlier send down a messenger
“But we're not ready, sir—and we shan’t

be ready, either, sir,” said Nipper smoothly.




THE NELSON

we've no inlenlion of surrender-

32z

“In fact,
ing.”

“Still stubborn, eh?” boomed the general.
“Infernal young cubs! Don’t you knew
when you're beaten? Be sensible!  You're
no fool, and——"

“Ila, ha, ha?”

A roar of laughter swept over the Modern
Houze like a relling clap of thunder, increas-
ing and echoing. The rebels fairly yelled.

“Sorry to give you a shock, sir, but there's
plenty of food in our store- rooms," said Nip-
per blandly. “It was a good idea of yours
to dump our food into the river, but why
dxdnt you sce where it went to?

a, ha, ha!”

The genclnl leapt into the air.

“What!” he thunducd “You don’t mean
—— DBy gad, boy—"

”Rnthcr good, isn't it, sir?” chuckled
Nipper. “We saved ncally all that food, and
got it safely in while your men were at sup-
per.  You're not the only one, Gcnora[ Cax
fax, who can cmploy strategy !”

“Ha, ha ha!’

“No surrender I

“Hurrah for the rebellion!”

General Christopher Carfax, as lie heard
those shouts and cheers, knew that he was
beaten again.  And if he was relying on
those traitors, he would rely in vain—as ho
would soon discover for himself!

CHAPTER 22,
Exit the Traitors !

LBERT  GULLIVER
started violently.

“I—I'm  wanted?”
he repeated, with a
gasp.

“Yes, my lad—you're wanted!” said Hand-
forth grimly. “In the Scnior Day Room--
at once! Will you walk there, or shall I
knock you cold, and drag you there?”

“But—but T don’t kn what you mean !
panted Gulliver, m desperation. “I—
done nothing:

But his protestations were ignored, and he
was forced into the Senior Day Room, where
the council of war was in session. Gulliver's
heart sank when he saw that Bell and Long
and Fullerton were lined up, pale-faced and
shaky, in the middle of the room,

“Now, Gulliver, I Lelieve you're the ring-
leader of this cre\v"’ said Nipper sternly.
“We're going to give you a chance to
confess.”

“Confess 7” stammered Gulliver,
I don’t understand—"

“There aro traitors in this camp, nnd we
mean to find out who they are,” said Nipper.
“Somebody ruined our food last night, and
somebody let the general know that we were
planning to go to Baunington to get a fres!
supply. T suggest that you are tho main
culprit !

“But—but
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“IUs a lic!” roared Gullncr desperalely.
“I ‘should th it is!” babbled Tedd,
Long. “We—we don’t l\no“ anything! 1t's
a dirty trick to dmg us hero like this i
“Just a minute!” iuterrupted Handforth.
“We lheard the general talking about you

fellows—about the tX‘dhOl’e, anyhow. And he
mentioned one name.’

The four uanors looked utterly dumb-
founded—as well they might.

“That name belongs to one of you
fellows,” went on  Ilaudforth, with grim

calmness. “Now what have you got to say?”

It was pure chance that led Handforth to
glare with all his power at Teddy Long as ho
made this statement.  There was something
paralysing in Handforth's stare (except when
it was used against Church and MeClure—
who were used to it). Teddy Long crumpled
up completely under that ordeal, and he
blurted out the truth before he had time tc
think.

It was characteristic of him. Incidentally.
it was characteristic of Handforth to bestow
his celebrated glare at random. It bore the
most unexpected fruit. For the frightened
Teddy ]nmpcd to the totally erroncous con-
clusion that it was kis name that the gencral
had mentioned.

“I—I didn’t want to be in it!” he panted.
“It was Gulliver’s doing, all the time!
Wallace came here, and suggested——"

“Shut up!” gasped Gulliver desperately.

“Too late!” murmured Pitt. “The (at's
in the fire now, my lad!”

And Gulliver knew it. He and Bell and
Fullerton might have denied their treachery,
and they might have demanded proofs. They
had enough audacity and barcfaced cffrontery
for that. DBut the weak-knced Teddy Long
had “spilled the beans.”

“I won't shut up!” he panted. “It was
your doing, Gulliver—you know it was! You
dragged us into it, and then we were collared
by the general’s men, and—"

““Go on!” said Nipper, as Teddy paused.

Teddy went on. The whole story came
out, end although the other traitors
a{kcmpted to deny it all, their case was too

They were cxpos Their very ex-
ions gave them away, quite apart from
thing els

“You—you miscrable worms!” said Hand-
forth witheringly.  “DBy George! I never
realised that anybedy ecould be so utterly
despicable! You rotten spies—you cads!”

“Rats!” said Gulliver defensively. “ What
clse could we do? Old Carfax was going to
expel us, and that would have meaut ever- -
lasting disgrace! It's not our rebellion! Weo
didn’t want to join it——"

“It's just as much yours as cverybody
clse’s,” put in Nipper.

“Well, anyhow, the gencral gave us a
chance,” growled Gulliver. “If .we helped
him he'd let us off scot-free. "That was the
plan.”
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bronghe disaster en the
lot of us!™” «aid Nister Doots contemptuously.
“Porsorally, [ ('nnl feel inclined 1o bump
these fellows,” lie added, turning to the zest.
“I don’t want to scil my lands!”

“They're going !” said \ ipper briefly.

“Guz-going *” Lleated Bell

“Onr on  your necksd”  said  Nipper,
“We've done with you, you cads! The rebel
fauc can got along Letter without you.  And
when  this  trouble over we shall re

“And you nearly

is

mwmlm).

we  couldn’t
v savagely.

