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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.

TROUBLE FOR ONE.

HE heat was sweltering.
The sun blazed down relentlessly
from a perfectly clear sky of blue.
Not a cloud was to bc seen—and not
a cloud had been seen for several days. The
sea was smooth, except for the slow, lazy
rollers.

And the steam vacht Wanderer, ploughing
her way southward, sweltered with everything
else. Her decks radiated the heat: her brass-
work was so hot that no hand could touch it.

Beneath the big awning which wae fitted
up aft a number of figures were reclining
languidly in deck chairs. Being atternoonm,
most of the figures were asleep, indulging in a
quiet nap.

Lord Dorrimore was in evidence—the exact
note of his snore was particularly observed.
Nelson Lee was there, too, hut he was read-
ing and smoking. S8ir Crawiord Grey pre-
ferred to adjourn below for his afternoon
doze, for the heat on deck was rather too
much for him.

The other figures beneath the awning were
youthful ones, and they belonged to several
members of the 8t. Frank's Remove. 1 was
there, blinking idly at the sea, and close by
Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tregellis-West
were sound asleep.

I sat up after a moment or two.

‘““ Got anything handy there, guv'nor?” 1
asked.

Nelson Lee lowered his paper.

‘““ Anything handy, young 'un?’’ he repeated
fnquiringly.

“* Yes—to chuck at Dorrie,”” I said.
that a disgusting noise he's making?
does he expect us to sleep?”

“I really don’'t suppose he cares,’”’ smiled
the schoolmaster-detective. ‘“ Dorrie is
oblivious of everything at the moment; and
that snore of his can’'t be cured. I've tried
all sorts of things at different times, includ-
ing cold water and pins; but it makes no
ditfference. If you wake him up he'll only
growl, turp round, and begin all over again.”

** Well, I’'m going to stop it if I can!" I
said frmly.

‘“ Isn't
How

-

And I picked up a hook which Watson LinA
been reading—I1 hadn't noticed it thers
before —and hurled it with unerring aim at
the nobie chest of the Rt. Hon. Lord Dorrr
more.

The result waa surprisine. The hook hounced
off, Dorrie shirted slightly, and then anoted
away more heartily than ever. I was about
to try some other experiment, when all hope
of sleep was destroyed—by the arrival ot
Handforth.

To sleep with Handforth in the vicinity was
an uttér imposasibility. Ldward Oswald Hand-
forth waz born. [ believe, for the fixed pur-
pose of disturbing other people at every
opportunity.

But Handy couldn’t help it—it was just his
nature. And he was one ol the best chaps
breathing. taking him all round. A bit ot
an ass, of course—that was acknowledged hy
everybody : but still, he was one of the beast.

“Any chance of getting some sleep up
here?’ he demanded.

“* No chance at all—now that you've come,™
I replied promptly.

“ Oh, don't be funny!’ <aid Handforth.
“1've been in the cabin with Church and
McClure, but the asses won't give me any
rest. [ wonder why the afternoons are so
horribly hot? All a fellow wants to do i3 to

sleep.”’

“We're getting into the tropics, don’é
forget,” I said. *“ It won't be long hetore
we reach our destination in Africa. And then
the heat will be worse, in all probability.”

““ Oh, well, I can stand it,”” said Hand-
forth. ' Anyhow, [ wouldn't have missed tiug
trip for worlds!”

And Handforth only expre=sed the view of
every junior there. -

The trip had not proaressed far yet: the
Wanderer had taken her departure from
England barely a week before. But she was
already getting into the semi-tropical zone,
and her passengers were fully aware ol 1t'

Sir Crawford Grey, the father of Jack Grey
of the Remove, was the owner of the maguiti-
cent vessel. And the object of thus trip was
twofold. We were all cnjoying a4 first-class



holiday, and there was a prospcct of a trea-
sure hunt later on.

