


The Cheery Chums of St. Frank’s Bound for the North Pole!
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CHAPTER 1.

The Cruise of the Pioneer.

e TOT a bad old tub—eh, boys?”
lQ Lord Dorrimore, smiling and

ocnial, joined a group of St.
Frank’s fellows who were leaning
over the rail of the promenade deck,

watcliing the blue-green waters of the
North Nea as they swirled past.

“Shie’s wonderful, sir!” said Handforth
enthusiastically. By George! The most
marvellous boat in the world, I should
think !”

“Rather, sir!” |

‘“She’s  pretty good,” admitted Lord
Dorrimore, grinning. *““Not that you
kuow anythine about her, yet. Just wast
a bit, my sons! The Pioncer is going to
oive you a few more surprises !”
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Opening Book-Length Yarn of an Amazing New Adventure Series !

The POLE! »

EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS

Once before the Boys of St. Frank’s have visited Northestria, that country of medieval

wonders set amid Arctic snows and ice.

Fresh thrills, exciting action and extra-

ordinary adventures await Nipper & Co. upon their return trip to this amazing land.
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“I don’t sce how you can give us many
more surprises, Dorrie,” said Nipper.
“This trip, alone, has taken our breath
away so much that we’re still gasping.”

““Better get your breath back, then,”
advised Lord Dorrimore cheerfully.
“You’ll have to do some more gasping
presently.”

He walked off, chuckling to himself,
and joined Mr. Nelson Lee and Mr. Aling-
ton Wilkes farther down the deck.

“I wonder what Dorrie has got up his
sleecve?” murmured Nipper, frowning.

“Do you know, Tommy, I belicve there's
something more in this trip than we know
of.”

““Dash it, how can tlhiere be?” protested
Tommy Watson. “Isn’t it exciting enough
to know that we're off to the North Pole
—and by submarine?”

To the Pole by submarine!

It was a thrilling, fascinating thought!
And as the boys looked round the spacious
promenade deck, they found it almost 1m-
possible to credit that this craft was,
indecd, a submarine.
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She was the Pionecr, owned by Lord
Dorrimore, the multi-millionaire sporting
peer ; she had been designed by Sir Hobart
Manners, and it was general knowledge
that she was the filt of a great fleet of
similar boats.

The Pioneer looked so little like a sub-
marine that it was difficult to believe that
she could submerge. She was on the sur-
face now, surging along smoothly, her
great motors so vibrationless that hardly
a quiver could be felt.

She was the most novel submarine ever
built—a craft which entirely shattered all
preconceived notions of submarines. She
did not look like one exceit in the fact
that the greater part of her hull was under
water. She was of an immense size, and
she had been primarily designed for pas-
seneer carrying. She was a commercial
vessel, pure and simple.

The promenade deck, on which the boys
were standing, was spacious.  Overhead
there was another deck, much smaller, re-
served for the ship’s officers and men.
There was no conning-tower, such as can
be seen in the conventional submarine;
neither were there any funnels. She was
low and lean and rakish in design.

Below, her accommodation was more like
that of a luxurious private yacht, or an
Atlaptic liner, than a submarine. She
had spacious saloons, lounges, smoking-
rooms, private suites, and in every respect
she was surprising.

Lord Dorrimore, who was a personal
fricnd of Sir Hobart Manners, had in-
sisted upon financing this pioneer boat.
The money meant nothing to him; he was
a millionaire many times over. But he
was not a reckless man, and he had suffi-
cient business instinet to know that his
money was soundly invested.

HE surprisc of the submarine herself,
however, was i1nsignificant com-
pared with the surprise which had
been sprung upon the excited crowd

of St. Frank’s fellows who were aboard.
Instead of going back to St. Frank’s, at
the end of the brief Easter holidays, they
tound themselves aboard this wonder
craft, off on an expedition of super thrills.

The passenger list included Irene & Co.,
of the Moor View School. There were ten
oirls, all told, and they were under theo
persontl care of Mrs. Alington Wilkes, the
wife of the Housemaster of the Ancient
House 24 St. Frank’s. Mr. Wilkes himself
was aboard, too, as gleeful and as ex-
cited as any of the boys.

The boys were mostly juniors—Re-
movites and Fourth-Formers. There were
a few sazs, too, and one or two seniors.

The whole party numbered about thirty;
that is to say, thirty St. Frank’s fellows.
In addition, there were the officers and
crew of the vessel herself, numbering well
over one hundred. There were stewards
and stewardesses. Even Phipps, Airchie
Glenthorne’s valet, was aboard. '

Lord Dorrimore, with his usual coolness,
had sprung the surprise just when the
boys and girls were thinking of returning
to their respective schools. Dorrie had
had no difficulty in persuading Nelson Lee
{o make the necessary arrangements; and
all the boys’ and girls’ parents had cheer-
fully concurred. The “old crowd ” had
been with Lord Dorrimore on many an
adventure, and he had never failed to
bring them back safcly. Lord Dorrimore
was trusted—and with Nelson Lee i1n
nominal charge of the youngsters, no
anxiety was felt rcgarding their security.

“It's going to be a purely commercial
trip,” Lord Dorrimore had said.
‘““Nothing exciting about 1it, mnothing
spectacular. The Pioneer is prepared for
any emergency, and there’'s not one
chance in a thousand that therec will be
any dangers. As for taking the old tub
under the ice, it will be easy. Some
people think that it’s a hazardous project,
but that notion can be dismissed at once.
And when this route is officially opened—
as it will be on this trip—the Manners
Submarine Navigation Company will open
up a regular service.”

For over six months, Lord Dorrimore
and Sir Hobart had been planning; they
had sought the advice of experienced
Polar explorers; they had mapped out
the entire route to a mile. In the Pion-
eer’s navigation-room therc were many
wonderful new instruments; scientific mar-
vels which would enable the voyagers to
keep on their course with uncanny cer-
tainty.

Onc feature which the boys and girls
were not so keen about conecrned school
work. Two of the lounges had been fitted
up as class-rooms, and for certain hours
OF the day Mr. Wilkes took the boys, and
Mrs. Wilkes took the girls. They were
not to be allowed to neglect their studies.

Lord Dorrimore insisted that the mis-
sion was as safe as a rock; the cruise, he
insisted, would be a practical lesson in
gcography. And on this epoch-making
pioneer trip it was a fad of his to have
the ‘“old crowd ” with him.

“Isn’t it too glorious for words, Ted?”
asked Irene Manners, as she came along
the deck with some of the other girls, and
joined the Removites. *‘‘ We're really off !
We’ve started on the great adventure.”
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““Yes, it’s pretty good,” admitted Hand-
forth.

$You don’t sound very cnthusiastic!”

“Eh? Obh, well, I've been thinking,”
said Handforth slowly. ‘“Dorrie says
there’ll be absolutely no danger in this
trip.”

“Is that why
dear old
Travers.

‘“Dorrie says that this trip under the
ice will be accomplished without the

you're looking so bored,
fellow?” chuckled Vivian

slightest risk,” continued Handforth dis-

contentedly. ‘‘Well, what’s the good of
that? I was hoping that we’d meet with
all sorts of adventures. Where’s the fun
of cruising in a submarine under the Polar
ice unless there are thrills and dangers?”

“If Dorrie hadn’t assured our people
that the cruise was safe, we wouldn’t be

aboard mnow,” said Doris Berkeley
pointedly.
‘““There’s that, of course,” admitted
Handforth.

“You're never satisfied, Ted,” said
Irene severely. ‘‘Isn’t it enough to know
that we're on board the first Stilip ever to
make the attempt? The Pioneer is to
open up a wonderful new trade route
to the Pacific.”

‘Pacific?” repeated Handforth. “ We’re
going to the North Pole!”

““That’s rather an elastic term, old
man,’”’ said Nipper kindly. “I don’t sup-
pose we shall actually go necar the Pole
itself. @ Dorrie has been scheming this
thing out very thoroughly, and he reckons
that the Northern Route can be success-
fully opened—a route to the Pacific which
will take ships round by Spitzbergen,
then under the Polar ice, and out 1into
open water by the Bering Sca, and so on
to Alaska. It’s a short cut, and if it can
be commercially opened it will be an ab-
solute triumph.”

“Dorrie isn't the only one who is at-
tempting the experiment, either,” said
Nipper. ‘“But he means to be the first—
and that’s why he’s starting carly. If he
can prove his theories, it won’t be long
before huge cargo-carrying submarines
will be plying unhampered under the
Arctic and saving millions of pounds in
fue! costs, canal tolls, and freight rates.”

“It’s difficult to believe that there won’t
be any danger,” said Marjorie Temple
thoughtfully. “Supposing we get stuck
under the ice?”

‘““‘Impossible,” replied Nipper. ‘This
ship 1s provided with special ice-boring
apparatus, so that we can easily get to
the surface at any moment.”

“But supposing we hit an iceberg?”
asked Tommy Watson. ‘Some of those

whatking great iccbergs go down for thou-
sands of feet into the water!”

“But there aren’t any iccbergs in the
Arctic,” replied Nipper.

‘““Cheese it !”

““Dorrie says so, anyhow—and he’s had
all the available information on the sub-
ject,” went on Nipper. “Polar explorers
all declare that the thickest ice cake, in
the Arctic, can’t extend more than a hun-
dred and twenty feet below the surface.
You've heard of Professor Nansen, haven'’t
you? Well, he reports that the thickest
ice he ever found on his Arctic travels
was fourteen feet. And in a great sub-
marine like this omne, cruising below the
ice cap will be child’s play.”

“After we’ve done the trip, your pater
—who was knighted only a few months
ago—will be more famous than ecver,
Renie,” chuckled Reggic Pitt.

Irene flushed.

“My father is one of the cleverest en-
gineers in the world,” she said proudly.
“But we mustn’t forget that Lord Dorri-
more has as much to do with this voyage
as my father.”

‘“Well, it’s a bit of a swindle, all the
same,” sald Handforth gruflly.

“Swindle, Ted?” asked Irene, her voice
indignant. .

‘““Everybody’s been saying that we were
going to the North Pole by submarine—
and now it seems that we shan't go any-
where near the Pole!” grumbled Hand-
forth. ‘“All we shall do is to submerge,
go under the ice, and come out in the

Bering Sea. I don’t call that much of a
thrill !”

“Don’t take any mnotice of him, you
girls,” chuckled Nipper. ‘‘He’s as ex-
cited as anybody, but he can’t help
grumbling.”

Which was quite true. Edward Oswald
was, indced, as much agog with excite-
ment as any of the other youngsters.

By submarine to the Pole! It was a
fascinating prospect. |

CHAPTER 2.
Dorrie Springs a Surprise!

LTHOUGH the voyage was calm and
uneventful, 1t was, nevertheless, a
continual round of joy for the
young passengers.

The weather continued calm as the days
passed, but as the Pionecer cruised farther
and farther north, so the cold increascd.
But only on deck was tho cold notice-
able; tho vessel herself was the last word
in comfort and splendour.
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Neither the boys nor the girls minded
the daily lessons. They were rather keen
on them, in fact, and their hours of
liberty wcro all the more enjoyable be-
cause of their hours of work. Every-
thing was going very smoothly. |

It was diflicult to believe that they
were passengers aboard a submarine.
So far the Pioneer had kept to the sur-
face and she would remain on the sur-
face until it was absoiutely essential tnat
she should submerge. She was, in fact,
cssentially a surface craft, but she pos-
sessed the enormous advantage of being
able to dive when the necessity arose.

One evening, at dinner, when the
Pionecr was getting well up into the
Arctic zone, Lord Dorrimore intimated
{hat he had something of rather special
importance to say. Immaculate from head
to foot in his cvening clothes, he sat
next to Captain Williams—a man whose
expericnce of submarine craft was second

to none 1n the world. On the cap-
tain’s other side sat Mrs. Wilkes. At
the same table were Nelson Lee, Mr.

Wilkes, Sir Hobart Manners, and Mur.
Morlcy, the first officer.

The saloon was ablaze with softly-
shaded elcctric lights, and all the other
tables werc occupied by the St. Frank’s
tfcllows and the Moor View girls. It was
a scene of glittering splendour. The
richly-dccorated walls, the sumptuous
furniture, the soft carpets, the dazzling
linen—all this, and a lhundred and one
other details, went towards the making
of a scene such as onc might expect to find
aboard a luxurious private yacht.

“Not many of you will regard me as a
dreamer,”” said Lord Dorrimore, as he
settled himself well back in his chair,
and lit a cigarette. “I suppose I’'m more
A man of action than anything elsc.
I like doing things—and I’ve done most
things that are to be done. I've explored
in cvery corner of the globe; I've driven
racing motor-cars and acroplanes and
speed boats. I’'ve done so much, in fact,
that there’s precious little left for me to
do. Don’t run away with the idea that
I’m boasting; all I’'m trying to prove is
that I am a man of action. Yet, for
once, I’'m a drcamer, too.”

“Get it off your chest, Dorric,” smiled
Nelson Lee.

“It’s not on my chest, old man,” re-
plied Lord Dorrimore. “To tell you the
honest truth, I’'ve got something up my
sleeve. And I thought thie was rather a
suitable occasion to spring it onm you all.
For six months now, I’ve been dreaming—
dreaming of a project which will possibly
sirike you ae fantastic, I’ll be frank

?

‘ WIDE AWAKE FOR WEMBLEY ! *

and tell you sfraight out that therc’s
something behind this submarine dash to-
the Pole. I’ve kept 1t in the dark so far,
but 1 faney I'm safe in letting the cat
out of the bag now.”

The boys and girls, particularly, were
agog. Any esurprisc of Dorrie’s was
liable to be a red-hot one.

“I’'m wondering if any of you young-
sters remember a place called North-
estria?” asked his lordship abruptly.

A wave of excitement passed round the
Eables, and Handforth even leapt to his
eet.

““Northestria, sir?’’ he repcated breath-
lessly. ‘“By George, rather! Ethelbert
{he Red and the Princess Mercia, and
Kassker the Grim! Do we remember,
you chaps?” |

“We're not likely to forget,” said
Nipper, with conviction.

Lord Dorrimore smiled.

“Well,” we’re going up into the
Arctic,” he said smoothly. “And that

quaint country of Northestria happens to
be within the Arctic zone. Now, I
thought——"

“But, man alive, you’re not dreaming
of making a return trip to that extraor-
dinary oasis?’’ asked Nelson Lee quickly.
“You gave no hint of this, Dorrie, whea
you propos~d this trip.”’

“I thought it would be safer to spring
it on you after we were wecll on the way,”
cxplained Dorrie mildly.

He was obviously pleased by the sen-
sation he had caused. The St. Frank's
fellows and the Moor View girls were
looking flushed and eager. Mr. Wilkes
and Captain Williams were {rankly
puzzled.

“I seem to remember something about
a place called Northestria,” said the cap-
tain.

“I’ll tell you all about it,”” said Dorri-
more. ‘‘The old crowd, here, needs no
telling—for most of them were with me
on that earlier adventure. But there are
others present in this saloon who did not
oo on that trip, and for their benefit I
think it would be as well to go into a
few details.”

Nelson Lee was looking more than a
little startled. He knew, from past cx-
perience, that the millionaire pecr was an
incorrigible adventurer. Dorrie was both
reckless and foolhardy; he would cheer-
fully go headiong into dangers, heedless
of the comsequences. But this trip had
seemed so scientifically sound that Lee
had had no qualme. Now, apparently,
the real secret of it was to be revealed !

“We discovered this extraordinary
country of Northestria by sheer acci-
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dent,” said Xord Dorrimore reminise-
cently. “It was during an airship trip,
into the Polar regions. No need to go into
details. It’s enough for me to say that
the airship got out of control, that she
came within an ace of disaster timo after
tinie, and that finally she became abso-
lutely unmanageable in a welter of fogs
and blizzards tens of tliousands of feet
up. Helplessly crippled, but with every
soul on board mercifully alive, she was
at last catapulted out of the everlasting
disturbances into a quiet zone beyond
this unknown Arctic mountain range.

“Well, we found ourselves in an enor-
mous oasis—enormous, that 1is, as oases
go. Yct I suppose this fertile tract of
land is an iunsignificant pin-point coms-

pared with the vast wastes of the frozen
Arctic zone.”

“I remember rcad-
ing of it at the time,”
sald Captain Wil-
liams, nodding.
“This oasis is quite a
considerable  wvalley,
1s it not?”

““There is an enor-
meus ring of impass-
able peaks—a barrier
of mountains 1n the
form of a great
irregular circle,”
replied Lord Dorri-
more. ‘‘Some scores
of these peaks are
volcanic, and are in
a state of constant
cruption. At least, the craters are molten,
and the reflection from these voleanic
fircs is eternally cast upon the mists which
form the ceiling, so to speak, of the oasis.
The usual Arctic day and night does not
cxist in Northestria. There is a continual
false daylight from these volcanic fires.

€C

T'his zone within tho circular moun-
tain barrier is some hundreds of miles
across, and, roughly, I should say the
entire fertile tract is ahout half as big
as England. In fact, quite a tidy
country, with an inland sca—actually a
huge lake—to separate the two main por-
tions. And all round, the towering peaks,
their summits lost in the eternal mists. A
marvellous place, ladies and gentlemen—
a place of never-ending wonders.”

“But we can’t go back there, Dorrie!”
exclaimed Nipper, in his excitement.
“You know jolly well that our airship
only escaped destruction by a miracle.”