¢ going to kick you out, and yon can
o to the general, and take him our ccm
finwents!” continued Nipper.  “By Jove!
it an idea, though!” he added, grin-

help  it!”  shouted

ning.  “Iandy, umL theso chaps, and sce
\!!u\. they don't esc 'xe."

“I've grabbed ’em already!” retorted
Mandiorth,

Several other fellows helped him, and in

{he meantime Nipper hurcied out  wih
Reggie Pitt. They were abseat for ab
twenty minutes; when they rcturned they
brought ropes, and four big cardboard
placards.

“What the dickens—" began Handforth.
for the general!”
¢ of all we'll sontence
soners, and administer the punishment.
As president of the council of war, T suggest
four ftraitors should be sentenced

the gauntlet down the long

r, hear!”

un!mppv quartette wailed in vain.
could not escape their well-deserved
hment, and before long the rebels were

ez
The
They

age, which ran alinost from
one end of the Medern TTouse to the other,
. was packed with junicrs, and everyone held
a knotted Inmh rehicf.

And Gulliver & Co. ran the gauntlet,

Down they wentf, between those lines of
shoating, hissing rebels.  The air was filled
with the tenes of contfempt and scorn and

Tho ardeal far more iujrrious to

Gulliver &
arrant despic-

t than to the person.
were made to feel their

Co.
ability. .
Sobbing, panting, they arrived at the end

of the double line, then, before they counld
even recover their breath, they were seized
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ard roped.
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They were tied together in such

a way that they all stood back to Lack. Only
v legs were left free.  Tinally, on tho

¢ of each traitor, was fixed a cardboard

ard.

“OQut with them!”

suid Nipper curtly,

The barricades were Jung d.sldeA the doors
opened; and then Gulliver & Co. wero lifted
bodily out, and dumped into the centre of the
Triangle.  In a minute, the rebels wero back,
and the barricades
position.

Aud there stood Gulliver & Co., uvnable to
maove, unless they courted the danger of fall-
ing headlong. From one cf the topmost
indows of the Modern House a miniature
~hlight threw a beam of brilliant whito
.xg]\t on them. Tt was really a motor licad-
lamp that Nipper bad rigged up.

Out 1 the Triangle there was commotion.
The general's men came—and the general
himse!f came. A storm of derision and scorn
swept from one eund of the Modern House to
the other—a roar of contemptuous voices.

Aud there stood Gulliver & Co., deserving

[ the scorn of thmr fellows

( AN

were once more in

*RUBBISH— TED!” ran
of the placard: TACHERY DOE b\"[‘
l':\Y!" said  another, “RETURNED—
WITHOUT THANKS!” declared a third.

“CARRIAGE ORWARD — TO THE
l‘l PTILE HOUSE ! said the final placard.

The feelings of General Christopher Carfax,
as ho beheld his treacherous agents, wero
cvidently very decp. He hardly said a word.
ITe merely muttered something to his men,
an without a lock at the rebel stronghold ho
strode back into own quarters. Perhaps
he felt that he deserved this rebuff,

ulliver & Co. were unroped by the
general’s men, and led into the Ancient
House. They were erestfallen and subdued.
They had turned fraitors against their own

fore: now they were paying the penalty.

The next morning they away from

ink

the school—en route for lmrn As far as
they swere concerned, the rehellion was over.
Tleir ears burned, and’ their faces were

1, as they heard the hoots and groans
followed them ‘as they ook their
wrture,

And so the St: Trank’s rcbels continued
trivmphantly, a staunch force once again—
and with their determination stronger than
ever!

THE END.

NEXT WEEK’S YARN—
is a real stunner.
until
encountered yet. But

‘“ NiPPER SEES

The St. Frank'’s rebels, determined never to admit defeat
Handforth is pardoned, find themsclves engaged in the toughest fight

iT THROUGH!”

and it is due mainly to him that the rebels come through with flying

colours.
seems Jost, and you cannot fail to be ¢

Nevertheless, there are many anxious periods w‘aen everything

hrilled by this exciting story.

~LOOK OUT FO2R
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NOTE.—1Ip any reader writes to me, 1 shall be
likely to intercst the majority. Al letters
clo  The Editor, THE NELSON  LEE
Strect, LONDON, E.CA  Every letler will

“pecial merit will Ve distinguished by a star {*)
affer is still open; my autographed photo for

(lcorge R, Tearce (Nottingham), “A
2 lar  Reader ” (Queensbury, Bradford),
R . .\.iluncml w\nm) H. Frith {Ports-
mwouth), ey lluahvs (Stoke-on

Trent),
Reginald

fibert (Upper Norwood),

Berkhamsted), Cicely
wan - Cochrane
H. Sewell™

G i
(ann v NIf)
(Neweastle-on-Tyne),

Gordon

(Southampton), \onmm Ingram* (St.
Thomas, Ont.), C.** (Cobh), Terence
Sullivan®  (Tuf l’mL), James J. IHoser-
Cook  (Dover), n. Rixon (‘M;mnr Park),
“Nipper & Co."* (Leicester), “ A Reader for
Ever ¥ (Clapton Cemmon), — Maw
Bowrne® (Okchampton), “J. W. 8.7 (Han-
well), A, Horton, Jur. (Manchester).
» * *
Norman  Cochrane, of 44, Walbrook

Terrace, St. Peters, Newcastle-en-Tyne, gives
me permission fo quote, under his name ‘m,]
uddress, his opinion of Our I’dpm Tie
thet he was introduced to it by a friemd.