For 8ir Crawford had In his
secret which concerned an isola

d oasip in
the desert. Upon arrival

iIn Africa, it was

arranged that a party should set out across}and turned over.

the descrt, and make an attempt to locate
the treasaure. Necdless to say, 1 was deter-
mined to be a member of that party.

Jack Greg had invited a large number of
fcllows, and the yacht was like a miiature
cdition of 8t. Frank’s. Removites were
everywhere—and four members of the Sixth
Form were also gueets on board.

There were several young ladles, too. Two
of them—Miss Violct Watson and Miss Agnes
Christino—were the belles of the party, so
to speak. They were very nice girls, and
everybody liked them, with the possible ex-
ception of Handforth.

The mighty leader of Study D bad been
rather againet the idea of girls being invited
from the very start, and hc treated them in
the most off-hand manner. The truth was,
Handy was nervous in the presence of girls,
although he was one of the boldest fellows
at St. Frank’s. And matters were not im-
proved for him when he found, to his horror,
that the girls paid him particular attention.

“It's getting awful—that’s what it is,”

roaned Handforth that night. ‘‘ That Fen-
on girl falrl{ gets on my nerves with her fat-
bcadcd giggles] And she always seems to
drop on me, too. I'm mrgriaed at Fenton
having a sister like that—the skipper of St.
Frank's, too!”

Church and McClure grinned. They were
Handy's chums, and they knew his little
ways.

‘ Fenton can't help it,’* said Church.
' 8he’s not so bad, either—a bit plump and
antidy perhaps, but ahe’s jolly enough. Wat-
son's sister is the best of the bunch, of
sourse,’”” added Church admiringly.

 What about your aister Kthel?'' sald
Christine.

** Oh, she’s not so bad,” said Church, with
e sniff.
me, but I have to put up with that. But
Miss Violet is ripping! Haven’t you noticed
what lovely eyes she's got?”’

Handforth looked horrified.

** Go on!’’ he said hoarsely.
A teeth has she got?”

‘“ Why, they're like rls,’”” said Church
happily. ** And as for her ears, thcy're just
like two little seashells—’'

. l?l:m---you- babbling ass!' roared Hand-

[ 1] Bh?i! -
* ** You spoony idiot!"’

“ Look here, I'll punch your beastly mnose
M you eay I'm spoony!” exclaimed Church
warmly, and blaushing with much violence. ** I
was only saying a few things about Miss
Wolet——"'

“* A few things!’’ snorted Handforth. * You| ma

allly ass, you've got it bad! You're in love!

1 suspected it yestercay, when I caught you |} shaking his chums.
folirwing Watson's sister all over the giddy | number one wheeze!

ahip!l”
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“I didn’t!”’ roared Church. *1I only wend
down thc deck after her—to give her a
ossecssion a handkerelrief she’d drop'ped. Rats to y011!

Go and eat coke!”

And Church tumbled into his bupk crossly,
flis greatest desire, prob-
ebly, was to avold further guestioning, and
he gave some rcally clcver snores. Not that
they deceived his grinning chums. Handforth
:lvinked at McClure as he proeeeded to un-

ress.

‘“The ass is asleep now,” he remarked.
** Just fancy old Church falllng in Jove with
Wateon’s sister! She’s net so bad; but, cf
course, sbe wouldn't even look at Churchy.
What is he to look at, amyhow? Any girl
would aimply ignore bim.”

Church stirred uneasily in bis sleep, ard
snored louder than evcr.

** ALd this isn’'t the firét time he’s i.een in
lcve, either,” went on Handforth. * He was
tclling me about some other member of the
fair scx once. My hat! He told me he loved
her with all his giddy heart—"’

Church awoke abcruptly.

‘ You—you awful flbber!“ he roared.

o

‘* A bit too fond of interfering with |

** What kind |

* Ha, ha, bal”

** You cackling asses!’’

‘ Hallo! Are you awake, old son?’” asked
Handforth, in surprise. ‘' We thought you
were aslee *e :

“ You didn’t think anything of the sort!"
snapped Church. *‘ And I don’t call it very
F decent of yon to tell lies like that, Handy. I
never breathed a word to you about a girl
I loved!”