“I’'m not talking of airships now,
sonny,” replied Lord Dorrimore. “1

‘““ Handforth’s

E. 0. Handforth—and Handforth
alone—has always fancied himself
as a budding author.
threatens to become an editor. by
The first issue of a new magazine,
edited and written by the one and
only Handforth, will be incorpor-
ated with next week’s number of
the NELSON LEE. Don’t miss
this unique new feature—a sure
cure for the blues—A RIOT OF
LAUGHTER AND FUN!

know perfectly well that it would be mad-
ness—almost suicide—to attempt another
entry from the air. There’s not a chance
in a million that we should succeed. We
only found that lost land because our
dirigible got out of control.

“This time I propose to do things
deliberately—scientifically,” he went on.
“There’ll be no chance about it—mno acci-
dent. If we get in, we get In—if we
don’t—no harm will be done. I want to
emphasise, at once, that we shan’t uu-
dertake any foolhardly risks.”

“I'm glad to hear you say that,
Dorrie,” observed Nelson Leo dryly.
“But how much can we believe it?”

“Wait until I’ve finished before you
slang me,” said Dorric cheerfully. “In
any case, I'm going to put it to you all
after I have outlined
my scheme. And I
rather fancy that the
voting will be in my
favour.”

“But if this strange
country is so ringed
volcanocs and by
dreadful blizzards,
how did you manage
to get out?” asked
Mrs. Wilkes curi-
ously. .

“We got out by
reason of another
lucky chance,” replied
his lordship. "T]lat’s

Weekly !”

Now he

where this present
trip 1s so totally
different. There'll be no luck about it,
one way or the other. As I told you at

the first, I've been dreaming of this pro-
ject for over six months, and I have got
one or two practical notions up my sleeve,
of which I will speak later.

“You know what a geyser is, don’t you,
Mrs. Wilkes? There are some geysers
which burst into activity at set intervals.
Well, this particular fellow is fairly lazy,
and he only becomes active at thirty-
year periods. It was just our good for-
tune that one of these periods happencd
while we were {here, This ecnormous
geyser, bubbling and surging with boil-
ing water, froze the Arctic 1ce over a
considerable expanse on the outer side
of the mountain ring. And it caused a
flow through a great tunnel into the
oasis. = We escaped by means of that
tunnel, and were later picked up by naval
seaplanes and brought home. Naturally,
we were compelled to abandon the wreck-
age of the airship, and practically every-
thing we possessed. It was a costlly
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voyage—in many ways, a disastrous

voyage.”

“We had some jolly -good times in
Northestria, sir,” said Handforth eagerly.
“But I'm jiggered if I can guess how
you're thinking of getting back. That
geyscr won't erupt again for .another
thirty years, so there’s mo way through
the tunnel. And it’s impossible to get
over the mountains.”

“We’ll sce,” said Lord Dorrimore
smoothly. ‘“No need for me to remind
you boys of the people we found in North-
estria; but the others present might be
interested. Everything in that lost land
‘has stood still for centuries. Northestria
ig, in cffect, England as it was in the
Middle Ages.” |

“It seems unbelievablc!” exclaimed
Mrs. Wilkes. ‘

“Yet it is recally easy to understand,”
replied Dorrie. ‘“A branch of the Anglo-
Saxon race migrated perhaps to the
Netherlands many ecnturies ago, was
caught in a stéorm and carried northwards
by hurricanes and adverse currents.
Eventually, it got lost in this Arctic
oasis. ¥ We don’t know—there’s no pos-
sible means of finding out—but 1t seems
likely that a great earthquake, or super
volcanic eruption, opened a way into this
oasis, which was afterwards closed. And
so these good people were shut in, and,
having no intercourse with the outer
world, they remained stationary through-
out the ccnturies. They made no pro-
cress whatsocver,  Thus their customs
havc not altered; their language has not
altered.  There is even a second race
within this oasis—people who were en-
trapped some centuries earlier than the
Anglo-Saxon crowd. They call themselveés
Gothlanders, and there can be little doubt
{hat they are descended from the ancient
Goths They are brutal and coarse
people, and for two or three hundred
years the Northestrians used them as
slaves, afterwards banishing them to the
smaller country on one side of the lake,
which is now known as Gothland. North-
estria, the grcater part of the oasis, is
by far the richer,

“We happened to arrive at a most in-
teresting point,” continued Dorrie re-
miniscently. “The Gothlanders, under a
brutal overlord known as Kassker the
Grim, was preparing an invasion. The
Northestrians, peace-loving people, were
unprepared. They had never even con-
sidered the possibility of the Gothlanders
nttacking them. Yet attack they did,
and they came within an ace of conquer-
ing their former masters. It was our in-

tervention which saved the day, and

which brought peace to that oasis. When
we lcft, the trouble was over. Gothland
was subdued, and Northestria was ruled
by a young girl known as Princess
Mercia.

“Now, it 18 my object to get back into
that oasis, if it is humanly possible.”

Dorrie paused, looked round at the
flushed faces, and his own was grave.

“It is mot idle curiosity which prompts
me to return,” he went on impressively.
“Therec 1is something else—something
which makes me eager and impatient to
try the experiment I have been planning
for s0 many months. I will leave you
to judge whether I am justified in my
dreams or not.” |

CHAPTER 3.
The Earthenware Bottle!

YERYBODY in that luxurious
saloon was thrilled. -
The St. Frank’s fellows and the
Moor View girls were frankly
flushed with open excitement. The pros-
pect of getting back into that warm, fer-
tile oasis of the Arctic took their breath
away. They well remembered that
amazing adventure. And, without ex-
ception, they all believed that Northestria
was cut off for ever from the outside
world.

Lord Dorrimore’s talk had revived their
memories. They well recalled the fall of
Kassker the Grim; and with that brutal
overlord’s death, so the Gothland armies
had suffered an overwhelming defecat.

Ethelbert the Red, the grave, gentle
Regent of Northestria, had assured the
adventurers, before they left, that his fair
country was now safe for all time.

Why, then, was Dorrie so fixedly
mined upon this return visit?

“What I am going to tell you now,
ladies and gentlemen, will surprise you
more than anything I have yet said,”
continued the . sporting peer quietly.
“Seven or eight months ago, before the
idea of this trip entered my head, a
quaintly-shaped earthenware bottle came
into my possession. It had been picked
up, its neck securely sealed, by some
fishermen off Nova Scotia. @ These men
naturally opened the bottle, and they
found within an astonishing document.
They thought very little of it, convinced
that it was only a practical joke. But as
my name was mentioned, and as I am a
fairly well-known chap, they were good
enough to send the document on to me,
earthenware bottle and all.

deter-
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Standing on the ledge, with
the ground yawning far
beneath her, Princess Mercia

defied Cedric the Cruel.

“Carry out your eom-

mands,’”” she exclaimed,

‘“and I will fling myself

from this ledge ! **
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“Here it 1s,” he continued, takine a
large, folded sheet of coarse-looking
parchment from his pocket. “As you will
see, the paper 1s quaint, and the writing
even ¢uainter. But that bottle was well
scaled, and not a drop of water, or cven
dampness, penetrated to the interior. In
my personal opinion, this communication
1s absolutely genuine.”

The Dorriec the boys knew so well was
changed. IIe was no longer flippant and
jocular. As he sat there, the centre of
all eyes, he spoke earncstly and soberly.
Everybody was listening to him with
bated breath.

Nelson Lee, taking that parchment, was
struck by the curious mnature of the

i
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It was different fron.

writing upon 1t.
anything he had ever scen; although 1t
strongly smacked of the medieval style.

It was difficult, at first glance, to
decipher the handwriting. But Lord
Dorrimore, who had read it a hundred

times, now proceeded to read it again—
aloud :

“To our good friend, the Lord of
Dorrimore, in the Countrie of Eng-
lande.

“'Tis a forlorn hope, good Dorri-
more the Brave, that thou wilt ever
receive this message of despair. But
wondrous things have happened in
the past, and perchance wondrous
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things will come to pass yet again.
Mayﬁap, our noble friend, Lee the
Lionheart, will also hear this call.
Thou didst leave us in peace, brave
Dorrimore, with our fair countrie
well rid of the Gothlander menace.
Thou didst go back into the outer
world, deeming that all was well with

the fair Princess Mercia and her
people.’
‘““Alas, the Gothlanders, under a

ruthless new leader named Cedric the
Cruel, an overlord of vast possessions
and great riches, hast fallen upon
. our swect lands of Northestria. .

“These .dogs of Gothlanders did
accept their defeat with 1ll grace
after thou didst take thy leave; and,
~with . renewed strength and with
ferocious dctermination, did they
once again attack. And such was
their brutality that the whole of
Northestria has fallen inte their un-
couth hands.

“They are the masters of North-
estria, oppressing our good people
and enslaving them throughout the
length and brecadth of the land. The
Zentle . Princess Mercia and  her
brother, Prince Oswy, have been
banished into Gothland. Here, too,
do I languish. In the grim walls of
the Gunmarc Fortress, on the Goth-
land coast, we are kept as prisoners.

“Thus, in this dire exile, do we
continue to exist by the will of Cedric
the Cruel. We know aught of what
takes place 1m Northestria, beyond the
great waters. But rumours reach us
at times, and we do know that our
people are downtrodden and enslaved.

“And ir our extremity, good Dor-
rimore the Brave, we turn to thec
for succour. Yet we do know that
there 18 but little hope of this mes-
sage ever reaching thy hands.

“Yet, mayhap, thero is a slim
chance. The earthenware bottle into
which this message will be placed,
1s to be cast down from my window
into the moat. Now, this moat is
filled with running water; for, unlike
other moats, that of the Gunmare
Fortress 13 fed by a stream. This
strecam of which I write does not
empty itself into the lake, but surges
through the Gothland countryside,
gaining speed until it vanishes wun-
derground into the grim mountains.

“’Tis said that this stream finds an
outlet beyond the great ranges, into
4he ice and snow of the desolate
country beyond. And should this tale
be true, then ’tis possible that the
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bottle wiil float under the ice, and
thus reach the open sea of the great
outer world, of which ye told me so
much, and of  whieh we Lknow so
little.

“That ye should kmnmow of our
degpair, and that ye should well un-
derstand our extremity, I will tell ve
that this maketh the six hundred an-
twenty-ficst message thus sent float-
ing upon the waters. For many
months now, twice—sometimes thrice
—daily, these sealed messages have
been cast into the moat, always with
the hope that one will find its way
into thy hands. |

“So, good Dorrimore the Brave, I
conclude my message. Perchance, i

¢ cannot come, then Lee the Lion-

cart may hasten hither in thy
stead. Our need 1is dire, our distress
acute EraeLpzrr THE RED.”

LONG murmur, not umlike a great
sigh, went round the saloon after
Lord Dorrimore had ceased reading
aloud that remarkable document.

“Extraordinary !””  commented M.
Wilkes mildly. |

“It sounds like so mwch nonsense to
me,” said Captair Williams, in his blunt
way. ‘“Are you quite sure, sir, that you
are not the victim of a practical joker?
Messages 1n bottles are always open to
suspiciopm——"’ |

“No, eaptain! This message is genu-
ine !” dcclared Lord Dorrimore, rising to
his feet and speaking vehemently. “I
know it! Good gad, man, can you doubt
the truth of this appeal? lyou boys !
You girls! What’s your opinion?”

“We bclieve it, sir !’ chorused the boys
and girls excitedly.

“They’ve been in this country of North-
estria—and they know!” said Dorrie,
turning back to the captain. ‘‘This man,
Ethelbert the Red, was our friend. Never
for an instant can we doubt the authen-
ticity of this message.”

“I am inclined to believe in its genu-
ineness, too, Dorrie,” said Nelson Lce
quietly. “Poor Ethelbert! By now he
must have sent a thousand such messages
down that stream—always hoping against
hope that one of them would come into
your hands—or mine.”

Lord Dorrimore’s face was flushed.

“Can we ignore this appeal?” he de-
manded, looking round with defiance in
his eyes. “Can we let those North-
estrians suffer the despotism of thc Goth-
landers and do nothing to help?”

“I admire your epirit, old man, but
what exactly can we do?” asked Lee



in SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN 4d4. LIBRARY No. 145. Buy a copy to-day.

practically. “You have yourself admitted
that any re-cntry into the oasis by air
is out of the question.”

““Absolutely !” agreed his lordship.
“It would be madness—suicide—to make
any such attempt. That’s why I'm
making this trip by submarine !”

“Yet you cannot hope to get into the
oasis in this craft,” protested Sir Hobart.
“The Arctic may stretch its frozen wil-
derness up to these great mountain ranges
—1ndeed, it certainly does, as your story
has proved. But what then? Even sup-
posing that the Pioneer reaches such a
point, how can you get beyond that im-
pregnable barrier?”

“We’ll talk about that later, when we
get there,” replied Dorrie briskly. “I
have my own plans—I think you’ll guess
what they are, Sir Hobart. By travel-
ling under the ice, we can reach the
nearest point to the oasis. I have been
thinking things out for months past—I
have been planning. Weo go, not 4o the
North Pole, but to Northestria, to carry
succour to those gentle people who are
oppressed by the Gothland brutes.”

“Hurrah !” yelled Handforth excitedly.

The other St. Frank’s boys cheered, too.
But Captain Williams, Sir Hobart, and
Nelson Lee were looking rather startled.
And, for that matter, so were all the
grown-ups of the party.

“All this is at variance with the pro-
mise you made before setting out from
England, Dorrie,” said Nelson Lee
oravely. “You assured the parents of
these boys and girls that they would
suffer no dangers—-"’

“And neither will they,” interrupted
Dorrie promptly.

“Yet you propose to go into this oasis
again, to give battle to the Gothland
oppressors P

“I do,” replied Dorric defiantly.

“And you say that there will be no
danger?”’ insisted Lece. “What of our
former adventures? Man alive! It was
touch and go——"

“There is no comparison between that
occasion and this,” interrupted his lord-
ship. “Then we werc unknown—we were
suspected. Our airship was crippled, we
were at the mercy of all. But if we can
get the Pioneer into the oasis, what then?
All the micht of Gothland cannot harm
us ! This ship will be a vcritable floating
fortress upon the lake, secure from any
attack. You and I, perhaps, will have
some adventures, but there is no need for
the boys or the girls to take the slightest
risk.”
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“Oh, I eay!” protested Handforth. “If
there’s any fighting, we want to be in
it, sir !”

“Yes, rather!”

“Hear, hear!” :

“Bloodthirsty young beggars!” said
Lord Dorrimore, frowning. ¢All the
same, I admire your spirit, by the Lord
Harry! Not that we need go into any
such discussion now. Wait until we get
there !”’

With blazing cyes he looked round the
saloon again.

“Can’t you all see what this will mean
if we succead?” he went on centhusiastic-
ally. “This land of Northestria can be
converted into a kind of ¢ half-way
house’ to the Pacific. A northern port
for all shipping on this new route!”

“By Jove, sir, it is a dazzling vision,”
said the captain warmly. ’

‘Northestria can be modernised, it can
be made prosperous,” continued Lord

Dorrimore. *“Who can tell? Before
many years have passed, it may bc the
next fashionable holiday country! Rich

people, instead of going to the Rivicra,
will winter in Northestria! Great hotels,
service stations for shipping, will be
established. You may think it's a dream
of minc—but it can ecasily . become a
reality.”

They were all breathless at the picture
which Dorrie’s words brought into their
minds.

“But first of all we’ve got to investi-
gate this trouble, and rescue Northestria
from the oppressor,” added Lord Dorri-
more coolly. “That done, there will be
a chance of Northestria taking its right-
ful place on the map of the world. Other
men are planning to reach the Pole by
submarine, but my cwn plans arc a trifle
different. 1 want te be first in North-
estria—by the ncwly-opened route. 1
want to plant the British flag there, and
so add this fair tract of country to the
IEmpire !’

“Hurrah

“It is a land of amazing resources—a
land of wonders,” shouted Dorrie. “Are
we to lag behind and let foreigners sccure
it? By gad, no! We were first there,
and we thought we should never be able
to get back.  But now, owing to the
marvels of modern science, there is more
than a chance that we shall succeed in
opening up a rccognised route.”

He poured out some wine, and bade the
others follow his example. Then he held
his glass aloft, his eyes ablaze, !

“On—to Northestria!” he shouted.
“We’'re the same old crowd—loyal, eager,

"’
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enthusiastic. Here’s to

venture !’
“Hurrah !

“On to Northestria !”

The toast was drunk amid wild excite-
ment and enthusiasm.

SUcCecess our

CHAPTER 4.
The Exiles!

HE grim fortress of Gunmare, in the

ll country of Gothland, raised its for-

bidding walls direct from the wide

moat which entirely surrounded

1it. The turrets and battlements were

constantly patrolled by guards; the

single gateway, which was the only access

to the fortress, was barred and bolted.

The heavy drawbridge was seldom
lowered.
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Originally, there had been mno moat
round this sinister fortress; but when it
had been turned into a prison for the
exiles from Northestria, Cedric the Cruel
had set hundreds of men to work, and the
widest moat in the land was dug; the
river was diverted from 1its course, and
the waters of that river now flowed rouad
the fortress, to surge onwards, beyond,
through the picturesque valleys and
gorgces. |

Built some miles inland, the fortress
only commanded a view of the fertile
valley in which it was situated, although
from the topmost battlements the lake
could be seen—a great body of watcer
which stretched out into the dim, vague
distance like a veritable sea.