Then:  “I read it and was absclutely
astonished, because 1 used to  scorn the
NELIOX but now I simply can't wait
for We y worning. My theory of your
stovics is thut they are the cleanest, the
healthicst, ai:d the best stories thut eithor
man cr  boy could read and wish for.”
 § Non , od man.
* # o &

Ilere’s ‘.xod'u auotation from among the
letters ‘edged wbove. In this case,
I’m not aventioning names, as no  definite

nis 5 siven.  But the quota-

delightful four-
page lettor 1 enthusiastic qul reader.
“Dear Mr. Brooks,—I qute agree, \\Al\ my
daughter’s views concerning the ‘N,

I aw not yet too old that T do mot ¢
lendid

i of a

o‘y
As a reader of long

storios.

aevery suceess.  Yours
smrcrcly My best thanks to you
both, father s ier, for your sincerc
and encouraging words.

Edwy Searles Brooks
chals with our readers.

ks ns are
BRUUKS,

pleased v comment upor such rem
should be addressed: EDWY ARL
LIBRARY The Fleetway House, Farringdon
have my personal attention. Leiters of very

against the seader’s name. My plmm exchange
vours—but yours first, please.—E.S.B

o 2

Thanks also to you, “M. C.,” for your
further {wo photos, and for the four fine
views of Cobh.

* » .

Your letter gave me some good laughs,
Micky Sullivan, but the only answer cul od
for is about IMussi Ranjit Lal Kahn. He's
still in the Modern House, sharing Study N
with the Hon. Douglas Singleton.

® »
I have no doubts, James J. Hoser-Cook,
that a deseription of how the Old Paper is
made—from the time the story leaves my
hands till it reaches the purchaser—would be
interesting to many readers. DBut T think the
Editor is the lmp to apply to for that.

® .

Many (hanl;s, Maurice Bourne, of 11,
Arcade, Okehampton, Deven, for your kind
offer, but I alw e a safety razor. As

sion, 1 am quoting a few

you give me p
and

of your remarks, under your name

address: ““As regands readers in about their
seventoenth ven who ‘hn they are getting
too old to read the Netsox Lee, just tell

them from me {who um in my twenty-first
year) not to give up reading the best schoul
yarns ever, but to buy ther, and not to bo
afraid to show them to older people. And
I will gusrantee that within twelve months
they will be just as cager and delighted
when Wednesday r'om('> mm'd as they were
before they left school. am, dnyway, mul
am proud to say s \’h-ll Maurice, you've
ot the courage 0[ your con\mmm, anyway.
* *

No, 3. W. 8. Our Papor hasn’t an
Annual yet. But if you or any other readers
would like to have one I can only advise you
to writo the Editor ubUUt it

-
D. R. Rogers (P’ymuuth), Dennis  Drog-
dere  Mawson®  (Shrewsbury), Gladys L.
Bircher (DBraintree), IH. Neild (Birming-
am), Isabel H. Rintoul (Glasgow),



36

“Frenchie>  (Battersea), C. E Jevous
(Birminghan), “ Db Rover ™  ({Birming
ham), Edward Magnani (Cap-d’ ‘\I, France),
M. Koji Mohamed™ (Singapore), “T. B. X’

T
{Durm!ll dalph Sewell® (3t. Ives), George
dwards  (Bxcter), Hairy  McMab
]hohul Hill, Aus.), M. Dahl
NS.W), “K, L. G~

y  (North
(Melbowrned,

(.

d i
\Ig bomue}, “Betty

Johnston (&otlrhng] Richard usle
(Ramsgate).
. .
All right, “Frenc T'll see what I -au

do about featuring est Lawrence again
soou—especially il the ro are other indications
that it would be popular.
- . *
Your English is very good indeed, M. Koji
Mohamed, and I'm  sorry your fear of
blundering kept you so fong from writing
to me—especially as you write so interest-
ingly. Now, you readers all over the world,
don’t make the same mistake as our
Singapore friend, but just write—and keep
on writing.

The Housemaster of
“K. L. G.,” is Mr. Barnaby Goole. The
game in which Handy shines most is footbail
—as goalie.

*

*
the East House,

* x

Many thanks for the souvenir florin,
“ Betty,” which you may be very-sure I shall
treasure. I'm commenting upon your letter

in a later issue, as only a part of it—and not
the beginning—is in front of me here, in
order of receipt. But you're a great
correspondent, and I wouldn’t like to lose
you.

* .

»
John H. Richmond

(Manchester), Mar
garet K. Cross (Leicester), Norman Cochrane
(Newcastle - on - Tyne), Frank Williams*

(Birmingham), Cecil A. James (Exeteri,
C. ¥. Down (I\ndderminsn ), Geo. F. Alan
Whadhorse {Leeds), Miller (Fulham),
Lric Byne (bhcmeld), Eric W. Neale (Birm
ingham), Michael Nolan (Strouden), A
Brueton (Pall Mall), “George & Peter”
(West  Hampstead), Geo. F. Hodgson*
(g('ﬁrboro\lgh), “Cap” (Upminster)

COK* (Wohorlumy»tr)v‘l, Manrice Gooch
(Newent), “Fairy ”* (Dalston), Tereuce
Sullivan*  (Tufnell Park), Alex. Wilks*
(Cheltenham, Vie., Aus.).

* » *

You mustn’t forget that this is prim
a boys’ paper, Margaret K. Cross. So
hardly likely that.a series featuring Nipper
and Mary Summers would best please the
main crowd.