‘““I didn’t eay you did,’’ observed Handfortl
blandly. ** 1 saijd a member of the fair sex.
You told me you loved her tremendously—
your mater, I mean!”’

Church swallowed something hard.

‘“Go and eat coke!’ he growled.

His chums grinned again, and then after
that they had mercy on him-—for the subject
of girls was dismiseed. There was not much
doubt, however, that Church had been
smitten by the dainty charms of Mise Violet.
And Church wasn’t the only one, either!

The night was very hot, and after the elec.
tric light had been switched off Handforth
attempted in vain to make bhimseclf comfort-
able. The yacht was rolling slightly, and
cvery now and again Handforth’s head
would come into contact with a post. But
this was because of Handforth's weird posi-
tion. He didn’t lie in his bunk like any

position.

‘* T\ese beds ain't any yood for comfort, at
seq,’’ he growled after a time. ‘' If you chaps
can get to sleep, I'm blessed if I canl”® -

Silence.

Handforth gave a snort of d!sgust, and
turned over again. And then, with ‘a sudden
vmp, he was on the floor. He swit¢ched on

ordivg:y mortal, but adopted a sideways

the light, and there was an expression of aul-

excitement in his eyes. |
1  he exclaimed,

“I've got an jdea—a

Listen to mel”

to sleep, you nclay

* Wake uap, yon

‘“Can’t you go
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bounder?”’ demanded McClure. “ I was just
dreaming about being wrecked—'"

‘“ Blow your dreams!” egaid Handforth.
““ What we want in this cabin is a hammock—
three hammocks, in fact!"

‘““ You—you ass!’’

‘“It’s a wonder I didn't think of it
before,”” went on Handforth enthueiastically.
** Hammiocks, my eon! That's what they use
in the Ngvy. Why shouldn't we sleep in
hammocks? Just think of the comfort!”

‘“ Oh, don't be mad, for goodness’ sakc!’
gald Church grumpily. ** Ain’'t these beds a
lot better than hammocks? You're always
getting some dotty idea into your head,
Handy. Go to sleep!” .

“But I don’t see why a hammock wouldn't
be more comfortable—"

““If you particularly want one, why don’t
you go into the forecastle,’’ interrupted
Church. ** They've got plenty there. A good
many nfembers of the crew sleep in ham-
mocks. Perhaps somebody will lend jyou
one."”

Handforth's eyes gleamed.

‘“ My hat!” he exclaimed.
idea!’’

And Handforth grabbed his dressing-gown,
donned it, and pushed his feet into a pair of

‘““That's a zood

slippers. Then he switched the light off and
left the cabin.
‘““Well, of all the chumps!"” exclaimed

McClure, in the darkness. ‘‘ I always thought
he was an ass, but this is about the limit!
He’s always doing things on the impulse of
the moment—instead of waiting.”

‘“ Oh, let him go,” growled Church. * Good
riddance to the ass!"’

Meanwhile Handforth was on deck. The
night was brilliantly star-lit, and the junior
could not help pausing for a while to admire
the sky and the reflection of the stars in the
sea.

Then Handforth became aware of the fact
that Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore were
sitting in deck-chairs mnear by, chatting.
And Handforth, who had no wish to explain
matters just then, crept away for'ard.

When he arrived in the forecastle he found
it far more stuffy than his own cabin. It
was a sumptuous place compared to the
fo’c’'s’'le of many ships, and was scrupulously
gleatn. 1t was stuffy because of the great

eat.

One electric light was burning, and Hand-
forth looked round him cautiously. Two
or three men were asleep in their bunks.
But, stretched across a wide space, were
- several hammocks—big, roomy, comfortable
articles.