From thcse battlements, too, the towers
of Hunric Castle could be glimpsed—
Hunriec Castle, the former homo of
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Kassker the Grim and Cedric the Cruel.
The red roofs of the village of Vertilla,
nestling in the adjoining valley, were
also visible beyond the tree-tops. But the
fortress itself stood alone, isolated, i1m-
pregnable,

The whole landscape was reminiscent of
tho England of medieval days. The only
notable difference was the palencss of the
greenery; due, no doubt, to the fact that
there was never any darkness in this
astounding oasis.

Far overhead were the eternal mists
from the circular volcanic range of moun-
tains which formed an impenetrable bar-
rier. The volcanoes were invisible, hidden
by the mists, but the fires from them were
rceflected through the vapours, and the
oasis itself was everlastingly bathed in
the soft radiance. -

This country, although far, far in the
Arctic north, knew nothing of snows and
blizzards. Tranquil peace always reigned
here, for the atmospheric conditions
seldom, if ever, varied. So- equable was
the climate that the temperature was
always akin to that of a sub-tropical
country,

Tlhere were never any rains,
land was well watered by a mnatural
system of irrigation, the mountain
streams and brooks bubbling down in a
net work of waterways, and mostly
emptying themselves into the great
central lake. ,

At one of the upper windows of the for-
tress, far above the moat, sat a slim,
girlish figure, her eyes gazing out upon
the deserted valley.

She was a young girl of exquisite
beauty, attired in a quiet, sombre gown.
Her richly golden hair fell in tresses
over her shoulders; her eyes were of the
deepest blue, and her skin so fair that it
looked like the most delicate porcelain.

Such was the Princess Mercia, exiled
from her own land of Northestria, and
imprisoned in this Gothland fortress.

Near her sat a boy, reading. He was
very young, slim, and even delicate. He,
too, was dressed in sombre garb, and
golden hair hung about his shoulders, like
that of his sister’s. Prince Oswy was
indeed a comely youth.

Both the boy and the girl looked round
as the door of the crudely furnished
apartment was opened. A tall man en-
tered—a man of middle age, with a red
beard. @ His face was lined and cven
haggard, and his expression was one of
gentleness and kindliness. In his hands
he carried a crudely-made earthemware
bottle, the neck of which was tightly
sehled. .

but the
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“Yet again, good Ethelbert?” asked
the princess gently. “I’ faith! 'Tis the
third this day, I vow !”

“Ay, and thrice daily shall I continue
to cast these messages into the flowing
waters of the moat,” replied Ethelbert the
Red, his eyes agleam. ‘‘Gaze not upon
me with such pity, fair princess.”’

“'Tis not pity, my Ethelbert,” said
Mercia softly. “I but marvel at thy
patience.”

“Is 1t not said that patience
virtue?”

“Methinks we must all be wondrous
virtuous, then,” said the princess. “Alas,
Ethelbert, naught can change the fact
that we are exiled from our own country.
Cedric and his soldiers hold our people in
subjection. ’Tis only by his favour, in-
deed, that we live.”

“By my bones !” growled Ethelbert the
Red. “We desire no favours from Cedric!
The dog keeps us alive, not because lLe
favours us, but because ’tis good policy.
Even our peace-loving peoplc must not be
goaded too far.”

“There will come a day, sister, when
we shall be put te the death,” said Prince
Oswy listlessly. “Sometimes, I vow, 1
long for that day!”

“Hush, brother !”

“Is not death better than this languish-
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ing cxile?” asked the boy,, with some
defiance. ‘“What do we live for?
Naught! °Tis better to die than to see

our country under the yoke of this ruth-
less tyrant !’

Ethelbert the Red came mnearer,
placed a hand on Oswy’s shoulder.

“Thou art young, good Oswy,” he said
gently. “All thy life is before thee.
When times change, and Cedric is over-
powered, thou wilt mount the throne of
Northestria. Think ye of our friends of
the outer world. If they but hear our
call, they will come. There are no mar-
vels of which they are not capable. Think
ve of Dorrimore the Brave, of Lee the
Lionheart, of Handforth the Bold, of all
those goodly souls who once before savec.
us from the Gothland mepace.”

“Thou thinkest of naught else, my
Ethelbert,” said the princess, shaking her
head. “I fear ’tis an obsession with theec.
Yet how canst thou even hope? Think ye,
in 1hy heart, that one of these messagcs
will get through to the outer world?
I would that I could share thy faith,
regent.

“One day they will come !” declared the
regent.

He walked to the window, watched
wistfully by the prince and the princess,
Making sure that none could observe him,

and
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he dropped the earthenware bottle into
the moat below, It splashed dully,
hobbed up, and commenced floating away
sluggishly.

“I'hus goes another message, with all
my prayers,”’ said Ethelbert quietly. “I
somellmes wonder By St. Attalus!
Who cometh here in such splendour?”

His tone changed, and there was even
a note of alarm in his voice. The others,
concerned, joined him at the window.

“Sec !” said Ethelbert the Red, point-
ing.

From this lofty casement they could see
well across the valley. A dusty, winding
road led through the trees towards the
lake—which was itself hidden by an in-
tervening hill.  Along this dusty road
camo a brave cavalcade.

There were forty or fifty men, all
mounted, all wearing chain-mail or
armour. Gleaming and glittering, they

rode on towards the fortress. And now,
below, came the sounds of hurried pre-
paration. The massive drawbridge was
being lowered, bugles were sounding, and
the entire garrison was agog.

“By my faith! ’Tis Cedric himself!”
whispered the princess, her voice falter-
ing.

“How mnow?” growled Ethelbert the
Red. “What wantest this base knave?
Why cometh he here? Thou must be of

stout heart, good princess, for the coming

of this man can mean naught but evil.”

“T fear him not!’ said the Princess
Mercia scornfully. “Do we fear those
whom we despise?”

With fast-beating hearts, they watched
the cavalcade thunder across the mnow
lowered drawbridge. They all vanished
under the great stonme arch, riding into
the spacious courtyard. From below,
within the fortress, the prisoners could
hear the distant sounds of commotion.

Presently the door was flung open, and
o giant of a man, 1mposing in his splendid
chain-mail, strode into the apartment. His
face was cunning, crafty, and cruel; his
agreat black beard fell thickly upon his
breast-plate. = When he spoke his voice
was deep and rumbling. |

“I give thee greeting, fair princess!”
he said, looking at Mercia with greedy
eyes, and ignoring the others. “Nay,
shrink not thus! I come, not to taunt
thee, Lut to give thee liberty !”

And Cedric the Cruel, the self-crowned
King of Northestria, strode forward with
a jangling and a claltering of his ac-
coutrements,
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CHAPTER 5.
The Threat!
PRINcEss MERCIA, standing upright

and dignified, was scornful as she re-

turned Cedric’s hateful gazo. She felt

nothing but contempt and loathing
for this brute of a man who had conquered
her country.

“By tho boncs of Sarus!” swore Cedric.
‘“As haughty as ever, I vowi Ixile in this
lonely fortress scecmeth to strengthen thy
spirit] 'Tis welll I would not like my
quecn to be a craven.”

" Ethelbert the Red took a step forward.

“Thy queen?®’ he repeated thickly.

“Ay, dog!” retorted Cedric. *“‘Thine cars
did not dececive thee.” '

‘““Beshrew thee for a knave!” shouted
Ethelbert. ‘Thou art mad! Thinkest thou
that the fair Mercia would——"

“Silence, or I'll have thee flogged!”
snarled Cedric savagely. “I came not to
argue or entreat—but to command!”

He swaggered farther inte the apartment,
a veritable giant of a man. But not by an
inch did Princess Mercia flinch. She stoed

her ground, as dcfiant and as proud as ever.

‘“’Ti1s not the first time, my fair one, that
thou hast spurned my advances,” said
Cedric, as he gazed gloatingly upon her.
‘““But, by the bones of Sarus, I grow tired
of thesc delays! So I come from my
Kingdom of Northestria, and I come with a
command.”

He swept a hand towards the windows.

“Yonder, by the lake, lie my big galleys,”
he continued. “One of them, fair Mercia,
is In readincss for thee. There are hand-
maidens aboard, goodly dresses, and all that
should please thy maiden heart. I am come
to carry theo away to my Castle of
Dunstane.”

The young Prince Oswy, his eyes flashing,
stepped in front of his sister.

“Thou shalt not take Mercia from me!”
he shouted fiercely. ‘ What indignity 1s this
that thou art suggesting?”

“Indignity, forsooth!” thundered Cedric.
“’Tis my will that Mercia shall become my
queen. Am I not generous? Thus shalt my
diplomacy triumph! The peoples of
Northestria shall have their rightful qucen,
and completo peace will be upon the land.”

““To be Quecen of Northestria is one thing,
Cedric, but to be thy queen 1is but a hidecous
mockery I” said Mercia scornfully. ‘ Rather
would I die !”

‘““Ay, and I by thy side!” vowed Lthelbert
the Red. ]

“Thou shalt die ere the wedding celebra-
tions are over,” replied Cedric. “But, for
the present, 'tis my decree that thou shalt
remain here, in this fortress. So prepare,
fair one. Get thee to thine own chambers,
and be rcady for departure within the hour.”

The Princess Mercia shook her hcad.

“IKill me, f it is thy will, Cedric,” she
repliecd; “but never will I consent to become
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thy quecn. Rather would I die a thousand
dcaths from a thousand torturers!”

Her tone was so bitter, so full of loathing,
that Cedric half-recoiled, his face working.

“But I offer thee thine own kingdom !”
he urged. “Such a union will unite the
peoples of Gothland and Northestria.”

“Never will the people of Northestria
unitoe with the infamous brutes of Goth-
land1” said Mercia quietly. “'Tis but a
foolish dream, Cedric—the dream of a power-
crazed tyrant who thinkest that he has but
to make a command for that command to be
obeyed. Thou art foolish, arrogant, and
surfcited with pride!”

“Have care!” snarled Cedric the Crucl.
“Thy words lack nothing of frankness,
methinks |’

“'Tis my desire to be frank,” replicd the
prinecss, gazing at him with defiance. “I
am at thy mercy, Cedric. Call thy soldiers
and have me dragged hence! In no other
way will I depart! Carry me to the Castlo
of Dunstane, if thou art mad enough to do
so. But, by my faith, I will kill myseclf
before I become thy queen!”

Such was the xchemence of her words that
Cedric the Crucl knew that she was_ In
deadly earncst. He was staggered.
insuffcrable arrogance and pride, he had
thought that she would be eager to seize
this chance of becoming the queen of her
own land. But now he was left in no doubt
regarding her feelings for him.

““Thou vixen! 'Thou spitfire!” he said
harshly. ‘I can see that thy spirit 1s indeed
as stout as ever! Gr#mercy! It shall be
tamed, or I am no king!”

He turned to his guard, evidently with tho
intention of giving some orders. But at
that moment onec of his junior officers came
cxcitedly into the apartment.

“My lord! My lord!” shouted the ncw-
comcr.

“How now ?” thundered Cedric. “Who 1is
this fool, blundering into my presence so
uncouthly ?”

“Thy pardon, my lord, but a strange dis-
covery has been made!” panted the officer,

abashed. ¢ This earthenware bottle was
found floating upon the moat !”
“Oh!” murmured the princess, turning

pale.

Cedric, his curiosity getting the better of
his anger, bade the officer step forward. The
earthenware bottle 1n his hand was broken,
and a rolled sheet of parchment was
revealed.

“By my marrow and bones! What is this
discovery, then?” asked Cedriec impatiently.
$Give me the parchment, fool !

He took it, and his brow grew blacker and

blacker as he read. Finally, with a bellow
of fury, he turned upon Ethelbert the Red.

“So!” ho grated. “This is thy doing,
dog !’

Ethelbert, pale but defiant, made no
answer,

In his
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“fo thou hast cagt such a message as this
thrice daily into the moat!” went on Cedric,
glancing at the parchment. “By the soul of
Sarus!| Thou shalt suffer for this, thou
treacherous scum !”’ |

Heo turned to his soldiers.

‘“Where 1s the commandant of this for-
tress ?” he thundered. “What hast he been
doing, to allow this? Are my soldiers asleep,
that these bottles can be cast into the moat
thrice daily, month in and month out? I'll
have every man flogged !”

‘“Blame not thy soldiers, Cedric,” said
LEthelbert the Red. *They were in no way
lax, But for thy coming this day, none
would have discovered the parchment that is
in thy hand. But I will confess that I have
grown careless.”

“Carcless, i’ faith!”
““Thou shalt grow weary of tortures beforo
I have finished! Fool! Think ye that these
mes%ges will reach thy friends of tho outer
world ?” '

“Perchance one such message is already in
the hands of my friends,” replied Ethelbert
defitantly, |

“Thou dog!” sneered the tyrant. ‘“I'or
us therc is no outer world. This land,
hemmed in by the eternal mountains, is all
the world we know. Ifor &éver more we are
hemmed 1n by these impassable barriers.,
None can enter.”

“Yet what has happened once, may well
happen again.”

‘Nay, thou art wrong!” sworae Cedric.
““Twas by the purest chanco that thosc dogs
cntered; and never will there be such
another chance. By my bones! Thou art in
ill case, indeed, if thou art relying upon help
from the outer world!”

He laughed contemptuously, and then burst
into another fit of fury, turning upon his
guard.

“Scize this man!” he ordered. * Seizo
him, take him to the battlements and fling
him to decath!”

‘““Nay, not that!” cried the princess in
agony. -

“Take him !” snarled Cedric,

Ethelbert the Red remained dignified and
calm as the soldiers closed round upon him.
And the Princess Mercia, with a sudden
movemcnt, ran to the open casement. In a
moment she had leapt upon the wide stone
sill, the abyss yawning at her fect.

“Sister !” panted Oswy in fear.

“Take Ethelbert as thou has threatened,
and I will fling myself down !’ said Mercia,
her voice stcady and calmm. *‘Jf he 1s to die,
brutal Gothlander, so will I die also!”

Cedric, taken aback, stared at her stupidly.

“Quch spirit!” he muttered. “I' faith,
’tis a waste 1n the body of a Northestrian!
Come, child, this 1s but folly.”

He moved nearer, and the princess raised
her hand.

“Stay!” she commanded imperiously.
“Move one step nearer, Cedric, or order thy:

stormed Cedric.
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soldicrs to comeo to this window, and I will
throw myself down

“Fair Mercia, ’tis madness!” said Ethel-
bert tremulously.

Suddenly Cedric the Cruel gave a great,
He placed his gloved hands

raucous laugh,.

desire death! By the bones of Offa! 'Then
shall they have death! Am I not a kindly
monarch, ready to fulfil the wishes of my
loyal subjects ?”

He roared with laughter aflresh, and sud-
denly flung out an arm.

-
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Anxziously the St. Frank’s juniors looked and shouted for Handforth. They had not
seen him disappear into the blizzard which was howling and shrieking across the
Arctic wastes,

npon lhis hips, throw his lLecad Dback, and
roared unrestrainedly.

“Marry, a fine comecdy, forsooth he
<houted. *I marvel that the young Oswy
does not also threaten to sacrifice his life.”

“If my sister and Ethelbert are killed,
then will I kill myself I’ eried Oswy.

“Oh-hot So we have the three!” roared
Cedric, ‘Hear ye, my soldiers? They all

b8
!

“Relcase the good IEthcelbert!” he com.
manded. ‘‘Come, princess, step down from
the casement. ’Tis an ill setting for such a
gem. I give thce my word that Ethcelbers
shall not be flung from the battlements.”

Ethelbert the Red was released, and Prin-
cess Mercia, after a moment of hesitation,
jumped down lightly. Cedric was now
taking no notice of the exiles,
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“Let these, my orders. be obeyed I” he
gsaid to the captain of his guard. “Sce to
it that a proclamation is posted in Dunstanec,
and in every town in Northestria! On the
sixth day from now a grecat spectacle will
be held on the shores of the lake, before
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“Death at the stake is preferable to be-
coming Cedric's queen,” replied Mereia
quietly. ‘‘For one is but the agony of a few
fleeting minutes, whilst the other would be
a lifelong torture!”

CHAPTER 6.
Under the lce!

1 HI) Pioneer, advanc-
PYEES li ing cver northward,
- ploughed her way
through the ice-flocs.
‘Scveral days had clapsed,
and the vovage was fast
approaching that point
which ull the vouthful pas-
sengers had been eagerly
awalting.

But for Lord Dorrimore’s

startling announcement

that the real objective of
this trip was theo strange

land of Northestria, the

vovage had been unevent-

ful. Good weather had

been encountered, and tho

Pioneer was making amaz-

=

-_—

Dunstane. Let the proclamation state that
the Princess Mercia, the Prince Oswy, and
Ethelbert the Red are to be burnt at the
stako, in the sight of all Dunstane!”
“Thou art jesting, my lord!” gasped tho

captain. .
“I'ool! T specak 1n carnest!” roared
Cedric. ““These three desire death—and so

shall they have death! As a reward for
their treachery, they shall be burnt at the
stake, as I have decreed! On the sixth day
from now this spectacle shall be given. Let
the proclamations be sent forth !”

And Cedric the Cruel, with another raucous
laugh, strode noisily out of the apartment.
As the door closed behind the guard, Princess
Mercia found Ethelbert’s arms round her
shoulders.