* *

The things I best like to hear about, Frank
Wiiliams, eh? Well, that's rather a poser
But if T say my mistakes, in what way my
yarns have failed to please—where I've zone
off the rails—I shan’t be far from the truth
Of course, T also delight in reading interest.
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ing tacts about my readers and their

~urroundings.
* ®
Nipper is the best boxer in the Remove,
Cecil ‘A, James, and he is also the best all-
round athlete in that Form. Irene Manners
is Edward Oswald’s particular chum among
the Moor View givls.
® * .

Biondin, the tight-rope walker, Eric Byne,
died ar Laling, L(mdrm on Fob. 19, 1897,
aged nearly 73, having been born on Feb 23,
1324, at St. Omer, Lrance. His real namo
was Jean Francos Gravelet. I'm  afraid
your need of eyeglasses would hamper you
in joining the Army.

* cw .

50 youw’ve been a reader for over ten years,
Maurice Gooch, and you think that the Moor
View girls “pnt thm‘. extra bit of ll[e vim,
and natural tour‘h into my tales “which
has made them, and the St. Frank’s League,
so poputar.”  Well, that’s very nice of you,
Maurice.

» * *

Perhaps I'd better quote another little bit
from your letter, especially -as you ure a
member of the St. Frank League, Maurice
Gooch, and therefore talk with a little more
than ordinary authority. Besides,  this
matter of s, or no girls, in the stories is
continually cropping up.  But, from all
can gather, it would raise a storm of protest
if T pitched thom out of the yarns. This is
what you : “Now what would Leaguo
Clubs  do if they couldu’t include girl
members?  Boys mxght manage to keep the
sports and gqmm going for a while by them-
selves. But in time they would get stale if
they had no girls to give them encourage-
ment.  Also, when it comes to holding socials
and dances, who would look after the re-
freshments? Not the boys. So I hope you
will keep the girls in your tales, and also

bring them in z bit more.” Well, the girls
can’t say they haven’t a champion in you,
Gooch (St. F. L. F.M.2612), of

‘\’hm ice
Cro

Newent, Glos. (You gave me full
ion to print your name and address,
u koow).  And T believe you’ll have the
ority of the boys with you, too. s 0
readers, of both eeven and all ages—well, [
don't think many of them will slqng you for
your sentiments.

And now, space having come to an end, T
want to take this opportunity of wishing all
NEe1so¥ Lrg LiBrARY rcaders a happy and

prosperous New Year.
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That’s the ferrific speed at which Big Bill Barry

205 FIILES AN HOUR!

travels in his special record-breaking racer,
for Bill.
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Bat that’s not fast enough

He won’t be content until the car does 250 miles an hour!

Wi

DICK BARRY'S great awbition is to drive
racing cars. Me is a cheery, iron-nerved
Doy, “and acts as racing mechanic for his
brother—

BILL BILL BARRY, who is one of the most
daring of British speedmen. He is the star
drives for Kent machines, owned by—

“ PROFESSOR » KENT, wio has also built a
K

wonderful car, ealled the ent Flyer,
which Bill is to handle in in eifort to
attain a record-breaking speed of two

hundred and tfty miles an hour! Bill's

great rivai 15 a driver named—

Failure!
HrouGH the hiss of flying sand and

I the rush of air, Dick « hear the

tearing roar of the rumaway Giant

Ince as it smashed at him. e had 2
glimpse of its gigantic bulk, with the tattered
tyre flapping on the front wheel, then he
rolied himself desperately aside.

The fraction of a sccond afterwards, and
the car was on him. Sand, uptorn by the
slithering whe ruck him Ul’ll‘(“\' The
tail of the machine flashed within inches of
his head, and then was spinning over and
over, ha!f blinded and half deafened.

He sat up, gouging the sand out of his

cyes and mouth and cars. He saw a broad,
plonghed-up mark where the unms er had
skidded, with sand still in Hc .’,M a
glimpse o t |

elaring 4 )

to a Jop ~p~da!m~ rvn

path.

Bill w as smothered with wet sand. Tt wa
caked solilly down the front of his overalls,
and \\Ivun Dick stood up he found
himself was i a eimilar plight.

The

(Now read on.)

T T T e e

T T A R T T T A I T TR TS
HOW THE STORY STARTED:

MARK LYNCH, whose firm has also built a
speed monsiu which they call the Giant
Ince Eight. Lynch takes his giant machine
up to \cacambe Sands for test runs; Dick
and Bill also go up with the Kent Flyer.
Lynch gets aut on the sand first, and starts
off in front of a big crowd of spectators.
The two thousand horse- -power blue Ince
Giant hurtILs over the sand at incredible
speed. nost level with Dick and Bill,
the ma lcnne suddenly skids and comes’ at
them, spinning in dizzying eircles. Flying
sand strikes Dick, and he is knocked head-
long, with the giant bulk of the runaway
car pounding down at him!

masked his face, and the skin beneath stung
from the impact of the tiny grains. He
scraped the sand away, and ke saw that Bill
was grinning across to him.

“Missed us by a foot!” he called.
thing wo jumped I”

They moved forward together, watching
the car as it stopped. Tnee mechanies raced
across with boards; they set them on the
sand and then rolled the car back on them,
to prevent the wheels sinking.  Appa rently,
no one was hurt. Dick saw Lynch climb out
of the car, and stand brushing Lis shoulders
and helmet, apparently geiting rid of sand
W hirh had been flung over him.