Handforth approached the nearest, and saw

that one of the engine-room hands was
aslcep in it. He shook the man without
hesitation.

‘““ Why, hallo—— What—"'
paused as he

The man
looked over the edge of the

hammock. *“ Is anything wrong, Master
.}zancjf:;rtlu? I think that's your name, ain't
it, sir?”’

““Yee, I'm Handforth.,’' said the junior.
‘“ Look here, how much do vou want for this

[roS——

3

hammock? I want to take it
cabin——"' .

‘* None o' your jokes, sir!" erinned tha
man. -

“But I'm serious——'"'

“Yes, I know all about that, Master Hand-
forth. You in 2 hammick? When you've got
a saell bed to sleep in?”” The man shook hia
head. *‘' It ain't quite good enough, sir. And
I want my hammick, too."

The man turned over on his side, and the
conversation was closed.

Handiorth felt inclined to renew it; but the
man had spoken with an air of finality which
was not to be mistaken.

And Handforth, after the first flush of the
idea had passed, hegan to realise that it
wasn't quite the thing. Where would he
hang the hammock, anyhow? And what
would Sir Crawford say?

** The old chap might be offended,”” mut-
tered Handforth. ** I think I'd better give
}t up; but I'H just try how they feel before

go.Il

There was an empty hammock near by, and
Handforth gave a leap upwards and entered
the hammock neatly. He shot out of it with
far greater speed, however, and bumped to
the floor with a crash.

“* My hat!"" he gasped. “ Who did that?""

Handforth picked himself up painfully. He
was not yet aware that hammocks arc not
articles to be dealt with lightly. It is far
easier to fall out of a hammock than it i3
to climb into one.

However, Edward Oswald waz not to he
daunted. He made another attempt. Anul
this time he exercised more caution. Two
minutes later he lay full length in the ham-
{qock and gazed at the deck plates above
1im.

‘““ Not so bad,”” he told himself drowsily.
“In fact, it's jolly good. Still, I think 1
prefer the cabin, after all.”’

But Handforth meant to give the hammock
a fair trial—and he did this to such good pur-
pose that within three minutes le was in &
sound sleep. It was no mere doze, but the
genuine article. And when Handy really went
to sleep it needed explosions to awaken him.

An hour passed, and then one of the
men who had ju:t come oft duty entered the
fo'c’s'le. He yawned, stretched himself, and
strolled towarde his hammock with pleasant
anticipation. But he paused when he got
near to it, and stared.

a dirty trick like

‘““* Now, who's done
this?"”" he asked Thimself indigyantly.
** Pinched my bammock! I'll soon have that
chap out on to the deck!”

But before pitching the intruder out the
man took a peep inside, and then he changed
his mind. He stared at the sleeping junior In
absolute amazement for a moment. Then
his expression changed to one of wonder.

“* Now, what’s the kid doin’' in ‘ere?'" the
man asked himself. *‘It's Master Handforth,
I believe. 1It's like his nerve to come and
appropriate my bloomin’ hammock! And 1|
can't turn him out, neither.”’

After a moment’s consideration the sailor

into  my
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decided to go to the cabin which was occu-
pied by Church and McClure. It would be
hetter if they came along and fetched their
chum. The man didn’t want to get into a
row.

He tapped on the cabin door soltly, then
loudly. And when he was invited to enter he
crept in on tip-toe.

‘“* Who's that?’’ demanded a slcepy voice.

‘“It's me, young sir—my name’s Lambert,”
said the man. ‘* Master Handfeorth’s
cleepin’ in my hammock, an’ I don’t exactly
know what to do. 1 thought mebbe you'a
come and fetch him out for me.”

Church gave a snort.

‘* The dotty lunatic!’” he exclaimed. ‘' He
was talking about hammocks when he went
out. All right; we'll come along and deal
with him, Lambert. Don’t touch the ass
until we get there.”