‘““Be thou of stout heart, child,” murmured
the regent sadly. “Let us show these dogs
that we, of Northestria, can meet decath
bravelv.”

ing progress. She was the

fastest submarine vessel
afloat.

And now at last sho was
well  within  the Arctic

Circle, near the eternal ice.
Within her ~ saloons and
cabins, the comfort was
supreme. Only when the
passengers went on deck
did they realise that the
coldness of this region was

extreme. But, overcoated
and muffled, the St.
I'rank’s fellows were as
much on deck as below.
They wanted to miss
nothing.

“Well, we're getting

closo to the ice now,” said Handforth con-
tentedly. He was lcaning against the rail,
watching the bleak seascape, with the flocs
becoming ever more congested. ““We shan't
be able to keep on the surface much longer.”

“I wonder 1if we'll succeed?” asked
Church. “I mean, it seems an awful risk
to me, diving under the surface and cruising
right under the icc !”

“Risk be blowed !” said Handforth scorn-
fully. “The submarine is as safe as a rock!
Hasn't Dorriec told us so? Hasn’t Irene’s
pater assured as that there’s no danger?”

““All the same, they're enthusiasts,’”” said
Chureh. ¢ This is their boat, as it were, and
their faith 1n her is supreme.”

“I suppose you're getting nervous ?”’ asked
Handforth tartly. “If T were you, I'd go to
Dorric and ask him to turn back!”

‘“Fathead I” growled Church,

“Well, it is a bit of a knockout, Handy,”
put in Nipper, as he joined them. “You
mustn’t forget that we're attempting some-
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thing that has never been accomplished.
When the Pioneer dives and goes under the
ice, she’ll be penetrating the unknown.”?

“J think 1it’s perfectly thrilling '’ said
Mary Summers, who was with Nipper.

“I’d go anywhere in this boat,” said Irene
Manners proudly. ¢ My father invented her,
and, i1f he thought thecre was the slightest
risk, he wouldn’t let me be aboard—or any
of the other girls, either.”

“You see, there are all sorts of safe-
guards,” said Nipper. “The Pioneer will
only go forward as long as the sea ahead is
clecar. There will be terrific searchlights,
penetrating the gloom, and if there’s any
unexpected ice wa shall spot it before we can
run mto any danger.*

‘“How about gectting trapped under the
1ce 7’ asked McClure.

“That’s impossible,” repliecd Nipper.
{We can always retreat, and give the thing
up as & bad job—although that’s about the
last thing that Dorrie and Sir Hobart want
to do. There’s an air manufacturing plant
on this eraft which will keep us well supplied
with fresh air for wecks, if neccessary.”

“We shall do 1it!” declared Handforth.
‘““We shall get under the ice, and, what’s
mmore, we shall get into Northestria, too!
We’re going to the rescue of Princess Mercia
and her downtrodden subjects !”

The others chuckled, and Handforth sud-
denly started.

¢ What’s the joke ?” he demanded.

“You were rather keen on the princess
when we were there last time, weren’t you,
Handy 7’ grinned Nipper.

HFandforth turned red, but he was re-
assured when he saw that Ircuc’s eyes were
twinkling merrily.

“It was the princess who ¢ fell’ for me,”’
he growled. *‘How could I help 1t if she
took a liking to me?”

‘“She must have been smitten by your
rugged geography, old man,” murmured
Nipper. ‘“A modern example of Beauty and
the Beast.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Arc you calling me a beast?” demanded
Handforth wrathfully.

‘““Let’s change the subject,” said Nipper,
grinning. “Hallo! Look what’s afoot!”

Many of the Pioneer’s sailors werc at work.
By going well forward, the boys and girls
could sce above the promenade deck. A
queer superstructure was taking shape now—
enormous stcel girders had mystertously
appeared from nowhere, being worked by
eleetric power. Many members of the crew
were active, with Lord Dorrmmore and Sir
Hobart Manners directing the operations,
and with Nelson Lee and Mr. Wilkes as
1nterested spectators,

- Before the day was out, that superstruc-
taro had taken a definite shape. The entire
top of the Pioneer was now changed. She
was fitted with what looked like enormous
runners, extending from bow to stern. Theso
toboggan-like fixtures were there for a
definite purpose.
"~ “We're reckoning to start on the real ad-
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venture to-morrow, young ’uns,’” said Lord
Dorrimore, as he chatted with an interested
group of boys and girls. *That toboggan
arrangement overhead is a sort of safeguard.
The boat won’t dive more than is absolutely
necessary, and we shall keep her close
against the surfaco ice. In a way, she’ll
run along 1it, those toboggans making contact
with the under side of the ice.”’

‘“How long do you reckon we’ll be undcer
the ice, Dorrie?’’ asked Nipper.

“It all depends,” replied the millionaire
peer. “The entire Arctic isn’t ice-covered,
you know. After a number of hours we
might come to the surface again. It's im-
possible to tell. In a way of speaking, we’re
taking & leap into the darkness.”

‘“ And do you really think we'll get through,
sir?”’ asked Fullwood breathlessly. I mecan,
right through into Northestria "’

‘If all my theories are right, and if my
plang work out as I reckon, we’ll do the thing
on our heads,” replied Lord Dorrimore
lightly. *And once we're there—well, there
ought to be some fun.”

"By Jove, rather, sir.”

“Frghting the Gothlanders,
asked Handforth keenly. ‘'By George,
think of it, you chapst We shall go as de-
liverers—to free Northestria from the grip of
a tyrant'l” .

“It’s a pity we didn’t bring a lot of war
material with us,” said Fullwood. “I seem
to remember that the Gothlandecrs are savago
brutes.”

Dorrie winked.

‘““Not & word, my sons, but I've still got
one or two surprises up my sleeve,” he mur-
mured. “There’s more than one ace in
the pack1”

“What do you mean, sir?” asked Hand-
forth, staring.

“Well, I knew what this trip really was
before I started—although you didn’t,” re-
plied his lordship. ‘‘And down below I've
got quite a number of handy machine-guns
and a few other trifies of a similar nature.”

“My only hat!”

““Good old Dorrie!”

‘““Motor-boats, an areroplane or two, and
things like that,” said his lordship chcer-
fully. “Oh, yes! 1 knew what we were m
for, and I've made my plans pretty
thoroughly. But, of course, the first thing
is to get there.”

And Dorrie strolled away, leaving the
boys more thrilled than ever.

NEXT morning the young passengers
recetved a surprise.
When they were called at the usual
hour, they found the electric lights
glowing, and when they tumbled out, excited
and curious, they learned that everything
was going on as usual. Breakfast was nearly
ready in the saloon, and it was being served
at the samo hour. _
“But why all“the lights?” asked Handforth.
“Let’s go on deck—"
‘““There’ll be no going on deck yet, Hand-
forth,” interrupted Nelson Leec, cntering the

you mean?”.
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lounge where the boys were congregated.
“Every water-tight door 1s scaled. We're
under the surface.”

Great Scott! And we didn’t know any-
thing about it!” cjaculated Handforth in-
dignantly.

“I'm afraid that Lord Dorrimore and the
captain neglected to inform you of the fact,”
said Lee dryly. “We’ve been under the sur-
face for seven or eight hours now, boys. So
far everything is going splendidly.”

“But—but we're not actually under the
ice, sir?” asked Reggic Pitt, in wondecr.

““Yes, under the ice,” replied Lee. “The
last patch of broken water was left behind
some hours ago. We are wecll beneath the
Arctic ice-cap.” .

Excitement recigned supreme for some time.
The girls were just as eager as the boys.
They found it difficult to belicve that the
Grecat Adventure had begun. During the
night they had rcceived no hint; there had
been no sensation of diving.

And when breakfast was served in the
usual way, and Lee announced that lcssons
must be taken at the custorgary hour, the
boys aalmed down considerably. Everything
was so matter of fact. |

“It’s a giddy swindle!” grumbled Hand-
forth, after brecakfast. ‘‘I thought this trip
under the ice was going to be exciting! But
there’s nothing in & at all!”

He was wrong.

Although there was no change in the
routine, everybody aboard the Pioneer was
inwardfy thrilled. There was that queer fcel-
ing of uncertainty—a fecling which scarcely
anvbody cxpressed.

They all knew that the vast ice barrier was
above them, a solid cap of frozen water,
imprisoning the submarinc below.  And,
ahcad, lay the unknown.

It was small wender that the boys and
the girls had no enthusiasm for lessons that
mormng. They were rather indignant, in-
deced, that lessons were held. But Nelson
Lee was determined that there should be no
departure from the normal routine.

The submarine, of course, was now pro-
ceeding with caution—at a much slower
spced. She crept along smoothly, her motive
power now being supplied by electric motors.

Right fo'ard, in her bows, there was a
curiously-shaped bulge, which gave her a
quaint appearance when eraising on the sur-
face. The bulge was actually a control-room,
scparate and apart from the normal con-
trol-room amidships. It was only used when
the Pioneer was under the surface,

Towards midday Lord Decrrimore, making
his way fo'ard, found Sir Hobart Mannecers
in charge. This room was comparatively
small, but in total darkness except for a
number of illuminated dials. The sentire
front ‘““wall ”’ of the room was a massive
window made of toughencd glass of 1n-
credible thickness. Yet it was crystal clear.

“Nothing to report. Dorrie,” said Sir
Hobart. ¢ We're stil] going ahead very
nicely.”
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Dorrie joined him at the window.

On etther side of the control-room, operated
from secparate compartments, were two enor-
mously-powerful scarchlights. Their beams
cut through the grcenish gloom of the sea,
and it was possible to see ahcad for somo
distance.

Staring upwards, Lord Dorrimore could
sce a vague somcthing. It was the under
surface of the 1ce.

“We'ro forty to fifty fcet below the ice,”
sald Sir Hobart, ‘so our toboggan structure
1s now in use. There have becn very few in-
cqualitics so far—just @ thickening of the
iIce here and there, neccessitating an occa-
sional dip. It scems that our thcories are
right, Dorrie. The cruise under the ice is as
safe as surface travelling.”

He opcrated a wheel in front of him as
Lie spoke—for in this .room the submarine
could be accurately controlled without any
telegraphing to the enginc-room—and the
Pioncer dipped her bows slightly, and
lunged  deeper. It had scemed to Sir
Iobart that overhcad the ice was closer
than it had becen.

“As long as we keep going like this, we
shall be all night,” eaid Dorric. “In fact,
we shall get bored stiff. By this time to-
morrow, we'll have to reckon out our exact
position.” ,

“We're keeping a strict log, hour by
hour,” replicd Sir Hobart. ‘““And with all
our wonderful instruments, Dorrie, we know
to a mile precizcly our position.”

His manncr became rather tense a moment
later, and he pcered ahead anxiously. Dorrie,
who had noticed nothing, now felt the bows
of the vessel give a curious dip, followed by
a movement that was almost a lurch to star-
board.

“What's the idea 7 asked Dorrie, glancing

at his companion.

“T did nothing,” replied Sir Hobart
quickly. **But the controls arc—queer. I
belicve we've hit an undercurrent of some
sort. I have felt something similar once
or twice beforc, and Captain Williams tells
me that By heaven, Dorriec! Did you
fecel that?”

Dorrie had felt it—a lurch which caused
the Pioncer to swing giddily over to port.
Sharply Sir Hobart operated the controls,
stopping the engines altogether. He did not
like this experience.

““ There's something nasty here, Dorrie,” he
said quickly. “This current is stronger than
any we have yet encountered.”

Captain Williams came in with Nelson Lee,
and both were looking serious.

“ Anvthing wrong, sir?”’ asked the captain.
“We felt a big lurch—"

“I say, we seem to be swinging round,
don’t we?” interrupted Lord Dorrimore
abruptly. “She’s down by the stern, Man-
ners !”’

But Sir Hobart needed no telling. Neither
did anybody else. They could all feel the
movement of the vessel, and they were all
rather helpless. That unexpected current
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had caught the DPioncer in 1ts grip, and,
slowly but surely, she was being dragﬂed
down into the depths, stern first!

CHAPTER 7.
Undersea Peril!

T was a moment of drecadful anxiety,
Sir Hobart, at the controls, started
the engines again, and with every atom
of his skill ho attempted to correct the
fault, But the racing engines and the whirl-
ing propellers seemed to have no effect.
Relentlessly the submarine was being
dragged down deeper and deeper into the
unknown depths of the icy sea, stern first.
Then suddenly, with tremendous force, she
spun round, throwing nearly everybody in
the control-room off their balance.

In the body of the vessel, it was just the
same. The St. Frank’s fellows and the Moor
View girls, in the big saloon, were wonder-
ing what was happening. Then, abruptly,
they were all thrown down; and when they
got to their feet again they could feel that
the Pioncer was reeling giddily. The floor
was at an acute angle.

“We’ro diving—backwards !” gasped Full-
wood frantically.

. ““She’s out of control,
Doris Berkeley, her pretty face pale.
What’s going to happen now ?”

1sn’t she?* asked
“Oh |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

But nobody could answer her. None of
them pretended that they were indifferent,
or that they were conﬁdeut that the danger
would soon be over. For a great many hours
now they had been cruising into the un-
known, and they were all suffering from the
strain. They were frankly alarmed—fecar-
stricken when they reahsed that the sub-
marine was diving, uncontrolled, to tho
bottom, and that a vast field of ice stretched
overhead, imprisoning the vessel.

Lord Dorrimore and Sir Hobart Manners
had been prepared for strong currents in the
Arctic, but they had never antxclpatcd any
such current as this. It was alarming.

By skiulful handling, Sir Hobart managed
to brlng the Pioneer back on an even keel.
But she was still in the grip of the current,
and Sir Hobart knew that she was some
hundreds of feet down.

In tho saloon, shouts of relief and excite-
ment went up when the floor assumed its
normal level. Yet the swaying and lurching
of the vessel told the passengers that all was
not yet right.

At the controls Sir Hobart, with perspira-
tion streaming down his fa.ce was starmg
fixedly through the window into the searcii-
light-flooded sca.

“Look 1> ho shouted thickly.

“Good gad!” breathed Lord Dorrimore, a
catch 1n his voice,.

Almost directly ahead, but some points to
starboard, something solid and menacing was

-
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looming up. They needed no telling that 1t
was a great wall of 1ce—the side of an
cnormous berg, perhaps. The Pioncer was
drifting straight towards the mass, and a
collision seemed inevitable.

“ Look out I” panted Sir Hobart.

With reversed engines, the Pioneer swung
round, answering her rudder. The wall of
icc scemed to slnft its position, but nothing
could avert the collision. A sudden, jolting,
jarring crash as the metal plates of tho
vessel collided with the ice wall, and next
moment sha was slithering alongside it. By
a miracle, it scemed—but really becauso of
Sir Hobart's brilliant handling of the vessel
—a violent collision had been averted.

The Pioncer had only grazed the wall of
icc, and now she was being forced along by
the strong undercurrcnt. Although her
engines were reversed, she still advanced.
Never in his whole life had Sir ¥lobart felt
so helpless.

On the port side another ice wall loomed
up in the glare of the scarchlights. The
Pioncer was being trapped in a kind of ico

bay. Mecrcifully, she still retained an cven
keel, and, in that respect, she was under
control.

There was another jarring thud, and sho
came to an abrupt stop. She was trapped,
jammed between the walls of 1ce. It was
impossible to proceed—and retreat was out of
the question, since the current held her too
strongly 1n 1its grip.

“This is nasty, Dorrie,” said Sir Hobart
quictly.

“By Jove, old man, you were splendid!”
said his lordship enthusiastically. ‘ Nasty
or not, we're still safe, and I don’t think
we've come to such harm.”

Reports soon came in that none of the
plates had been damaged. At least, the
vessel was taking no water. She was just
jammed there, with ice ahcad and on both
sides. Even the temperature in the vessel,
maintained so accurately until now, had gono
down a great many degrees.

‘““ Thank Heaven we’ve suffered no material
damage,” said Captain Williams. “ What do
yvou think we’'d better do, sir? Get her to
the surface?”

““If we can,” replied Sir Hobart Manners.
“It’s the only thing, captain. The powerful
current has jammed us against this wall of
ice, and thero seems no retreat. We're a
good way down, and I don’t think it would
be safe to dive farther. There’s no telling
how far this ice descends.”

“No chance of getting under it?” asked
Dorric.

“There might be—but before we try any
such experiment, we'll sce what there is
above us,” replied Sir Hobart. ‘“We'll have
to get to the top, if it’s at all possible.”

Nobody could hazard any guess regarding
the nature of the situation. These Arctic
scas, below the ice, were uncharted. No man
had ever been here before. Men might have
flown overhead, men might have trudged

’
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through the snows on the surface of the icc;
but no man had ever cruised these scas.

The Pioneer was rocking and swaying
gently, clear ovidence of the strength of the
current which gripped her. And now tho
mechanism was put into operation which
would enable her to riso.

It was a ticklish business. When she did
risc, she scraped along the ice, and thero
was always the danger of some scrious
damago being caused. Slowly she rose, foot
by foot, Sir Hobart and Captain Williams
watching tho indicators anxiously.

“She’s doing it all right, sir,” said the
skipper with satisfaction. ‘“We're not com-
pletely jammed, anyhow.”

“She’s easier now, too,” said Sir Hobart.
“By Jove, captain, she’s answering her
sc_rﬁw:ft She’s retrcating freo from the ice
wall.’