“Gosh, that was a narrow squeak!” Dick
“He was moving “at a terrific

noise,” Bill

“Lucky

‘Ho was making a lot of
“But I don’t know that he was
ng so fast!”” Ho remained watching the
, as more mechanics came up, {rundling
2 spare wheel and tools, Presently Bill went
on: “I doubt if he was doing more than a
hundred and_fifty miles an hour when he
dded. Tt looked faster -because of the sizo
of the car and the noise.”
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“But he'd have gone faster if he badr
burst a tyre and got mto that skid,” Dick
&ud

de would’t,” and Bill smiled i his

quiet w He skidded before he burst the
tyre, Dick.  There's something wrong with
that Giant ince, young 'un! ic'il got into a
skid every time he touches threz miles a
minute! he's no geod for records as she
stands!”

Dic red at him, then looked at the car.
He dida't question Bill's judgment, because
he didn’t know enough about the game. Bui
it was amazing to hun that thiis mighty

machine could fail to break world’s records.

He knew, of course, that the Giant
Eight was only being tested now, just as bill's
own Kent Flyer would be tested later in the
day. If the cars came up to expectations,
then they would make their official runs after
the eleetrical timing apparatus had been set
up.

In a little while, a fresh wheel replaced the
one with the burst tyre, and once more Lynch
took the car away. Bill and Dick got nghl
off the ds, and so did everyone clse, as
the car came thundering down towards the
measured mile,

nce more- sand spuxned from the blue
monster's wheels and roso like a tail behind.
Once again the slamming m:hh of her twin
(‘\huusu, the screaming roar of her engine,
and the whistle of wind merged to a tearing
shriek—and once again the car skidded as it
touched three-miles-a-minute speed!

It hurled round in a wide circle, gouging
up the sand; spinning round and round on
the broad yellow surface in a smother of spray
as it slunted towards the sea. Lynch straight-
ened up n time and pulled the car clear.

Mechanics ran up with boards. IFor fifteen
minutes there was a consultation, and then
Lynch tricd once more. A third time the car
got mto a mad skid, and 1t was plain cnough
that Bill had been right.  When his third
effort failed, Lynch abandoued the car to
mechanies and came striding towards the
slipway, on which Dick and Bill were srand-
ing

llo tore off the gauntlets with a vicious
gosture, and. as he came nearer, Dick could
see thar his lean features were biack with vage.

while his thin lips writhed on his ﬂmhd
teeth. He noticed Dl and cheeked.

“1 suppoge you think you can do better
with vour red sardine can!” he snaried
suddenly.

wed a little.
darned good shot at it!"”

he

shot at breaking
“Old Kent
let alone a record-

likely to have a
neck!” Lyneh grated.
-bike,

your 3
couldn’t design a p
breaker !

uldn’t he 7' Bill's smile died, and he
oyed the man with lovel gaze, “Stop where
vou are Lynch, and I'll show you what our
bus can do. Come on. Lick!”

As he uttered the words, he shot off. drop
ping down to the sands and running fowards
the big wooden barn where the red Kent
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Fiyer wis houeed.  Dic
glaueing bag
ulter them.
Lhey found the professor at the big door-
way ot the barn.
“Lhey dow't seem to be able to hold that
Giant luce,” he said mildly, as Bill came up.
“1 think her stream- hmnv is wrong. The
wind catches her and forees her into u skid.
J'I:l a pity that they—  What's the trouble,
el
i going to mku our bus out!” the big
fellow caclammed.  “I just want to show
Lynch that you know how to build a car!”

moved with him,
k to see that Lynch was stariug

The Warning!
HIE Kent Flyer was all ready.

I call from the professor, mechanics
came running into the barn. ‘They
started up the thousand horse-power

engine—hali the size of the Giant Ince’s—
and ran the car on to the sand, then let it
stand as Bill made ready for the run.

He palied on an old crash helmet, and Dick
lu(l string around Bill's arms and the legs of
his overalls, to keep the wind from getting
into them. Out on the sands, the big crowd
grouped anew, staring over to the red, rarrow
shape of the Fiye
he worked with the string, Dick heard
the professor saying:

**Now, Bill, don’t drive the car at anything
above 175 miles an hour. We don't want to
strain anything, and I want the chance to sce
how she sits the sands.  If she’s satisfactory at
that pace, then T'll get the officials up here
and we'll go for the record to-morrow or tho
day after. But don’t do nn\thmg rash, Bill.
Remember that, won't you

Bill glanced at the grey-haired designer,
and nodded s the professor walked down
to the roaring car, Bill grunted to Dick :

I be'd sald two hundred an’ ceventy
that’d have been a bit nearer the mark!"’

“CGo cusy, Bill,”? l)ick said, and his voice
was a little nervous.  “Don't put vour foot
down wntil you know how the Flyer handles!™”

e k that if Bill remembered Lynch

. then the big fellow was lmhle
professor’s warning.  The
s were that he’d open right ont and

A a

ow

chan

vun the car to its limit, just to show Lynch
what hie could do. X
There was an awful risk if he did that.

Each time that I\n'h had skidded at three

a minute, the least thing might have
fwrned the car over :md wreeked it. T Bill
be e gol the “fecl” of

the car—well, cht happen!