‘“ Right you are, sir.”” ,

The man left, and Church and McClure were
sonn out of their beds. Then, instead of
going straight to the forecastle, they came
to the cabin which was occupied by Tregellis-
West, Watson, and myself.

‘* Wake up, you bounders''’ said MecClure
hriskly. ** There's work to he dome. Hand-
forth has got to be slaughtered.”’

I wxs the first to awaken, and I turned over
and switched on the electric light. I beheld
Church and McClure, attired in their
dressing-gowns. They werc both looking

rather grim. P

‘““ What's the trouble?”” 1 asked. ¢ Why
can’t you let innocent mortals sleep peace-
fully in their cots? Why does Handforth

nced such drastic treatment? If he snores
too loudly—smother him?{’’

*“ The potty ass has gone into the fo'c's’le!”
gaid Church. ‘“ He's appropriated a bam-
mock, and he’s lying there sound asleep! The
chap who owns the hammock—a man named
L.ambhert—came to us for help.”

I grinned.
I said.

'* Handy all over!”
fathead! You'’d better go along and tip the
idiot out. You don’t want help
cabin, do you? Hold on, though!” 1 con-
tinued. “I've got a wheesze!”
'* Begad! Who's that talkin’'?’’ mumbled
Sir Montie, blinking at us.
** Dry up, old son!" I said crieply. ‘' Hand-
forth has asked for trouble, so it'll only be
obliging if we find him eome. Do you

remember that little store-room just along tneI

passage, McClure?’’

‘“ What about {t?’’

‘““ It happens to be empty,”” I said. ‘' And
there are hooks on both sides. When the
deoor’s closed the place & as black as ink,
We’ll give Handy a lesson!”

Montie consented to come, but Watson was
fast asleep. So the four of us went along
to the fo'c’s’le, and found Lambert waiting
patiently. He grinned as we entered.

‘“ le's shill asleep, young gents,” he

marked.
*“ Of course he is,”” I said. ‘‘ He wouldn’t

re-

“ What al
from thisl

wake wp if the boilers burst! Lok here, Lam- |
bert, 1 waant you to do without your ham-
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mock during this watch. You can doss on a
locker, or somewhere.’’

The man didn't care for the idea much—
until he spotted two balf-crowns in my hand.
Then he grinned, and nodded.

““ That's good enough, Master Nipper,” he
said, as hc pocketed the silver.

The hammock was carefully removed from
its hooks, Montie and I at one end and
Church and McClure at the other. Handforth
was snoring peacefully, and he gave no sign
of awakening.

‘‘Don’t jerk him—and don't jaw!"' I whis-
pered. ** You know where to go.”

We managed to get on deck somehow, and
still Handforth slept. Then he was earried
down to the store-room 1 had mentioned to
f{lcﬁlure. It was a dark place, with no clectric
1ght.

_But the light from the passage was saBi.
cient for our needs. We hung the hammock
up across the little A)!ace. and grinned as
Handlorth  continue to sleep—entirely
ignorant of his change of quarters.

“ When he wakea up he’ll think he's in the
middle of a nightmare,” I chuckled. °* Come
on, my sons! We'll get back to our bunks,
and leave Handy to enjoy his giddy ham-
mock !’

And we all departed, wondering what the
mighty Handforth would say in the morning.

CHAPTER 1I.
HANDFORTH'S PROMISE.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTV
yawned, stretched  himeelf, and
opened his eyes.

All wasg dark, whichever way he
turned his gaze. He twisted round in hie

bed, and felt it swaying slightly. Then he
sat up—and npearly overbalanced. He lay
back again hurriedly.

“My tat!” he muttered. “I'm still in

that blessed hammock!’’

He was in the fo'c’s’le, of course. But why
was it dark? He listened for the breathing
of the sleeping saflors. But all was still and
silent. From a grcat distance, it secmed, he
heard faint voices.