T'hey had ascended for over a hundred fect,
and 1t was with a great brcath of 1iclicf
that Sic Hobart found that the Pioneer was
now free from all obstructions. That deadly
current had lost its strength in higher waters.

At last, with a gentle thudding, the
toboggan-like superstructure of the Pioncer
came to rest against the under surface of
the great 1ce cap.

“We'll get the boring apparatus into
operation at once,” said Sir Hobart. “We
might as well try the experiment now—it is
the first opportunity. Furthermore, we shall
be able to have a look at our position. I'm
rather kecen on scecing the® nature of the
1cefield above.”

Nelson Lee, in the meantime, was®vith the
boys and girls, assuring them that no great
damage had been done, and that there was
cvery reason to expect that the submarine
would soon be out of her temporary diffi-
culttes. Men were going all over the vessel,
on the look-out for lcakages; but she was a
stout craft, and she had suffered no vital
damage.

Very soon a strange sound echoed and re-
cchoed throughout the ship. Overhead, an
cnormous clectrically-operated machine was
getting to work—a species of drill.  Con-
trolled entirely from within the vessel, this
drill was boring a great circular hole through
the 1ce above.

Tho boys, of course, were tremendously in-
terested, and they waited cagerly for the

result. The boring of the hole was not a
long task. It was accomplished well under
the hour,

The mechanism was then withdrawn, and
the great toboggan supports were all lowered
into the vessel simultancously. She clung
tighter and tighter to the surface icc.

And then a circular metal arrangement,
like a funncl, was projected upwards through
the hole in the ice, and tests soon proved
that thc operation had been successful, and
that the mectalwork was projecting into the
open air.

A great watertight door was opencd, a
ladder was automatically fixed, and the pas-
sage way into the upper ais was open.
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Lord Dorrimore and
Nelson Lee, wrapped 1mn

huge furs, were the first to
go up. They experienced
rather a shock. For as they
cmerged into the open they
found that a fierce, bitter
blizzard was raging—a hur-
ricane which, had this been
the open sea, would have

causcd . the: waters to be
mountainous. . .
But the Pioncer, lying

under the surfaco of the
ice, was as smoothly at rest
as though she floated In a
pond, Yet above, the terrific
Arctic blizzard raged. Snow
was hissing down in whirl-
ing masses, and the wind
swept across the everlasting
ice with a shrieking roar.

“I think it’s better down
below !> shouted Dorrie, as
he pressed close to Lee.

“Not much good being up
here, old man,” replied Lee,
yelling above the gale. “We
can’t sce more than twenty
yards in -any direction. By
Jove! What a storm!”

They could well appre-
ciate the ecnormous difliculties
of the ordinary methods of
Arctic exploration. A party
of humans, caught in this blizzard, would
indced be in dire straits. But the party in
the submarine was in warmth and comfort.

The Spring Equinox had, of course, begun,
and the Arctic ‘‘day,” lasting for half a
year, was well under way. The whole scene,
on that 1cy waste, was gloomy. A continuous
twilight prevailed, the visibility being con-
ined to fifteen or twenty yards.

Other figures were emerging from the sub-
marine now—Handforth, Nipper, Mr.
Wilkes, and some of the other boys. They
saw no réason why they should be left out
of this. 'They wanted to have a look into
the open for themselves.

“By George!” gurgled Handforth, as the
full force of the blast struck him. ‘“What’s
—what’s this ?”’

‘““A sample of the Arctic, by the look of
1t 1 gasped Church. “JI say! We'd better
gct 1n again !”

“Not likely! I want to have a look
round |” said Handforth. ‘“Well, I'm jig-
Igered! Who ever would have thought it?
There was no sign of this down in the ship I’

“Hey, you boys !’ yelled Lord Dorrimore
urgently. ‘“Mind you don’t wander away!
The visibility’s pretty limited, and you could
soon get lost!”

Church and some of the other fellows
heeded Dorrie, apd they turned. And in that
very moment Handforth vanished into the
snow smother. It was rather unfortunate.
He blundered on over the ice, knce deep in

Jovial.

The Northestrian waded into the
water, and the boys immediately
recognised him as Wynwed the

bawled Handforth.
it, you varlet ? *°
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‘“ Ahoy there!”’
‘‘ How goes

snow, thinking that some of the others were
with him. It was not until he turned and
looked back that he found out his mistake.

“Hallo! Where are you?” he yelled. *I
say, I thought 'you chaps were with me!”

Ho walked back towards the submarine
without a qualm. He knew that he had
only travelled a few paces, and it would be
a matter of moments only before he joined
the rest. :

But Handforth had neglected to take a
note of his direction, or of the direction of
the wind. Instead of walking back to the
submarine, he wandercd farther afield. It
was absurd—fantastic. Yet i1t was an abso-
lute fact that within three minutes Handforth
was utterly lost !

CHAPTER 8.
Lost in the Blizzard!

“WHAT rot I” grunted Handforth dis-

contentedly.
He felt no alarm. He knew that
the others were close at hand, and
the 1dea that he could be lost did not even
occur to him. Actually, he was not fifty
vards away from that funnel-like projection
which marked the submarine’s position.
But it was a very small mark, now ren-
dercd almost invisible by the snow which
had quickly drifted round it. The blizzard
was raging with terrific fury, and Handforth
found 1t difficult to keep his balance.
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“Help! Help !’ bellowed
Handforth frantically, * IHi!
Where are you?”

His voice was practically
flung back 1into his throat,
for he was facing the wind.
And when he turned in the
other direction and shouted,
his voice seemed to be swept
away from him, and carried
into the upper air by the
force of the gale.

“Great  Scott !”
IIandforth, aghast,

I'm lost |”

He was staggered—bewil-
dered. And he was not
afraid to admit to himself
that he was terrified. Yet
this very terror calmed him.
He gripped himself, and
again took stock of his
position.

“This 1s dotty !” he mut-

rasped
“T’'m—

filled him with horror.
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“Where the dickens have you chaps got
to?” he bawled.

He moved on again—not in the direction

of the Pioncer, but away from 1t. The snow
was coming down more thickly than ever,
driven by the hurricane. IHandforth was
half-blinded and alrcady numbed by the
intense cold.

‘““Ahoy, there!” he shouted at the top of
his voice.

He stopped, his heart beating rapidly.
Only the roar and rush of the gale came to
his ears. The wind was sweeping over the
great icefield with terrifying intensity. And
suddenly panic scized the burly junior.

He felt utterly alone.

Never in his life before had he felt so
isolated—so eut off completely from the

world. He ran madly, shouting as he did
so. He changed his direction, running
again. But nothing loomed up out of the

murk, save the driving snowflakes.

have come up!”’

sald Nelson Lec

sharply. “Get
back into the ship at once—
all of youl”

“Wo only wanted to sce
what it was like up herc,
cuv'nor,” said Nipper.

“Well,” you’ve seen—now
vou can return,” retorted
Tee. “We shall all return,
in fact, With this storm raging we can do
nothing. We can take no observations——"

“I say, you chaps, where’s Handy ?” burst
out Church, blundering up.

They were all clustered together near the
opening, which meant warmth and comfort.
Lord Dorrimore, who was in the act of
climbing to the ladder, was impatient.

‘“He’s there somewhere!” he exclaimed.
‘“‘Handforth, you ass! Where are you?
We've got to get back, Lee! Some of these
youngsters will be frostbitten unless we're
careful. And there’s another danger. It
won’t take long for the old tub to get frozen
to the icec—and if that happens we shall be
in a nasty mess!”’

“Handforth’s gone, sir said Church
frantically. “I saw him blundering away,
but I thought he came back with the reat of
us. He must have got lost in this blizg:;rd !
Handy !” he added, raising his voice. “ 1,
Handy !”

|??
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“Don’t move away, boys!” warned Nelson
Lece. ‘It would be madness to venture away
from this spot. Upon my soul! Of all the
individuals aboard the Pioneer, Handforth
is the only one who could have lost himself
in this blizzard |”

“You can always trust him to do some-
thing dotty, sir,” said McClure. “But I
don’'t think he went off deliberately. Can’t
wo secarch for him?"”

‘““You'll do nothing—except get back into
the submarine,” replied Nelson Lee
promptly. “If ihere is any scarching to be
done, Dorrie and I will do it.”

“Couldn’t we secnd up a rocket? He
might sce it !”’ suggested Nipper. “Or what
about lighting a flare? I mecan, he can’t be
far away. He's probably necar cenough to
hear if we all shout together.”

They all shouted, but their voices seemed
to fade into insignificance compared with
the howl of the hurricane,

66 RUMBS !” said Handforth breath-
lessly.
‘ The fact that he was lost was be-

. coming more and more certain. The
absurdity of the thing was beginning to lose
its point. Absurd or otherwise, it was
terrifying.

For the first time, Handforth realised how
casy it is for Arctic cxplorers to lose one
another, although they may be marching
practicglly side by side. One moment of
carelessness, and one’s companions are swal-
lowed up in the blinding murk,

To make matters worse, Handforth now
found himself floundering through snow
which was waist deep. He knew, by this
very fact, that he must havo wandered some
distance afield. He turned back, plunging on
with the wind bchind him. Presently he
found himsclf slithering and sliding on a
great stretch of iey surface which was almost
clear of the snow. The wind was sweeping
it with tremendous force, and keeping it
clear.

Suddenly Handforth halted, his < heart
jumping. Vaguely, in the distance, ho could
see a figurec moving. In spite of the bad
visibility, he knew that his eyes were not
deceiving him.

“*Oh, thank goodness!” he panted, break-
ing into a. run,

But he didn’t run far. Abruptly he came
a halt—when only two or three yard;
An

to
separated him from the other figure.
Handforth stood as though frozen.

It was no human figure which faced him—
but a huge Polar bear!

It is difficult to say which of the two was
the more surprised—Handforth or the bear.
At all events, they both scemed nonplussed;
they stood there, staring at one another,
motionless. And Handforth was quite cer-
tain, as he afterwards decclared, that his
heart missed a couple of Lecats in every bar
for five solid minutes. At least, it secemed
liko five minutes to him before the bear
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made a move. Actually, it must havo been
a dozen or so seconds.

Handforth saw the bear raise itself on its
hind legs, and it towered above him like &
living mountain. Valiant as Handforth un-
doubtedly was, this monstrous creature struck
him as being too much of a handful to
tackle. Wisely, he spun round on his heel
and bolted. '

Ho ran blindly; he ran as he had never
run before. And the bear, with a fearsome
growl gave chase! :

Handforth could hear its thudding foot-
falls close behind him—he could even feel
its hot breath on the back of his neck. At
any sccond he expected to receive a death-
dealing blow from one of those mighty paws.

Was he mad, or drecaming, or what?

It seemed to him that a lurid red light was
glowing through the blizzard, over to his
left. It was like a tremendous fire, flickering
and blazing.

Ho vcered towards 1t mechanically, in-
stinctively drawn in that direction. He was
certain that he must be going mad. How
could there be a fire in all this smother of
gnow ?

And then, as he grew necarer, the truth
came to him.

He could sce now—he could sece human
figures, illuminated by that reddish glare.
He knew in a flash that a great flare had

been lighted by his companions, so that he
should be guided.

With thankfulness 1in his heart, he ran
harder than ever; but even now he doubted
if he would be able to win through to safecty.
Tho bear’s thudding footsteps were drumming
in his cars; the bear’s hot breath was beat-
ing on his neck like the exhaust from a blast
furnace.

‘“Handy !” came a ycll out of the storm.

“Hurrah! It's Handy !”

Figures camc towards him, apparently un-
awarc of the monstrous thing which was so
close in his rear. He plunged on, and they
grabbed at him. |

“The bear!

‘“ Look out!” he gasped.
—1t’s on me !”’

Nipper was scizing him on one side, Lord
Dorrimore on the other.

“Steady, young 'un—stcady 1”’ said his lord-
ship. ‘““What's all the panic about? You're
safe now.”’

““The bear!” gasped Handforth.

““ Pull yourself together, young 'un—there’s
no bear!” said Lord Dorrimore sharply.

Handforth twirled round, his cyes
goggling. And Dorric was right. There was
no trace of the Polar bear whatever! The
thudding footsteps, that hot brecath on his
neck, had been sheer imagination |

Handforth was so relieved that he almost
collapsed.

“I—I came face to face with a whacking
great Polar bear!” he panted. “I thought
it was close behind him! I bolted—and—
and—"’

“You’ve been dreaming, my son,” intere
rupted Lord Dorrimore. *“A fine fright

It’s
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you've given us! We thought we’d lost
youl”

“It—t was that flare which guided me,”
- sa1d Handforth breathlessly.” “1 say, thanks
awfully! I don’t know about your having a

fright—I’ve been scared stiff 1”

~ He fairly tottered into the submarine, and
.the others soon followed.

There was little doubt that the bear had
been as frightened as Handforth, and, in-
stcad of chasing him, had gone off in the
other direction. Later on, of course, Hand-
forth found 1t possible to laugh at the in-
cident, but at the moment it was by no
means a laughing matter.

He was thankful indeed, when ho felt
himself within the grateful warmth of the
submarine. The grecat manhole had been
rlamped down, and the other mechanism with-
drawn. The adventurers had seen quito
- enough of the Arctic for the moment !

L )

CHAPTER 9.
Northward Hol

¢ OU lunatic!” said Church wrathfully.
“Y{Ju fathead! You blundering
ass 1’
| But while he was saying these
things he was hugging Handforth’s arm with
all the warmth of their clos:: friendship. And
McClure was doing the same. They were
back in the saloon; they had shed their
overcoats and mufflers, and that brief spell
out in the blizzard seemed remote.

““IT don’t know how it happened, you
chaps,” said Handforth, as he found him-
self surrounded by a crowd of schoolboys and
schoolgirls. ‘I only took about three paces,
and then I suddenly found myself alone. I
thought I was going back towards the others,
but T must have taken the wrong direction.”

“You would !” said Travers fcclingly.

““All the same, you needn’t have got a
dotty idca into your head that you were
being chased by a bear !’ said Church.

“But I was!” insisted Handforth. “In
fact, 1f it hadn’t been for that bear, I might
never have found you again! I bolted hike
3 rablbit, and while I was running I saw that

are |”

“You're terribly reckless, Ted,” said Irene
Manners half-angrily. “You don’t know
what a scare you gave us.”

Nobody quite believed in the bear story,
and even Handforth himself wondered, now
and again, if his imagination had played
him false. Yet, upon due reflection, he knew
perfectly well that he had been face to face
with that monarch of the Polar ice.

“I’'ll tell you one thing, you chaps and
girls,” he said tensely. ‘“It’s made me
realise the advantages of travelling under the
ice to the Pole! It’s calm down here—it’s
warm and comfortable. But up there it’s too
awful for words!”

“We’re not out of the wood yet, either,”
eald Nipper. “We only came to the surface
because the submarine was jammed against
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an ice wall. Nobody ean quite make it out.
It has always been believed that the ice could
not extend more than about a hundred feel
below the surface. The ice we bored through
wasn’'t more than a dozen feet. Yet there’:
this enormous——"’ |

“Hallo! We're moving!” interrupted
Tommy Watson eagerly. “Didn’t you feccl
that rammy sensation ?”

They had all felt it, and they knew that
the Pioneer was diving,

Slowly, under perfect control, she was de-
seending into the depths again. But this
time she was edging away from that mys.
tertous ice wall, her engines runnipg
smoothly, her propellers sending her farthe:
and farther away from the danger zonec.

Sir Hobart Manners and Captain Williams
had had a consultation, and they had decided
to make this attempt. Here, near the sur-
face, that dcadly current was not strong, and
thus the Pioneer was enabled to break away
from the menace.

Soon she was cruising gently, moving out
of her course in a detour, but getting away
from dangecr.

FTER scveral hours, 1t was discovered
A that the Pioneer could now be got
back on to her proper course. The
mysterious mass of ice, descending for
hundreds of fect into the depths, was left
bechind. Once again the vessel was on her
voyage; and an examination had shown that
she had suffered little or no real damage.

The cxcitement was over for the time
being. There were no more alarms. The
rest of the day passed uncventfully, and the
night, too.

Next day the routine of the ship went on
uninterruptedly. The St. Frank’s fellows,
much to their disguest, were compelled to
attend lessons under Mr. Wilkes. The girls
were more patient.

During this time the TPioncer had pro-
gressed ever northwards, a slow cruise, but
a sure one. There had becen no moro en-
counters with mysterious ice masses; she
was on her proper course, and Lord Dorri-
more, for one, was filled with jubilation.

“By gad, Lee, our theorics arc proving

right I” he declared in the smoking-room.

‘““ Except for that one little mishap—which
may never occur again—the cruise has becn
as safe as an Atlantic crossing.”

“It’s not over yet, Dorrie,” said Lee,
smiling.

“I’'m convinced that we shall succeed—be-
yond all our dreams,” replied Lord Dorri-
more. ‘‘Manners agrees with me, and so
does Williams. According to our calcula-
tions, we’re not such a great distance away
from our destination now.”

“The one drawback to this kind of travel
is, of course, the impossibility of making
observations,” put in Sir Hobart. *“Even the
compass 18 an unrecliable instrument in this
zone. But we have other instruments aboard,
uncannily accurate, which enable us to main-
tain our true course,’>
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‘“‘Before long, we're going to put the thing
to the test,” said Dorrie, his eyes gleaming.
“We've charted the whole cruise out, and we
calculate that we're not more than two hun-
dred miles from that Arctic mouniaia range
which cuts off the Oasis of Northestria. Now,
if we bore a hole through the ice, and the
wcather happens to be clear, those mountains
should be just visible 1n the distance. And,
if we can prove that we bave actually kept
to our course, it will be a triumph for all
concerned.”