Lill meved out to the machir 1 climbed
mio ihe cockpit. ing himzelf down into
1is suat between the narrow, padded sides of
the body-she He had to almost flat

The title instrament board before his eyes
« big dial of a reveluiion counter. from
would be able 1o judge his speed.
Beeause he would probubly be unable to read
the figures on the dial. it was painted in
coloured sections—and if ever he goi the
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lack needle into the red section, then the

car woul ¢ doing ‘wo hundred and fifty
miles an hour!
He seftled down, his eyes just peering

through the tiny, wire-meshed \\1ﬂd~~crcm sct
on the scuttle.” He trod on the accelerator
pedal; and the thousand horse-power engine
boomed mwhtll), the exhaust had been built
into the low-hung tail of the car, and from
tha rear of the machine came gouting, blued
smoke with lurid flame in the Teart of it.
When he was all ready, the professor and
mechanios hurried off across the sands, to
take up positions at either end of the
measured mx]e, 50 that they could check Bill's
time over the distance. Dick stayed by the
car.
“THl run to the far end and then turn to
come back through the mile!” Bill yvelled to

him, above the roaring of the engine. “She
feels fine, Dick! I'll show Lynch that the
uld professor can build. You’d better get over
by the slipway, you can watch from there.
Off you go—wish me luck!”
. He was smiling beneath his goggles as he
letvd a gloved ranJ and wrung Dick'’s
“I say, go steady wish it, won't you!” Dyci\
ctclaunul s mean, don’b take ny—-"
“You leave me alone, young un!”  And

any further chance of conversation was
drowned as he revved up the engine again.

Dick ran off. In a little while he was on
the slipway, not far from where Mark Lynch
stood. The Kent mechanics had taken np
their positions now, and Dick could sce the
professor standing with a red flag in his hand.

l‘hc yellow Secacombe Sands stretched wide
and clear in front of the waiting car. On the
duiies, breathless crowds were watching, and
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the air seemed tense with excitemment, because
there was no telling what wenid happen when
this slim, red machine got into its stride.

The pxofusm g!ancod around him, saw
that everything was ready, then he iifted and
dropped the red flag.

From the car by ﬂ\c old black barn there

ame a sudden, purposeful snarl, and the
m:xcf‘line shot forward over the sand. It slid
up and went steadily past, exhaust becoming
ovenly. It became a dwindling red speck,
then swung round in the distance, turning for
itz first test run.

Dick watched it, his fists bunched at - his
sides. He saw the Flyer come swooping for-
ward, heard its mighty roar as it swept down
—and saw Mark Lyneh’s dour face hard and
set as he watched the rival recovd-breaker
picking up speed and tearing on.

Turough the hiss of Aving sand and the rush of air, Dnck cuuld hear
the Giant Ince as it skidded towards him madly.
of its gigantic bulk, then he rolled himselt desperate.y aside,

d a glimpse

205 m.p.h.{

VER the yellow sca-shore came the

O Kent Flyer, steady as a rock, and with

uptorn cand ﬂ\vn'T in a cloud behind

her, The car's wheels were i o solid

things, and her flas] red body was the
merest sireak.

The sound of the car was different from the
Giant Ince. It came on with 2 rising shrick
that lifted to erescendo as it slashed into the
n.ca:mml mi

“Gosh, he’s faster than the Ince!” Dick
gasped, and ho was right.

Tho car flashed by, sand-flu

whirling

hehind it.  Its nmmp!xan( drone  stunned
on the car-drums of the watchers. The
wheels slaghed through a watery patch,

so that spray shot higl
of which t} 1 metror A
It was past I) clear of the test mile and
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vanishing in the distance in the fraction of a
second, u seemed.  Down on the sandg, Pro-
fessor Kent stood with a stop-watel in bis
hand, working out the speed of the car. Hc
turned to a Kent man near him, and caid
something. ‘L'he mechanic, putting his hands
to his mouth, trumpeted clearly to the crowd:

“Two hundred—and — three — miles  an
hour!””

In the distance, the red Kent Klyer was
turning back, pxckmg up speed agaiu for a
retarn run through the mile. Once more the
tearing shriek of screamning engine, blaiing
exhaust, flying sand and whistling  wind
slashed on the air, and then the Iiyer was
leaping into the mile from the opposite dirce-
tion.

Its speed was almost incredible. A thin,
leaping  red speck-—ycllow  sand whipping
back, a spray spitting out from the wheels—
and the machines was over the mile in less
lhnn fifteen seconds!

fum came the trumpeted voice of
mechanic:
T'wo hundred—and five—miles an hour!”

That gave the Kent I¥ an average speed
of 204 m.p.h.. Unofficially, it had just beaten
the rccord that Major %vgmvo had set up

the

on the Daytona Beach, in Florida! 'The
record wouldn’t count, of course, because it
hadn’t been properly timed, bnt it was
cnough to sct the crowd cheering  and
applauding.

Qut on the sand, the profeSFor ra’n apart

DON’T KEEP A GOOD !
i
THING TO YOURSELF-— |

from the mechanics, and stood waving his red
flag vigorously, as a sign to Bill to bring the
car in. Dick saw the machine coming back
slowly, and then he glanced at Lynch.

The rival speedman was staring oul  to-
wards the Kent Flyer, bis lip 0\u~m\" con-
teln;{ulousl) as he homd the jubilant p 'xud
of the crowd. There was vicious jealousy in
his expression, and it was plain that he wus
upset at the way in which Bill had shown up
the performance of the Ciant Inci

Dick grinned a little as he saw Lyncli's face,
then he went runnmz across the sand to
mieet the car as it came in. From every side,
speciators were doing the same thing, and
a huge crowd gathered as the machine
stopped.

The top of the smooth, red body was thick
with sand. Oil mist had blackened Bill's
face, and the sand had clung there. His
crash helmet had been blown awry on his
head, and the lenses of his goggles were so
plugged with yellow grains that it was almost
imnossible for him to scc.

Dick was the first to veach the side of
the car. and he dragged Bi'"s zogzles down,

“Hallo, young 'un,” and the big fellow
smilcrl at him, “What did 1 do?”