*“1 don't suppose I've been here long,”
Handforth told himself. **I'm not going to
turp out in this darkness, anyhow!”’

And he lay back and went to sleep again.

He would have been astonished if he had
known that the time was already eight
o'clock, and that everybody on board was up
and abont. Breakfast would soon be served
in the saloon.

I was on deck with the others, and I had
alrcady made inquiries concerning Handforth.
But 1 could gain no news. Handy hadn't
shown up yet.

‘“ Lazy beggar!’ said Christine, who didn’t
koow the facts. ’

‘* The ass wag jawing at mc yesterday for
heng late,”” remarked Pitt—'* and 1 wae only
a minute late. too! We’ll rag him when
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he turns out. What price going and hauling
him out of his cabin?"’

“ (Good idea!" said Yorke.

‘ Come on, my children!"”

“ Hold on, you fatheads!” & exclaimed.
“I've a tale to unfold.”

And I unfolded it. Roars of laughter fol-
lowed—such laughter, in fact, that Lord
Dorrimore came along the deck with the
four girls to ask what the joke was about.

The joke was considered to be rich, and
everybody agreed to let Handy aleep on.
There was much speculation as to how long
he would remain in the store-room—thinking
{t was still night-time. -

After breakfast there was still no sign of
him. He was, in fact, still in the hammock.
For a second time he had awakened, und
all was still dark. Yet he eomehow felt
strangely fresh—as though he had had his
full amount of sleep.

“ Still, it's no good getting up in the
middle of the blessed night!'’ he told him-
self. * There’s something funny about it,
I believe."”

He couldn’t sleep after that, but lay back,
waiting for daylight to come¢. He tried to
see the first glimpse of dawn out of the
doorway, and he stared at the darkness. But
everything was pitchy. Not a gleam came
from any quarter.

At last Handforth began to suspect that
something was radically wrong, and he
tumbled out of the hammock.

‘*“ Anybody heret”_he asked loudly.

Silence.

Being clad only in pyjamae, he had no
matches on him, and he felt his way forward
gingerly. But even then he was not careful
enough, for he hit the wall with his bhead
after he had walked a yard—being under the
impression that he was in the centre of the
fo'c’s’le.

5 “‘;l'hat's jolly queer!’” he said, rubbing his
ead.

Then he felt a handle, grasped it triumph-
antly, and turned it. The door opened, and
Handtorth found himself looking out into a
passage. The sunlight was streaming into it
at the end.

“* Great

goodness!’*" gasped Handforth,
dazed.

“J—I'm not in the fo'c's'le at all!

And ;et I'll swear I went there—— HI, Pitt!
Grey! Come here, you rotters! I want a
word with you.”’

Pitt and Grey, who had just hove into view,
grinned jozfully. and walked down towards
the spot where Handforth was standing.

‘* Lazy beggar!’’ said Pitt severely. ‘' The
whole ehip’s talking about you, Handy, you
slacker!”

“ What's the time?'’ asked Handforth, in a
husky voice.

* Nearly half-past eleven!”

 Ha—half-past ELEVEN!"
forth. * In the MORNING?"

“* Yes, half-past eleven in the morning,”’ sald
Jack Grey. ‘“ We had breakfast hours ago,
and it'll scon be time for lunch!”’

!:tandforth clutched at the wall for sup-
port.

yelled Hand-

“But-but I can't understand!" he said
faintly.

“This 12 what comee of going to slcep in
other prople’'s hammocks,”’ observed  Pitt.

“Some of the chaps didn’t think you were
comfortable in the fo'c’s’le, Handy, so they
hooked you up in that store-room - und they
carried out the procoar without awgkening
you. Talk about a log'"”

“1 suppose you didn't know it was day-
light?'' grinned Jack Grey. * That store.
room is dark, and ——""

“You—vyou awful rottcra!™”
forth indignantly.

** Ha, ha, ha'”

** You japing bounders'"

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!'"