‘“But this time we’ll come to the surface
after the boys and girls are soundly asleep
for the night,” said Sir Hobart dryly.

It was some time after midnight that the
cexperiment was made, when all the voung
passcngers were soundly asleep. Once again
the Pionecr rested her inverted toboggans
against the surface ice; the boring apparatus
was brought into scrvice; the conning-tower
was raised.

Lord Dorrimore, who was the first out,
gave a great shout of satisfaction. He found
himself looking across a great Arctic wasto—
and apparently endless vista of snow and ice.

‘“Come on, Lee!” yelled Dorrie excitedly.
‘“By the Lord Harry! This is better !”

Nelson Lece and Sir Hobart Manners and
Captain Wilhhams joined him. There was
no blizzard now. The air was perfectly calm
and crystal clecar. Low down on the horizon
the sun was shining dazzlingly, and over-
hcad the sky was of a clear, transparent blue.
It was good to fecel the intense crispness of
that icy atmosphere.

“Look over there!” exclaimed Dorrie
exultantly. “Gad, Manners, doesn’t it make
your heart jump ?”

He was pointing to a vague, shadowy out-
linc against the distant horizon—a vast rangoe
of mighty mountains, raising their pcaks tens
of thousands of fect into the air; and the
summits of those pecaks were hidden in
myvsterious mists,

“The Northestrian range!’” said Nelson
Lee, nodding.

““This means success !"” shouted Sir Hobart,
his voice throbbing. ¢ Our instruments have
kept us true on our course, We travelled under
the ice, but we’re not a mile off our true
route! It’s amazing, considering that this
1s the first attempt at any such voyage!”

‘““A triumph, Sir Hobart!” said Captain
Williams warmly.

Lord Dorrimore pointed.

‘“Beyond that range lies the warm Oasis
of Northestria, with its quaint pecoples,” he
said impressively. ‘“QOur job is to get beyond
that range—to the succour of Princess
Mercia.” ~

“And if that proves impossible. our voyage
will still be a success,” said Sir Hobart.
“For, by skirting this mountainous coast-
line, we continue under the ice until we
finally reached the Bering Sea. Thus the
Northern Route will be opcned for commer-
cial trafhe.”

“To blazes with commercial traffic ! said
Dorrie bluntly. “You're a business man,

‘“ NUMBER NOUGHT ! A gripping story of baffling mystery.

Manners, and I'm not. I'm all for this
adventure. On—to Northestria !”’

The submarine dived again, then procceded
northwards once more—getting ever ncarer
and ncarer to that vast range of impassable

peaks.
BEYOND those mist-shrouded mountains

a grim drama was beginning.
In all Northestria, with its hundreds
of miles of fair countryside, its many
fair-sized towns and its innumerable villages,
tfhe populace was stricken with horror and
car.

Throughout the land the proclamations had
been posted, _

Northestria’s young prince, the fair prin-
cess and KEthelbert the Red, the deposed
regent, were to be burned at the stake.

nce again had Cedric the Cruel given tho
oppressed pcople an example of his ruth-
lessness.

There had been many exccutions in
Northestria during these past grievous
months. Many overlords and other loyalists
had been publicly beheaded. Northestria,
under the brutal rule »f Cedric, had become
numbed by the repcated atrocities.

And now—this proclamation!!

The people were stunned. Any attempt at
a rising was impossible, for Cedric’'s grip
on the land was like a stranglchold. Dun-
stane, the capital, and every town of 1m-
portance, had its newly crected fortress and
its garrison of Gothland soldiers. ILvery
village was patrolled daily by Cedric’s ruth.
less guards. o

If an insurrcction occurred in any districet,
it was quelled in an hour; it was nipped in
the bud by the summary exccution of the
ringleaders. Hundreds cf unfortunate men
had been put to death for the mere mur-
muring of half a dozen 1incautious words.
The Northestrians, learning theso lessons,
were a people subdued.

Princess Mercia’s contemptuous spurning
of Cedric the Cruel had aroused his worst
passions. If he could not have her for his
queen, so he would have the satisfaction of
sceing her burnt at the stake!

This cxhibition of his power, before all
Dunstane, would set the seal on his absolute
monarchy. With the Northestrian Royal
Family destroyed, the pcople would know
that al! hope was gone, and they would lie
down meeckly at the lash of the oppressor.

So the burnings were dictated as much for
diplomatic rcasons as for Cedric’s own brutal
satisfaction.

On the fourth day after Cedric’s voyage to
Gothland, an impressive cxpedition sct out
across the lake. A dozen of Cedric's greatest
galleys, propelled by Northestrian slaves,
went forth to take the prisoners from the
Gunmarc fortress.

With a lavish display of Cedric's power,
with pomp and ceremony, the prisoners were
escorted from the fortress to the lake shore.
They were surrounded by hundreds of men in
chain-mail and armour.
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And so the exiles returned to Northestria.

But there was no rejoicing over their
commg—only® fear. Thousands of the Dun-
stane townspeople lined the lake shore when
-the fleet of gallcys came in. There was no
demonstration when the prisoners were
brought ashore; for the people were afraid to
demonstrate. Even so much as one cheer
might result in the wholesale massacre of
the crowd.

Escorted by hundreds of soldiers, the
prisoners were contemptuously paraded
through the principal stroets of the town,
and then taken out to Athelstone Castle, just
beyond the limits of the capital, to languish
in noisome cells until the hour of the
execution,

Intensive preparations were aloot for the
$¢ celebrations.”

Dunstane itself did not actually come down
to the whitec-sanded beach of the lake. 'The
quaint city, surrounded by its towering walls,
stood on the rising ground overlooking tho
inland sea. Siretching from these city walls,
down to the water, were picturesque slopes,
with little clumps of woodland here and
-there.

On these grassy slopes three great stakes
had been erected, and ncarby were vast piles
of wood. It was a fitting arena for such a
grim drama. For on those slopes, and all
round about, tens of thousands of spectators
could stand by and watch. Cedric the Cruel
was determined that every inhabitant of
Dunstane should be there—and people from
the inland towns, too. If morbid curiosity
did not bring them, then they would bo
forced.

‘““Tis well, good Guntha!” vowed Cedric,
as he inspected the scene on the eve of the
executions, ‘The burning of these flowers of
Northestrian nobility will subdue the popu-
lace for ever!”

The king’s companion was frowning.

‘“Art sure ’tis a wise step, your Majesty ?*
he asked gravely.

. “Wise? By my bones!” said Cedric.
“What words are these, from thou,
Guntha %”

The king was surprised. Guntha the

Crafty was, next to Cedric, the most power-
ful overlord of all Gothland. His soldiers
and his serfs numbered tens of thousands.
His riches were tremendous. He was a man
nearly as big as Cedric, and every bit as
ruthless. He was the king’s right-hand man,
and had been throughout the campaign. Now

that Northestria had been subdued, Guntha

was the commmander-in-chief of all Cedric’s

arnes.. _ _
‘““Methinks, noble Cedric, that this act
verges upon rashness,” said Guntha the

Crafty., ‘’Tis true that these dogs of
Northestrians are subdued; but is the timo
vet ripe for the execution of the Royal
Family? Burn them, aye! But i8 1t wise to
burn them so soon after the conquest of the
country 1"

Cedric’s face became ugly in its cruelty.

‘““Twill be an object lesson that these
Northestrian rats will never forget1” he de-
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clared. ‘‘Death to all those who plot against
me, Guntha! That 1s my decree! Think yc
that the people will rise? Pah! Their spirit
has been broken, and these burnings will
shatter 1t beyond all repair! Northestria
shall see, my good Guntha, that its new king
1s a man of iron!”

CHAPTER 10.
Modern Magic!
LORD DORRIMORE, flushed of {face,

eager as a schoolboy, turned lis ex-
cited eyes upon the group of men who

. were standing just outside the
Pioneer’s strange conning-tower, which pio-
truded from the ice.

““Well, what do you think of this for a
picce of perfect navigation? Right on the
very spot |’

*Congratulations,
Lec, smiling.

“Naturally, we’re all very pleased,” said
Sir Hobart Manners cautiously. ‘“Notwith-
standing the fact that this cruise was under-
taken bencath the sea, wo have arrived at
the very spot we intended. It is really a
triumph for the uncannily accurate scientific
instruments with which this submarine is
fitted.”

“You’re too modest, old man,” said Lord
Dorrimore. ‘It is your submarine which de-
serv!c:§ most of the honours. Well, here we
are

He waved his hand. They were standing
on the ice, within a kind of deep bay, close
inshore. Not half a mile away the snow-
covered mountains rose almost sheer. Their
summits were lost in the vague mists of tho
upper air. Tho coastline, on either hand,
was just the same—a vast mass of mountains
which towerced into the blue of the sky.

“Yes, we're, here,” said Captain Williams.
‘““And I understand, sir, that this queer land
of Northestria lies beyond these mountains.”

‘“ Exactly.”

““Yet it seems to me that we're just as far
from that land as ever,” went on the cap-
tain. “I’ve seen a few impassable barriers
in my time, but this becate everything!
Climbing Mount Everest i1s child’s play com-
pared with these beauties!”

“They couldn’t be climbed,” replicd

Dorrie. “That’s out of tho question. And
I’m not proposing that we should ¢limb them,

Dorrie,” said Nelson

cither. Look over there, Lee,” he went on,
pointing. ‘‘Do you recognisa that black
cavity 7’

‘“It 13 the entrance to
which leads through these mountains into
the oasis,” replied Lee, -nodding. ‘I recog-
nised the spot as soon as we came out Into
the open, Dorrie.”

““Well, we’re all getting back into the old
tub,” said his lordship. “We’ll creep on
as far as we can—and, if possible, get right
into that cavern entrance. After that, wc'll
start doing things.”’ .

Captain Williams was looking puzzled.

the great tunncl
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“You say
tunnel 2 he asked.

that you came through a
*“But how could you?

It’s frozen solid—the entrance is, at all
avents.”’ .
“1 dare say it's frozen solid down half its

length,” replied Lord Dorrimore. ‘ But you
soe, Willlams, we were lucky., As I have
told you before, our entry into the oasis was
morc or less accidental. You remember how
our airship was tossed by the blizzards and
air currents, and practically pitchforked into
the calm air? Well, that sort of thing
couldn’t be attempted again. It would be
plain suicide. And when we got out of the
oasis, it was by luck, too. There’s a tre-
mendous geyser in this very bay, and it oper-
ates once in about thirty years. That geyser
happened to operate while we were here, and
it thawed all this water and caused a flow
through the tunnel. That's how we got out.”

“But there’s no geyser now,” said Sir
Hobart.

‘““And won’t be for nearly thirty years,”
replied Dorrie. “So I've come prepared this
time. No chance work—no luck. If we get
into the oasis, we shall get in by scientific
methods.”

OME hours later, the Pioncer had crept
farther into the bay, and when she
came to the surface again she was
actually within that vast cavern en.

trance., The frozen tunnel lay directly
ahead, _
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This time the boyvs were allowed to come
out to have a look round. They were all
very excited and very mystified. They found
themselves in the entrance of a gigantic cave,
the entrance to which was frozen solid. How
were they to penctrate through this into the
heart of the mountains beyond?

‘“Dorrie’s got something up his sleeve. the
bounder !”” said Nipper. “EIe wouldr’t be
so confident otherwise. For the life of me,
I can’t understand how he means to do the
trick—but I've never scen a man more
certain.”

Lord Dorrimore, with Captain Williams,
and with two or three keen-faced young men
—special officers of the Pioncer—stood some
distance away, inspecting the ice. He and
his companions were talking carnestly.

“I’m convinced 1t can bo done,” Dorrie was
saying. “And once this passage is opened,
there may be some way of keeping it open.
Not that that matters to us now. Our
object 1s to get into the oasis. I suppose
you're all ready to begin operations as soon
as I give the word, Blair ?”

“Waiting for you, sir,” said one of the
young men.

“Good! There's no reason
shouldn’t start 1mmediately.”

“But how do you know that this tunnel
will be big enough to accommodate the
Pioneer?” asked Captain Williams. “We
shall be in a pretty nasty pickle. Lord Dorri-
more, 1f we get stuck half-way !V

why we

D o B o b o o e o o b b D o

HE WASN'T FRIGHTENED.

Employer : “‘ Well, what did Mr. Jones
say when you asked him for the money ? *°

Office Boy : ““ He said if I ever went
near his place again he’d break every bone
in my body.’’

Employer (indignantly): *‘*Did he ?
Then just go back and tell him he’s made
a mistake if he thinks violence will
A frighten me ! *’

(A. O’Brien, P.O. Box 679, East

London, South Africa, has been
awarded a book.)
DISTRESSING.

Burly Bill : “ Got a penny on yer, mate ? "

Little Man: ** C-c-certainly., But what do
you want with a penny ? "’

Burly Bill : Me and my mate wants to toss
up to decide which of us has yer watch and
which yer money."!

(J. Ware, The Corner Stores, Holders Hill
Road, Mill H:ill, N.W.7T, has been awarded o

penknafe.)

. A WASH-OUT.

‘““ Do you like your new school ? *’ inquired
an interested lady.

‘“ No,’”’ replied Johnny. *‘‘*They made me
wash my face, and when I went home the dog
bit me because he didn’t know me.”’

(T. Hutchinson, Box 4609, Johannesburg,
South Africa, has been awarded a book.)
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“We shall have to take the chance—and
it’s not much_of a chance, at that,” replied
his Jordship., “I’ve been through this tunnecl
before, and 1t’s huge. The water 1s deep,
the roof 13 high, the walls are wide. I'm
pretty sure that a much larger ship than this
could get through.”

He was bubbling with impatience, and he
walked away to give further instructions.

“I dare say you youngsters are wondering
how we’re going to manago it, eh 7 chuckled
Dorrie, as he passed a group of the boys and
girls. “All right! You’ll soon see. The
Pioneer is full of surprises!”

was a staggerer.
Everybody was ordered back into
the vessel, and once again the conning-
tower was withdrawn, the watertight door was
scaled, and tho Pioneer lurked just under the
surface of the 1ce.

To penctrate farther into the cave was out
of the qucstion, for tests had proved that the
water was not more than ten or fifteen
fathoms dcep, and it was certain to be shal-
lower in the tunnel proper.

The St. Irank’s fellows and the Moor
View girls, crowding in the saloon and
lounges, were soon aware of a strange, roar-
ing noise. It was unlike anything they had
heard before. Then they were astounded to
feel the Pioneer rising, and from overhead
came the thudding and crashing of the 1ice.

THE surprise which came next, however,

=9

The submarine was breaking through in her
entirety—until, indeed, she was in her
normal surface-cruising position.

The watertight doors were opened, and
when the boys crowded out on the pro-
menade deck they found the ship floating
pecacefully amid the shattered ice. Dark gaps
of water were showing here and there, and
immense chunks of ice were butting dully
against the ship’s sides.

“But how was it
Handforth.

‘“I'rom now onwards, my son, we travel on
the surface,” said Lord Dorrimore. “.And
you’ll soon sec how it was done. Our special
ice-annthilating apparatus works far botter
when the old tub is on the surface. If we
don’t get through this tunnel as easily as a
hot knifc melts through butter, vou can cail
me a cross-cyed Dutchman !”’

“You are a bounder, Dorrie!” protested
Nipper. “You might teli us how you pro-
pose to work this miracle !’

“You're right—a modern miracle,” said
Lord Dorrimore. ‘“And if it suceeeds we
shall get through into the Middle Ages!
Rather unique, eh? Well, there’s no mystery
about it. Most of you youngsters have heard
that flame-throwers were used in the Great
War, ch?”

“Of course, Dorrie.”

‘“And you know how an oxy-acetylene
flamo will cut through the toughest steel,”
continued his lordship. ¢ Well, right in the

done?” gasped

TOMMY WAS RIGHT.

The teacher was explaining miracles.

“Tommy,”’ he said, *‘ if & man fell from the
top of a skyscraper, and then climbed up and
did it again, what would you call it ? "

** A bad habit, sir,”’ said Tommy.

(C. Thackeray, 101, Esselen Street, Preloria,
8. Africa, has been awarded a book.)

A PLEASANT PASTIME.

Dentist : ‘° Why do you wish to have this
tooth I’ve pulled out, my lad ? *°

Boy : ‘I want it take it home, ¢ram sugar
into it, and watch it ache.’’

(FI. Harrison, 3, Nobles Yard, Woodhouse
Street, Leicester, has Ueen awarded a
pocket wallet.)

FORCE OF HABIT.

Drowning man : “Quick ! Throw me a

life-belt ! 2

Rescuer (a tailor): ¢ Yes, sir,
What size round the waist ?

(J. Dunn, 490, Crown Sireet,
Glasgow, C.5, has been cwarded
a penknife.)

A SAD FATE.

Bertie was very fond of dates,
and his mother was afraid ke
would make himself ill,

‘“Do :you know what will
happen to you if you eat so many
dates ? *’ she asked,

“ Oh, mummy, will I turn into a calendar ? »’
asked Bertie, in a scared voice,

(-F. Short, 87, Overton Road, Hillsboroug’:,
Sheffield, has 0been awarded a pocket
wallet.)