“Averared two hundred an’

: four for both
runs!” Dick gasped.
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“Ah, I .hought I was somewhere near
that!” Bill grinned. “And I hadn’t got the
old bus enything like out! Where's the
professor "
The grey-haired man came up, grip) mg
both Bill's hands in his own. Ior ha
winute they talked technicalities, then Blll
sai
“The wind darned nea
helmet off—it was terrific!
ha the engine blanked off: I got half
gassed by (hu fumes. But she’s a winner,
profcsa(n‘! 1 dide’t have her anything like
ail out. She'll do two handred and fifty
un]o, an hour whe. you're ready for her to

v tore my crash
And I'll have tc

h was only when Bill got out of the car
that Dick saw how great the strain  of
drnmg must have been. For a few seconds
Bill clung to the side of the cockpit until
his bmbs had steadied. Dick guessed  that
the strain of the terrific sp('cd had taken its
toll of him, and he stood close behind his
brother as he stepped. from the car.

Dick motioned to half a dozen of the
mechanies to form "a sort of bodyguard
avound him, and keep the crowd off. Then,
with the spectators cheering. they moved

y, men pushing on the Swonderful Kent
“'ve and rolling her back to the barn.

Fire!
& JTAT afternoon, the professor tele-
[\ phoned to London to make arrange-
ments for officials to come up and
watch the machine make her effort
to touch two hundred and fifty miles an

—TELL YOUB PALS ABOUT
THIS CORKING YARN'

hour. They agreed to bring their apparatus
up on the morrow, while the Siaconibe
Sands remained in good condition.

Over where the Giant Ince Eight
heing garaged, worried mechanies bo"nn
dismantie the car, trying to find out why
it wonldn't ride the sands at over a hund
and fifty miles an hour—well under
speed which she had been built to attain,

During the afternoon, Dick saw Mark
Lynch standing near the Ker Flyer's barn,
glowering in at the red car. But he did not
attempt to speak to anyone or to enter, and
presently he stalked away.

Tt was certain that the Flyer's test per-

was

formanee wonld attract a great deal
attention, and it was equally certain that
the car would smash Segrave's world’s

record when it ran officially on the morrow.
The giant Sunbeam’s performance over the
mile stood at just a fraction under 203.8
miles an hour; Bill had touched 204 m.p.h.
That, however, was nearly fifty miles an
hour short of the actual speed which the
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professor wauted the car to attain.  Now
that Dick had scen what two hundred miles
an hour meant, he began to wonder just
what 250 m.p. h. \(.3,1 v implied.

Never in his life had he L!en anything
travelling so fast as Bill had moved. Two
hundred and fifty miles an hour—over four
miles a minute!—was a speed which baffled
the imagination, and it would bring new
dangors with it. The car would be suhr
jected “to fresh strains and stresses, and all
the afterncon and evening Bill worked with
the professor on the machine, making little
alterations in rcadiness for the morrow's
official run, Dick lending a hand where he
could.

If the Kent Flyer did what they hoped
the next day, it would completely wash out
the Ince Eight’s victory in the Ifalian race.
Dick realised that, and when he turned in, it
was to dream of the morrow—only with him-
self at the wheel instead of Bill

Dick went to bed preity early, because
work had ceased in the barn and ‘the biz
doors had been barrcd and padlocked. He
wanted a good night’s rest, in accordance
with his idea of getting himself fit for the
terrible Targa Florio race in Sjcily, when
he would be riding as Bill’s mechanie.

He dreamed that he had the Kent Flyer
ambling along at a stcady four hundred
miles an lmur' and that he was just thinking
of putting his foot down on the accclerator
pedal, and showing Mark Lynch what the
red machine really could do, when the car
caught fire! He couldn’t see the flam
but he could smell the smoke. He peered
about in the cockpit, looking for the fire:
then, as he peered, hc caught his hca(l a
crack on the back of the bed and woke with
a start.

Dick lay there, staring. He could still
smell smoke.  His room was at the back of
the inn, and the window was wide open.
He saw that smoke was lrickling thinly
through the open window into the room, and
as hie saw it the window-panc was suddenly
lit_wi 1, reflected glare.

Dick shot out of bed and leaped across
the room. He looked out. To the right the
inn yard was lit up: he could hear the

crackling of wood and the Qutter of flames.
{e stared at the ruddy glow for a few
moments, wondering what could be on fire.
Then he remambered—the barn!
It stood ab that side of the inn.  The roll-
ing black smoke could come only from burn-
ving tarred walls, The barn was on fire—
the barn which hovsed the Kent Flyer!
Dick grabbed his trousers and  jumped
into them, kicked on a pair of shoes, and
rushed for Bill’s room. He flung open the
door and went straight to the window, whien
commanded a view of the barn.
Tt was on fire at both cn(‘s'
leaping to the night sky.
inn Dick could hear a man uting as he
saw what was happening, The boy jumped
fo his brother’s bed and grab w_d at the big
fellow’s shoulder.
“Fire! The barn’s on fire!” Dick yelled.

Flames were
chere in the
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Bill woke with a start, and almost the
same instant leaped from his bed and
dashed to the window. Without a word, he
grabbed some clothing, while Dick ran into
the passage and yelled again.

Already the inn was rousing. Apparently
others had seen the flames at the same time
as Dick Doors crashed open, mechanics
shouted to one another, then Dick was
Elungmg down the stairs with Bill at his

They pulled back the bolts on a side door
and plunged into the open air, racing for
the barn.