““You wait until I get my clobber on - —*

“You'll have to run the gauntlet, Handy.™
grinned Pitt. * You'd better be careful, too,
going about the ahip at midday in your
pyjamas! Don’'t forget that there are ladies

on board —"

“I—1 say!" gaaped Handforth, in dire
alarm. ' (to and get my clobber, you chapa
--don’t  be horribly meun, you know'!'
couldn’t think of sneaking to the cabin with
a blank«t wrapped round me."”

Pitt and (irey had mercy on him, and
fetched his clothing. Then they came on deck
and announced the fact that Handy would
soon appear. And when he did appear there
was a yell of laughter from all of ua. Hand.
forth didn’'d mind this half s0o much az he
minded n very audible giggle from the girts,

“ Sleep  well, Handy?" asked De Valerie
blandly.

“I't--I'l ekin yonu'"
under his bhreath.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"’

‘“How do you
grinned Christine.

‘** You—you——-"'

‘“ Doo’'t make fun eof the r chap, by
gad!" remarked Lord Dorrimore. * He's
appcared in good time for luncheon—an’
that's somethin’ to his credit, you Enow.
An’' this sea air is very tipin'.”

Handiorth clenched his fists helplessly.

'* Whose idea was it to shift my hammock
while I was asleep?’’ he asked, in a sup-
pressed voice. ** Whose idea was it, [ say?
Tell me that!"’

“ Well, it was my Ildea to b?ln with,” 1

roared Hand-

hissed Handforth,

like mis:ing breakf{ast?™

replied calmly. “ Church agd MecClure
wanted to pitchr you out, but [ thought ot
something better. To me belongs the hounonr
of having concoeted the ncfarious wheeze!”™

' end. did Church and McClure hetp you?"

““ Yea!"

““You-—you traitors!” said Handforth,

glaring at his uncomfortable chums. * You
miserable bounders! You turned against your
own pal—-"*
' l}a.ts!" said McClure.
** That's all, Handy,”' put in Church. * No
need to get into u stew, you kaow. Why
can't you take a joke in good part?”

“1I'll deal with you chaps later on,” aaid
Handtorth fiercely. “ Just at the moment

*“1t wa3s only A&
ja
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I'm going to settle with He thought
of this w ¢, and he's ’ot & ’
" But, m dcar chp idn't dﬂn& you'd
clllﬂ!s an “ And you're not
wl = oing to mak ! ted
“1I'm n make you " repea
llondl‘oﬂt :Iu - All you fellows can hear
what s say—and I challenge
‘ll per!!f; a fght. !f bhe docsm't accept—he's
Mer{body rinned non than ever,
“Bu n't waat nqt oy
calmly. " You see, Handyp—— '"

I made that last remuk somewhat hnr-

riedly, Dbecause Handforth's fist la
squarely upon my chest, and I toppled
ghulr and sprawled on the deck,

‘ Now will you fight?” demanded Hand-
loﬂh warmly.

“Oh, just as you like,” 1 said, picking
myself up. "I you're punl'nlluly anxious

W0 exert yourself, Hnuly I've no
When would you lllo to be liehd?
the aftermoon, or in the eool of

,?.l
forth.

ection.
, In
the even-

I'Il fight you after tea,” snapped Hand-
He strode and 1 grinned at the

others joﬂull: gnly tlu juniors bad bheard
what was beil

" We'd better not nnlhlu about it,”
I romarked. “Let's k 8 o onraehu.
and wc'll ban i h& lwt after tea—
down in rea samewhere,
um old ﬁ'may. R worth Nis weight in
m .

At lonch- everybody took pity en
Handforth, ho was not chipped any more,

He recovered his good humour before tea,
and 1 confidently expeoted hMm to call off the
hght. Bot 1 was mistaken. He was more
détermined than ever to * lick ' me for insti-
gating the joke.