UNCERTAIN.,

Tommy’s father had been away on business,
and whon he returned home the first person
he met was his young son.

‘““ Well, Billy,” he said, ‘ have you becen a
good boy in my absence ? '

A thoughtful look came over the boy’s face,
“ Well, daddy,” he replied, ‘‘fair, with

bright intervals.”

(F. Hzigton, Rose Cotlage, Tissinglon, ncar
Ashbourne, Derbyshire, has been awarded a
penknife.)

BOW-WOW !

Jimmy Smith was reading
aloud to the class when he came
to a word he did not know.

‘‘ Barque,”” prompted the
teacher. Jimmy looked confused.
‘‘ Barque,- Jimmy,’’ then teacher
repeated impatiently.

Jimmy glanced nervously at
his class-mates, and the cried
out : ‘‘ Bow-wow [ ”’

(Miss 1. Stratford, 54, Cam-
bridge Road, King Williamn's
Town, South Africa, has been
awarded a Lool,)
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bows of this ship there are two searchlights,
one on either side of the control-room. Now,
above these searchlights there are also two
metal arms, as it were, which can be tele-
scoped outwards, and worked from inside.

These telescopic arms are really gas-jets.”
“Well, I’'m jiggered!”

‘““The gas i1s not oxy-acetylene, but some-
thing far more powerful—something of quite
a different nature, since the flames can be
thrown for a considerable distance,” went
on Dorrie. “And these flames are hot
enough to melt steel. What do you suppose
this ice 18 going to do when it tries oon-
clusions with such flames?”

“By Jove! It sounds all right,”
Nipper eagerly.

““It is all right, too,” nodded Dorrie. *The
way those flames boiled the water at our
bows just now was staggering—and the way
they cut through the surface ice was a real
eye-opener.”

There was a big chorus of excited com-
ment.

‘“ And was it your idea, Dorrie, to do all
this?”’ asked Travers.

“It was my idea to fit out this expedition,
but Sir Hobart and several other experts
helped me with all the planning,” replied
Dorrie. ““We were at it for months, young
'uns, before this trip commenced. We
mapped things out very thoroughly—and we
made all sorts of experiments, too. There
was nothing hurried about the prepara-
tions."”

“And supposing we pget through,
asked Handforth breathlessly.

‘ Perhaps we shall be in time to be c¢f some
assistance to Princess Mercia and her down-
trodden people,” replied Dorrie, his eyes
cager. ‘“But I’m looking beyond that. I'm
dreaming of a great new Port of Northestria.
This will be the main entrance, and by scien-
tific methods it will be quite possible to keep
the water free for shipping. Hallo! We’re
making a start!”

A devastating roar had suddenly com-
menced, and the great cavern was filled with

sald
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a_lurid, greenish-violet light. The boys and
girls, crowding on the deck, stared in
wonder.

Two great flames, one on either side of
the Pioneer’s bows, played upon the ice
nhead. They stretched for many yards, but
it was dificult to see the actual flames owing
to the dense clouds of steam which arose,
and which soon enveloped the entire cavern,
like the exhaust from a giant boiler. The
grecenish-violet glare turned the gloom into
a dazzling brilliance. The searchlights were
almost unnecessary.

“Look! We’re moving!” yelled one of the
Removites.

““Good gad!’”’ breathed Archie Glenthorne.
“So we absolutely are! The old engines are
on the job!"”

It was true.

Those powerful flames, playing upon the
ice, had a magical eflect. The ice melted into

Thrills in the Wild West: * THE RIO KID'S REVENGE ! ”

water and steam at the first touch of the
flame. Ice ten or twelve feet thick just
vanished. And the Pioneer, under perfect
control, moved forward into that black, mys-
terious tunnel.

CHAPTER 11.
Northestrial

OURS passed—hours of enthralled
wonder for the boys and girls.

Never once had -the Pioneer fal-

tered. Slowly but continuously she

moved forward along the tunnel which cut

clean under the great mountain range. The

flame-throwers were working perfectly, melt-

ing the ice in preparation for the vessel's

passage.

Occasionally there was an anxious moment.
For the tunnel walls would close in, and
only by the narrowest margin did the Piouneer
slide through. The possibility that one of
these ‘“narrows ” would prove too small for
the vessel’s passage was an ever-present
source of anxiety.

Some pretence was made of keeping up
the ordinary routine of the ship. Meals were
served at the ordinary times, but nobody
felt like eating. Too much depended upon
this daring experiment.

Would the Pioncer get through?

Everybody had grown accustomed to the
continuous roaring of the flame-throwers by
now, On deck the effect was cerie as the
greenish-violet light from the bows mingled
with the dense masses of steam which en-
veloped the submarine from stem to stern.

The heat from those flames was such that
the entire atmosphere was warmed. It was
possible to walk about the deck without any
special protective clothing. And as the
Pioneer pcnetrated deeper and decper into
the tunnel, so the warmth increased.

‘“We’re making better progress, Dorrie,”
remarked Nelson Lee, as he met Lord Dorri-
more on the small fo'ard deck.

““Man alive, we’re going at double the
speed!” exclaimed Dorrie enthusiastically.
“Don’t you know? The ice is thinning
amazingly. It’s not more than three or four
feet thick here, and young Blair reckons
th.z}t J:here’ll be no ice at all after another
mile.

“That’s quite understandable.” nodded Lee.
“The farther we penctrate, the farther we
get away from the Arctic influence. Melting
the ice at the entrance was the rcal test.””

““ And we’ve done that,” gloated Dorrie.
“By the Loird Harry, we're as good a8
through!”

Nelson Lee caught some of his enthusiasm,

“I'm beginning te think you’re right, old

man,” he said, with a deep breath. "By
James, what an achievement!”
Their theories proved correct. Yor

presently the fume-ihrowers were no longer
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Exeitedly Nipper & Co. plunged

into the water and swam ashore.

Would they be in time to rescue

the fair Princess Mereia and her

unfortunate companions from a
terrible death ?

nceded. 'The ice was?so thin that the vessel
herself could smash through it without fcel-
ing any effect.

And here the tunnel was wide and decp
and lofty. The submarine cruised on
cautiously, her powerful searchlights illu-
minating the tunnel for e grcat distance
ahead,

The boys and girls were clustered on the
decks, watching with bated breath. They
could talk now—and they could see. There
were no louger clouds of steam or that devas-
tating roar.

“We’re doing it, you chaps!” exclaimed
Handforth. *‘By George! How long do you
think it’ll be before we get right through?t”

‘“Goodness only knows!”’ said Nipper. *“I
had a word with Dorrie five minutes ago,
and he says that we might get through
within two or three hours.”

“Hours!” ejaculated Fullvrood. $1
thought we should take a day!”

_ “The distance isn’t so far, and we’re mak-
ing pretty good speed,” said Nipper. " Don’t
forget that this tunnel cuts clecan through,
almost in a straight line. 1 say, there’s
practically no ice at all now—and the air
1s a lot warmer.”

_ “ What’s the time ?”’ asked Church wonder-
ingly. ‘“1’ve lost all count.”

“Blow the time!” replied Handforth.
“What does it matter? I'm not going below
until we’re  through—until we’re in
Northestria!”’
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Still the Pioneer cruised on through
that black
which scemed everlasting. By now a

ONE hour—two hours—three hours!

and forbidding tunnel
great change had come about. The Jast
vestige of ice had vanished. The waters
were clcar—and comparatively warm. The
air was pleasantly mild, and such things as
overcoats and mufHlers were discarded. As
the vessel neared the inner end of the tunnel,
so the conditions rapidly changed.

The success of this feat was a marvel ol
modern science. Just as an aeroplanc can
cover a hundred miles of jungle that would
take many wecks to cover on foot, so the
Pioncer had forced a way through that :ce
by means of the flame-throwers. And now
the main problems of the voyage were over.s

An excited cheer, long and husky, went up
when a gleam of pale light appeared in the
distance—far along the tunnel. A gentle
curve had been bpegotiated, and that pale
light was clear to all.

“It’s the exit!” shouted Dorrie. ‘Great
Scott, Lee! Do you see it? Wc're nearly
through!”

“It ought to be plain-sailing now, Dorrie,”
smiled Nelson Lee. “ As we know from our
former cxperiences, this end of the tunnet
is wide and lofty.”

The boys and girls cheered madly when

they saw. Members of the crew—some
neglecting thir duties—hurried on deck and
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joined 1n the general tumult. It was indeed
a moment for rejoicing. ;

Another half-hour—every minute of which
sccmed like an age—and then, at long last,
the Pioncer’s bows nosed out of the rocks,
and overhead there was the clear air.

On either side rose precipitous masses of
rock. The submarine was in a great gorge,
and the channel of water, like a river,
wended its way through the rocky pass.

“But it’s daylight!” ejaculated Captain
Williams, who was on the fo’ard deck with
Lee and Dorrie.

“Not daylight, captain,” replied Lee.
“This 1s a false light that you sce. It is
the reflection of the vast volcanic fires which
form an almost complete ring round the
oasis.”

“Amazing !” muttered the submarine com-
niander. |
- It 1s, indeed,” agreed Lee. *The craters
themselves cannot be seen, for they are
cternally enshrouded in dense mists, tens of
thousands of feet above. These mists extend
over the entire oasis like a ceiling—indeed,
a false sky. And thus the light is reflected
down, to all intents and purposes as good as
daylight itself.”

They stared up, marvelling. The sky
looked very much like any ordinary sky, ex-
cept that it was not blue. The entire vault
of the heavens consisted of misty clouds.

Everybody was greatly . excited. They
were  through—they were actually in
Northestria! The apparently impossible had
been actomplished.

The Pioneer was now moving at a faster
rate down the wide, imposing gorge.

On either side were monstrous, overpower-
ing cliffs, which rose into the mists above,
stretching for untold thousands of feet.
'‘Amid such surroundings, the Pioneer looked
a tiny toy vesscl.

Tho grandeur of the scene was overpower-
ing. And now that the first excitement was
over, the watchers on the decks were silent—
awed by the mighty work of Nature.

There was no fair landscape within view;
only these great walls of rock. The awe-
inspiring masses of crag were widening, how-
ever; the gorge itself was spreading out, and
when the Pioneer took a turn round a frown-
ing promontory of rock, shouts of fresh
excitement went up,

For now, in the distance, rolling tracts of
green country could be scen—meadows,
forests, hills and valleys. The end of the
gorge had been rcached, and the submarine
was now cruising out into the open waters
of a great lake which stretched away like
a veritable inland sea.

For hundreds of miles could be seen the
fair countryside of Northestria, the horizon
dim and distant, When the vessel had left
the gorge well behind, and was cruising
along parallel with thoe lake shore, those
on the decks could sce the towering moun-
tains in the far distance, hemming in the
entire landscape—north, south, east and
west,
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Before them stretched this gem of thd
Arctic—this astounding little country, with
its equable temperature, its almost sub-
tropical vegetation.

Now the red roofs of villages and towns
wero visible amongst the trees, whilst occa-
sionally a forbidding feudal castle raised its
battlements and towers on a hillside.

“This is incredible!” said Captain
Williams huskily.

“That’s what wo first thought, sir,” said
Nipper, who was by his side. ‘‘But we’vo
been here before—we know Northestria, and
we know the pcople. Just like England of
medieval times. You'll get a lot more sur-
prises yet.”

“I doubt if I can be more surprised than
I am at this moment,” declared the captain.

Lord Dorrimore was like a pleased child.
He prattled about his future plans—how
Northestria would be converted into the
world’s most wonderful winter resort. There
was every reason for Dorrie to believe that
his dream would, indeed, come true.

HEN came a little fresh excitement.

ll So far, no human figures had been
scen, although curls of smoke in the
~distance, inland, spoke eloquently of

life. But now, as the Pioneer cruised slowly
past a little promontory, a figure came into
view on the grassy headland. For some
moments the figure stood still; then, dancing
madly, it commenced waving its arms.

“Hallo! We've given that fellow a
fright!” grinned Handforth. “I wonder—
I say! Look at him! He's running down to
the beach now!”

Lord Dorrimore, who was with Neclson Lee,
was levelling a pair of powerful binoculars,
and he suddenly uttered an ejaculation.

“Gad! I know the man!’ he exclaimed.
“I’'m hanged 1if it isn’t Wynwed,.the fellow
who used to be the captain of the princess’
bodyguard !”

Nelson Lee took a look, too.

“You're right,” he said quickly. * Therc’s
no mistaking that short, stoutish figure. I
shall be quite pleased to shake Wynwed the
Jovial by the hand. A stout fellow, Dorric—
in more scnses than one. But I am afraid
he has lost his high station in life. He is
no longer dressed in the uniform of the
Royal Bodyguard, but in rags and tatters.”

“Sure cnough proof that Ethelbert’s
appcal was genuine,” said Dorrie grimly.
“Those dirty Gothlanders must have made
some changes in this country, Lec! I'm
hanged if that fellow 1sn’t plunging into the
water !” he added suddenly. “Surely he
1sn’t trying to swim out to us?”

At Dorrie’s orders, the Pioneer changed
her course slightly, and edged nearer and
nearer to the shore. Her engines were now
stopped, and she glided smoothly.

The distance was not great, and Hand-
fon:i:h, cupping his hands, leaned over the
rail. .

*Ahov, there, Wynwed!” ho Dbawled.
“How goes it, thou varlet?”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”?

The Northestrian, who was now up to his
waist in water, waved a frantic hand.

“By the bald scalp of Joseph!” camec his
cjaculation. *’Tis none other than Hand-
forth the Bold !’

“Once secn, never forgotten!” grinned
Travers, '

“Stay there, Wynwed—we’ll send a boat
for you!” shouted Lord Dorrimore.

“By my bones! ’'Tis the voice of Dorri-
more the Brave!” came Wynwed's shout.
“I wait not for the boat!”

e plunged in excitedly and commenced
swimming; and such were his efforts that
he was very soon alongside the submarine.
Willing hands grasped at him, and he was
hauled aboard,

He now proved to be a big. red-faced,
happy-looking man. But there could be no
mistaking the lines under his eyes or the
terror which lurked at the back of them.

‘““Well, well 1 said Dorrie as he wrung
Wynwed’s hand. ‘'‘Well met .again, old
friend !

Wynwed, gasping for breath, looked at
Derrie very much as a faithful dog might
look at its master. :

“By the soul of Calwold! ’Tis no drecam,
then!” he panted. ‘It is truly thine own
self, Deorrimore the Brave! The god of St.
Attalus must have sent theec—for, beshrew
me, Northestria needs help as 1t never
necded it before !”

“That 1s why we are here, good Wynwed.,”
said Dorme. ‘“We know of your country's
danger.’’ .

“We've come to help!” said Handforth
cagerly. “We’re all here to help, Wynwed,
old man!” ,

‘‘ Rather !” shouted the others.

“But this is a miracle ! gasped Wynwed,
staring. ‘‘How couldn’t thou knoew? Thou
art truly magicians 1n that grecat world
beyond !’

“There’s no magic in this,” said Nelson
Lee. ““The explanation is quite simple.”

“Marry, ’tis to see ye again, Lee of
the Lionheart !” said Wynwed gladly. *“Per-
chance my country can yet be saved. But
how didst know 7"

“We knew through the ingenuity of Ethel-
bert the Red,” replied Dorrie.

And he explained how that message, in the
earthenware bottle, had been picked up many
months earler.

“Thou art @ man, indeed, to hurry to our
aid,” said Wynwed fervently. ‘‘Northestria
is conquered by the dogs of Gothlanders.
They over-run us like vermin. They murder
and massacre, and the people are no better
than elaves.”

“You seem to have met with bad times,
old friend.”

‘““No longer am I a soldier,’”’ growled Wyn-
wed. ‘“I am but a eerf under Guntha the
Crafty. Had I been seen as I signalled to
this wondrous ship, I should have been put
to death. But not many soldiecrs remain in
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this quiet part of the country. All have gone
to Dunstane, for the hideous celebration.”

“What hideous celebration is that?”’ asked
Nelson Lee. ‘ Another public execution,
organised by this new ruler?”’

““A foul crime, in sooth!’ vowed Wynwed
fiercely. ‘‘My fair princess, whom it was my
privilege to serve, 1s in peril!”

“Look here, Wynwed, you’re a serf no
longer—you’re one of us,”” said Derrie briskly.
“You’re safe on this ship, and you’re with
friends, Out with 1t! What’s the trouble in
Dunstane? Perhaps we can do something to
spoil Cedric’s game.”’ "

Wynwed almost jumped.

‘‘Beshrew me for an ignorant dog!”’ he
panted. ‘‘In my excitement, 1 forget that
thy ship, with 1t8 marvels, can travel with
the speed of a bird on the wing! Methinks
ye can be in time!l”

“In time for what?’’ asked Lee.

““This very day—this very hour—the Prin-
cess Mercia, by Cedric’s decree, is being
burnt at the stake!’ said Wynwed tragically.

CHAPTER 12.
Outside Dunstane.

¢ URNT at the stake!”
B ““Good heavens!”
‘““That lovely girl—tortured like
that!”’ exclaimed Dorrimore savagely.
“It’s hideous!”’ '
‘“ Ay, good Dorrimore the Brave, thou hast
used the right word!” said Wynwed. ‘‘And
young Prince Oswy is also to die—and Ethel-
bert the Red! For full four days, Northestria
has been ringing with the tragic news!”
Handforth grabbed Wynwed fiercely.