The huge padlocked doors were alight,
flames licking and spurting from the tarred
wood. There were no other doors to the
harn, and through the flames was the only
way in. Bill jumped towards a small tool-
shed close by, and scized hold of a- long-
handled axe. Then he rushed towards the
doors of the barn,

The fire was licking round the side of the
barn, racing over the wood to join the fire
at the back, forming a blazing cordon
aron(\]nd the wonderful re(ord breaker locked
nside.

Dick realised that it wasn’ t any good wait-
ing for the professor to come with the pad-
lock key. He ran to the tool-shed, grabbed
a heavy sledge-hammer that he saw there,
and ten seconds later he was hammering
with Bill at the metal bar across the front
of the barn doors.

Woodwork flew as smoke rolled into their
faces, pungent and aerid. Flames licked ont
and scorched at Dick’s shirt, searing his
forearms and sizzling his hair. With all his
strength he crashed at the padlock, while
Bill chopped away at the wood around the
bar with mad, desperate s "

Two smashing hits with the sledge-hammer
knocked the padlock off, and a third crashed
the bar clear of the wood,

“Right!” velled Bill, and he dropped his
axe as he and Dick flung themselves against
the burning doors.

The woodwork swung inwards. As the two
brothers staggered forward, the inside of
the barn became obscured hv a gigantic cur-
tain of flame which forced them back. Dic
almost fell, steadied, crouched to try and
rush thmugh it, jand rvaused as the screen of
fire parted for a moment and gave him a
view of the inside of the barn.

The Kent Flyer stood in the middle of f.he
floor. Leaping flames were all around, play-
ing about the bodywork and over the narrow
cockpit, writhing on the tyres and on the
carth around.

The car had heen drenched with petrol.
She was a flaming mass from her radiator to
the tip of her tail!

(What's going to happen now, boys! Will
Dick and Bill be able to save the Kent
rc('m'r] breaker, or will it be ruined? And
who’s responsible for this dastardly piece of
work, for obviously it has been done deliber-
ately.  Dow’t miss next week's instalment,
it's a corker!)
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Our Weekly Pow=T{ow!

By THE EDITOR

OW that the year is almost at an end, 1 Another Magazine.
expeet many of you chaps arc looking aders living in Weston-super-
back and reviewing the happenings of | will he }Vlul ed to hear th
the past twelve months. That's what I, | Stre HL salubriou.

as Editor of the Old Paper, am doing now, and | star Mag —somethiziz
Tm finding it quite inferesting. On the whale, | rich and Weston-super-Mare,  He woulil
with il due modesty, I am feeling fairly plea ~-‘r| like to quu- !ram anybody interested.
with mysel too. But before going on
further, I want to wish all my rcaders a
happy and a very prosperous New Year.
Since Jamuary = 1st, 1927, the )
LIBRARY een many suece
all, most, stupendous of all
magnificrnt  Free  Gifts

are, Somerset,

E. Wills, of 18, Baker

watering  plice, i
B

tnker Street, Weston,
ve quite solved the question
mnning a mag. full of gumption

1ls.

oy L
Greatest of

e, were the ten pages of chatter,
recently. And bright yarns that matter,
Hundreds of congratulatory letters from delishted While the brain bird at top s a fellow
readers veached me econcerning these, and 1 can wamed Wills,

tell you quite frankly I was in imminent danger
of getting a swelled head!

Then the St. Frank's Leagne!  This Tas hoomed CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
hugely during the last twelve months, and the i e 1
membership Las increased enormously,  As Chief Arthur Hilton, 288, Mount Road, Lesenshulme.
Officer, I have often felt like patting myself on Manchester, wishes to hear from readers, also

s back, for Go : s that Teagae | the 0.0. nearcst te him.
the back. for tough Howse reports that Tuasie | MReginal | Rushworth, - lomeland  Bungalos
In fact, jolly good Let’s hope they'll roll in Over-the-Burn, Low Fell, Gateshead, (. ]).H]ulm.
hour affer howr during 1025! has written a serial story of adventurs in the
o s b sivteen

Southern seas, entitled * Nippy,” w
il tions, and would be glad to hear from

Resolutions ! . g
editor of an amatenr magazine ahout this

Now, “rt but not lea
tant of come the storje
1 can 'm st that the storics (hh \mx
of as high a standard as ever, thanks -
popular Edwy Searles Brooks. The hundreds of
congratulatc letters I receive per week, and
1 e scores uf letters Mr, Brooks himself receives,

—indecd, ot fmpor.

ain I think | Y47 ¢
ave heen ey
T-

v ic Nunn, 27, College Strec!, Homerton,
London, E.9, wishes to from wirl readers
anywhere; back numbers of the J tor
exchange,

George Shepherd, 444, Tdge Laue, Dioylsden,
Mangchester, wishes to hear from an 0. 0. in
Manchester.

H. Stothert, 0.0., 9, Steiner Street. Accring-
ton, Lancs, wishes to hear from: members in his
district.

W. P. White, 45, Norway Strect. Waterloo,
Liverpool, wishes to hear from readers in the
Royal Navy, also from theose interested in
collecting foreign coins.

, howe Mr. Brooks tells me that he
attal an_even higher standard of
e This sounds rather impossible, per-
haps—hut, knowing Mr. Brooks as 1 do, L'm
pretty sure he will achieve his object.

Like Mr. Brooks, I also have made a New
Y]wlr'\ resolution—that 1 shall endeavour to make
the Old Paper even brighter and better than P —
ever,  And, lads, yon just wait and sce how I THE EDITOR.
shall caury out that resolution! (Chiet Officer).
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