““Did you say that they’re to be burnt at
the stake within the hour?”’ he asked.
“Where? At Dunstane? We've got to get
there and stop this horrible thing! Why
didn’t the pcople rise? Why didn’t they do
something to—"’

“Thou art young, good Handforth—and as
impulsive and as reckless as of old,” ter-
rupted Wynwed sadly. ‘‘Think ye that the
people of Northestria can rise? Terrible
changes have taken place since ye .were lasg
here. I vow my country is under the hecel
of the tyrant.”

Nelson Lee was wasting no time. Talking
quickly with Lord Dorrimore, a decision was

made.

‘“Everybody  below!” ordered Dorrie
crisply. “We’re going to dive!’’
“But why, sir?”’ shouted Handforth.

“Can’t we go quicker on the surface? Every
minute is of importance—""

“It is more important that our approach
should not be seen,’”’ said Nelson Lee. *‘Ii
these Gothlanders know of our -arrival—if
they witness our approach from afar—they
are likely to hurry t}})\e executions.”’

“By George! That’s 1
Handforth breathlessly. _

“So far, we seem to have escaped notice—

except by Wynwed,” continued Lee. ‘“And

true admiited



that can be understood, because most of
Cedric’s soldiers aré in the capital, attending
this diabolical affair. Now then—everybody
get below, please!”

“But what is this?’’ asked Wynwed, be-
wildered. -

‘““You'll understand soon, old man,” said
Nipper, taking his arm. “This ship is going
to dive under the surface of the lake.”

“By the bones of Offa!”’ gasped Wynwed.
““Ye mean that the vessel sinketh?”’

‘“It sinketh, but not in the way you think,"
replied Nipper. “We can travel just as casily
under the water as on the surface.”

“'Tis  devil’s work, 1i’faith!” muttered
Wynwed, awed. ‘I vow I am affrighted!”’

The decks were cleared within two or three
minutes, the watertight doors were closed,
and the Pioneer dipped gracefully bencath
the surface. Only a ripple remained to show
her position—and that ripple would mean
nothing to the people of Northestria.

The ripple itself was caused by the slim
periscope which had been projected upwards,
beyond the surface. A periscope was now
necessary, so that the commander would know
his exact position.

At full speed the submarine sped up the
lake towards Dunstane, between fifty and
sixty miles distant.

If Wynwed’s story was true—that this was
the exact hour—then the rescue would be imn-
possible. But Wynwed was by no means cer-
tain of the time, and there was an excellent
chance that the submarine would arrive before
the ‘‘ceremony.”

Fraught with anxicty as Wynwed was, he
nevertheless found time to marvel at the
Juxuries of the Pioneer’s saloon—and at the
wondrous electric lights, the like of which
he had never before scen. The people of
Northestria had not advanced since the time
of the Middle Ages. Cut off from the rest
of the world, they had remained practically
dormant througheut the centuries.

“Do vou know the reason for Cedric’s ruth-
lees decree ?”’ asked Leec.

“’Tis said in the proclamations that Ethe!l.
bert the Red and Princess Mercia and Prince
Oswy have acted traitorously towards tho new
king,”’ replied Wynwed. ‘‘None know more.”’

‘‘But we can guess,” said Lee. “Cedric
must have discovered, by eome means, that
Ethelbert was sending out those messages.
And, as a punishment, he has passed this
death sentence.”

“Can’t we get up more speed?”’ asked
Dorrie impatiently. ‘‘There are no obstruc-
tions in the lake—the water’s deep. We can
go all out!”

“We’re going all out now, old man,” said
Jiee. “All we can do 1s hope for the best.
And if our first act on ‘our return to Northes-
tria 1s to rescue the prince and princess, we
shall do well.”

The St. Frank'’s fellows, of course, were
in a fever of impatience. They wanted to
help—and yet they felt helpless.

With the submarine eruising under the sur-
face, everybody eecmed bottled up. They ali
wanted to gaze upon the countryside as they

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

passed along, but it was far better that the
vesscl should remain hidden until the last
possible moment.

The news that Wynwed had imparted was
terrible enough. And it proved conclusivels
how justified Lord Dorrimore was in sending
out this rescue expedition. It proved, too,
the urgency of Northestria’s need. Ethelbert
the Red had not exaggerated.

UTSIDE Dunstane, on the grassy slopes
of the lake, a brave and glittering
spectacle was being staged.

Banners and flags were flving, and
the soldiers, in their picturesque uniforms,
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formed a gay picture. One might have
thought that some jollification was toward.
It pleased Cedric the Cruel’s heart to treat
this triple execution as though it were an
occasion for rejoicing.

A great staging had been erected, facing
the execution ground, and in the centre of
it was an open-air thronce, upon which sat
Cedric in all his glory.

Round about, a picture of dazzling splen.
dour, were the lords and ladies of the Court
of Dunstane. Thev were Gothlanders all,
these lords and ladies—for Northestria was
now ruled entirely by the cruel people from
the other side of the lake. Yet 1t is certain
that many of those ladies would have pre-
ferred to stay away. The women of Gothland
were not so gentle as their Northestrian
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neighbours, but they were certainly not as
brutal as their menfolk But they were here
by order of Cedric, and no man or woman,
noble or otherwise, would dare to disobey his

will.

Crowding on the grassy slopes were the
townslolk of Dunstane, swelled into an enor-
mous concourse of people from the neighbour-

towns, It was, indeed, the greatest mul-
ntudc that had ever been conglrema.ted in one
spot in this country. Cedric was determined
that half Northestria should witness the burn-
ing of Princess Mercia,

The crowds stood silent and fearful. Many
hundreds, indeed, were sobbing, particularly
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the women. Others were kneeling in prayer.

In the open space facing the big staging
stood the three grcat stakes, surrounded by
piles of faggots. Soldiers were 1rcady at
hand to do the foul work when the rw‘ht

moment arrived,

A grecat fanfare of trumpets sounded, and
Cedric the Cruel smiled evilly.

““Now for our amusement, gocd Guntha,”
he said.

Guntha the Crafty glanced at the sullen
mnlmtude

“By my sou] I shall be glad when ’tis all

over, your Mgajesty!” he muttered. 1 like
not the look of these vermin.”’
“Pah! They shall learn obedience from

me,”’ retorted Cedric contemptuously.
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From the walls of Dunstane now caine a
great cavalcade of soldiers, their armour
gleaming, their lances decked with gay
ribbons. Between them walked Princess
Mercia, Prince Oswy and Ethelbert the Red.

The hour of execution was at hand.

A great murmur went up from the con-
course as the three figures were seen. Mein
and women’ sprang to their feet. Some
would have shouted, but the Gothland
soldiers pressed nearer, snapping out sharp
commands far silence.

Cedric was scornful of the Northestrian
people. Yet Guntha the Crafty was not far
wrong in his fears. KEven then it was a
matter of touch and go. If there had been
one among that crowd with courage to !ead
tho rest, there would have bcen a terrible
viot in which the multitude would have got
out of hand and overwhelmed the king and
his nobles—but not before a horrible massacre
resulting in the loss of hundreds of lives.

Guntha was clearly uneasy, but he looked
relieved when he saw that the soldicrs wero
successful 1mm their attempts to maintain
order. The prisoners were led right- up to
the stakes. Soldiers came and bound them.
Each was placed on a kind of platform, high
up the stake. Then other soldiers sprang
forward at the word of command and piled
the faggots round.

An absolute silence now fell; for even tho
Gothlanders were awed by the ruthlessness
of this acene.

Cedric the Cruel, leaving his ‘throne,”
swaggered with exaggerated step towards the
stakes. A group of nobles had made as if to
accompany him, but he waved them back.
Alone he faced the central stake, to which
the Princess Mercia was bound. .

‘“ Alas, fair one, I mourn to see
such desperate plight,” said Cedric
ingly.

The young princess did not deign to reply;
sho only gazed upon Cedric with unutterable

ve In
mock-

loathing. There was no fear in her eves. She
was defiant and brave to the last. Ethelbert
the Red, on her left, was also defiant; and

the young Prince Oswy, to his- credit, main-

tained a stiff upper lip.
“For a woman, thou art wondrous unwill-

ing to talk,” sneered Cedric. “Yet will I
make thee talk. I am constrained to be mer-
ciful. ’Tis not too late, even now, for thns
ceremony to be cancelled.”

Still she was silent.

“]1 offer life,” continued Cedric. *Con-
sent to become my queen, fair Mercia, and
thou shalt be released. Thy slightest wishes
will be commands. The Court of Dunstane
will grovel at thy fair feet.”

A flush had come over Mercia’s pale face,
and at last she spoke.

“T will wed thee"’ she said, almost in a

whisper.
“Oh-ho! A change of tone!” shouted
Cedric. “Did 1 hear ye aright, sweet one?

Didst say, in all truth, that thou wilt wed
me?”

““On one condition,” said the princess.
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“What now?” demanded Cedric, staring.
“Bound to the stake, with torch-bearers at
hand, ye would make conditions! By my
bones, I am amused! State, then, thy con-
dition, and I will give it my royal hecaring!”

“Preserve the lives of my brother and
Ethelbert the Red, and I will become thy
queen,’”’ said Princess Mercia quietiy. *‘ Let
th«am live here, in Northestria, In pecace
an —— M

‘““Nay, thy condition is too severe!’’ 1inter-
rupted Cedric, frowning. “Iithelbert 1ihe
Red 1s a traitor, and he must die! Prince
Oswy 1s a menace to tho peace of Northes-
tria, and he must die also. But 1if thou
wouldst save thine own life, Mercia, the way

is easy. But say the word——"
“Never!” cried Mercia, her voice
trembling. “Thou Gothland dog! Beast and

cur!” Think ye that I care aught of my own
life? I would rather die a thousand deaths
than become thy queen! Let the torch-
bearers apply the Hame that will consume
me!”’

This time Cedric recoiled, his face working
with savage fury.

‘* Marry, but methinks I was rash in_offer-
ing thee marriage!” he snarled. ‘I should
but have a shrew for a wife! ’Tis better
that ye should die!” He turned, raising his
arm 1mperiously. ‘“‘Let the exccution pro-
ceed!” he thundecred. ‘ Come, sluggards!”
i He strode back to his “"throne,” enraged.

And the Gothland soldiers, springing to
the ordeY, advanced upon the piles of faggots
with their laming torches.

CHAPTER 13.
The Rescue!

ANDFORTH was like a cal on hot
““I can't stand this much longer!”
he muttered fcverishly. “It’s awful!
When shall we get there? We can’t see
anything—we don’t know anything!”
- Y Steady, old son,” said Nipper gently.
“We can be quite certain that Dorrie 1s
doing all he can. And it’s a jolly sensible
wheeze to rise out of the lake at the last
moment—right opposite the city.”
+ “And what then?” asked Handforth.
“What can we do? You can be jolly ‘sure
that Mr. Lee won’t allow us to join in! Oh,
no! Qur lives are too precious!” he went
on sarcastically. “We mustn’t take eny
risks! We're made of sugar-candy, or some-
thing!”

“Don’t yell, you ass!” murmured Travers,
seizing his arm. *“When the moment comes
we'll be in the excitement. They can’t stop
us from jumping overboard and swimming
ashore, can they?”

“By George!” breathed Handforth. * You
—you mean——" ,

I mean that we’ll be in it—by hcok or by
crook!” declared Travers. *‘“By Samson, 1
should like to see them keep us out of it!”
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Irene Manners and some of the other girls,
who were also in the lounge, had heard.

“But you boys mustn’t do that!” raid
Itrlqne. “There aro plenty of men on this
ship.”

“For goodness’ sake, Irene, don’t
everything!” plecaded MHandforth. *“You
don’t seem to wunderstand that Princess
Mercia is in danger of being burnt at the
stake! Perhaps she is dead already!”

“She’s a lovely girl!” said Irene softly.
“We know her, Doris, don’t we? When we
were here before we served as her ladics-
in-waiting. I don’t blame you, Ted, for want-
ing to do something. If I were a boy—"

“We're easing down!” interrupted Reggie
Pitt cxcitedly. *“I say, perhaps we've
arrived!”

Therc was no doubt on the point a minute
later. For the Pioneer was slowly and grace-
fully emerging from the lake. As she rose,
the water splached off her decks, and sho
floated so close inshore that the beach was
hardly more than a stone’s throw away.

Dorric, dashing from the control-room,
encountcred Nelson Lee.
“Got my gun, old man?” panted his lord-

ship.
‘““ Here Lce

‘“‘ Ready ?”
“Waiting for you!”
They raced up, and at the same moment

spoil

”

vou are, said crisply.

the watertight doors were automatically
opened—Dorrie having given orders pre-
viousiy. Everything would depend, unow,

upon speed.

The boys and girls were not to be foiled,
and they were the first out on the decks.
Tho scene which met their gaze, so near at
hand, filled them with astonishment and
awe—and fear.

On the grassy shore immediately facing
them werce congregated thousands of people,
in the centre of which was a great staging
filled with soldiers and mnobles and ladics.
Some little distance away stood three stakes,
surrounded by great piles of faggots, and to
}vhich three figures were bound hand and
oot.

Smcke was curling up from the faggots at
the basec of the stakes, and soldiers wecere
moving away with flaring torches. If the
rescucrs had timed their arrival by pre-
arranged plan, they could not have come at
a morc dramatic second. For the victim’s
of Cedric’s cruclty were even then at the
commecncement of the torture.

“Come on,” yelled Handforth. * Back up,
St. Frank's!”

“Hurrah !”

“Boys—boys !” shouted Nelson Lee. “Wao
have made our plans, and there is no need
for you ” -

He broke off, helpless. Every St. Frank's
fellow on the boat, even including Willy
Handforth and Chubby Hecath and Juicy
Lemon of the Third, had leapt into the lake,
'll‘lhey were now swimming like fish for the
shorae.
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-4 Good luek to ’em !” roared Dorrie. “It'’s
the spirit I like to sece. For heaven’s sake,
be quick, Lee! 1 doubt if we shall be in
time, even now!”’

Men were running abeut, and the girls
were startled to see that machine-guns were
being set up on the decks. Other guns, too.

Lord Dorrimore, Nelson Lee, Mr. Wilkes
and a number of the submarine’s officers and
men were swimming ashore—and every man
carried aeutomatic pistols; weapons which
would not be put out of action by their
immersion mn tae water,

If the submarine’s passengers were sur-
prised at the sight they saw, the great con-
coursc on those grassy slopes was no less
astounded. Shouts were already going up—
shouts of fear, and even terror.

These people had never before scen a sub-

marine, and a vessel that could come up

from the lake bottom in this fashion was
terrifying. Most of the  simple people
were superstitious, and they stared, aghast.

While they were staring thus, dumb-
founded, the rescuers were acting. 'The boys
were the first ashore, and they ran like
mad. Close behind them came the armed
men. Swiftly they all raced up the slopes.

Lee and Dorrie knew how perilous this
enterprise was—yet it stood a chance of suc-
cess by reason of its very speed. It was a
surprise attack, and, with any luck, it would
succeed.

Cedric the Cruel and his surrounding
officers and mnobles sat as though frozen.
The whole thing bewildered them.

Before the king could recover himself, be-
fore he could give eny command, the men
and boys were at the stakes. They had run
boldly through the Gothland soldiers, who
had scattered in disorder before the rush.

“By the sacred soul of St. Attalus!”
panted Ethelbert the Red. “Our friends
from beyond the great mountains!”

““Thou wert right, Ethelbert!” cried the
princess. “Oh, they come as though scnt
from Heaven |”
 Below her the boys were flinging the burn-
ing faggots away, careless of being scorched
and burnt. Kiczing frantically, the faggots
were cleared. Two or three minutes later,
and 1t would have been impossible to effect
any rescue.

Like monkeys the boys swarmed up the
stakes, and it was only a matter of moinents
for them to slash through the prisoners’
bonds. '

‘““Good Handforth the Bold!”’ murmured
Mercia, as she recognised her own rescuer.

‘““We’ve done the trick, and nothing else
matters !” panted Handforth. “By George,
princess, you’re prettier and lovelier than
ever! I mean—— Look out, you chaps!”

The others were ready, and they deftly
caught the princess as she jumped down.
Prince Oswy and Ethelbert the Red were
elready on the ground, surrounded by their
rescuers. |

But by now Cedric the Cruel was standing
on his fect, roaring like a wild animal. At
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last he had come to his senses—at last he
had rccognised these intruders.

*Seize them I” he thundered. “By my
marrow and bones! They are the dogs from
the outer world—whom Ethelbert appealed
to for aid! They are come to defy my
rule} Seize them !”’

The soldiers, flustered and bewildered,
rushed to the attack. Lee and Dorrie and
the other men gripped their automatics,

Boom-boom !

Two reports, loud and decvastating,
sounded from the Pioncer. The soldiers,
startled afresh, gazed round in fear. They
forgot their king’s orders. Great puffs of

smoke were appearing from the submarine.
‘““Now’s our chance!” yelled Dorric.

Nelson Lee was already leading the way,
taking the princess with him. She was sur-
rounded by a quickly-formed bedyguard, and
they all went tcaring back to the beach.
Cedric the Cruel and Guntha the Crafty
were shouting orders, the soldiers were run-
ning hither and thither, and everything was
in a state of confusion. Many of the Goth-
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