‘AL half-past seven, down in the common
room!™ he sald ly. " Don't forget the
time, you boun and don't fail to turn

ap!”’
tment we called the
been seb aside for the
It was a Inrgo

aco where we could congregate, talk, and
mnh as much noise as we pleased.
The fight was a

r‘!eto gecret—at present.
But Tommy Watson, misguided moment,
decided that it would be quite safe to let his
sister into the know. B8She was to be trusted
with a secred, of course.
s You wo, dohﬂln‘y ® eeveral kinds of an
am'' rla atson. * It's not his fault -
he ean't help It. At hall

to have . sora wlth

scrap?’’ asked

- \’n. a fight, you lnov"

* Obh, but that'l silly I said-the girl, look.
ing rather concerned.

YOI course it's silly,” agreed Watson.
“ But we don't expect ndfonh to be een-
sible. His dignity’s been injured, you see, and
he can't ml until he's been avenged. That's
the idea.
middie of ne

st seven he's
ipper.”

p{m' will wipe the ass into the
Xt week; but that’s the whele

,thought!ul

joke of it. 1 ecall it a screamn, don't youtl”
Violet shook her pretty head.
“ No, I don’t!”’ she sald decidedly. *“1

:::hak it's jult wicked! Oh, why do you want
gl':t I'm not going to fight, you duffer!”

said Wateon.
*“* Those other boys will!” eaid Vielet.
- And 1 believe it's all because we girls
Fbed at lhndterth so much. Fighting

t gentiemanly —

" Pon’t you lieve it!” grinned Watson.
't understand

“You're a girl, and you
these ulinal. And you've got to keep mum,

Vi. Don’t forget that I've told you this in
striet confidence. Nobody else is to know."”

“Oh, all right, Tom,"” said Vielet, looking
“But 1 don't like the idea of
Nipper and Handlorth fighting. Over a silly
}oke' It's—it's ever go absurd!™

“1t’lIl be worth quids to see,” sald Wat-

walking off.

ﬂls auter was still looking thoughtful when
she joined Agnes Christine, her own parti-
enlar friend. These two girls were the
prettiest of the four. They were both dainty,
¢harming, and alto'getlm- ripping.  Ethel
Chureh and Maggie Fenton were plainer, and
more tomboyish,

“ What's the matter, Vi?”" asked Agnes
curiouely.

“ Oh, nothing!" said the other girl. * But
I think it's perfectly ridiculous! Faney fight-
ing over nothing like that! I think all boys
are simply horrid—they're always wanting to
hit one another!”

“PBut I don’'t knmow what you're talking
about!” exclaimed Agnes.

“ Well, T'Il tell you; but you mustan’t tell
nrbody else,” gaid Miss Watson, lower-
her voice. * Tom told me in striet con-

and I'm teilivg you in confidence. At
hau ast seven this e¢vening Nipper and
orth are %oinx to have a fight.’

g But why? They're friends!”

' Being friends doesn’t make any difference
to a fight,” said Vielet. * Handforth is upset
becausze of um joke they played on him, and

he wanta hit prer about. But of
course, Ni will hit him. I'm going to do
all I ean to stop it. Apd you won't tell any-

body, will you?'

“ Of course not!” said Agnes promptly.

And within five minutes she was teling
Ethel Church—in strict confidence—all about
it. Ethel was quite delighted when she heard
—much to the indignat of Agnes.

“1 think it’s simply ripping!™” said Ethel.
“Ob, I'd give anything to see that fight!
I suppose we couldn't be there?”

“Oh, don't be so silly!” said Mise Chris-
tine, with a frown.

Of course. Maggie Fenton knew all about it
presently, and (in confidence) nearly every
other guest on board was allowed to know
the seeret. When it reachéd Nelson Lee and
Lord Dorrimore—via Fenton, of the Sixth—
they both chuekled.

“1 don't think we're called upon to inter-
fere,”” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘' Let the young-
sters bave some sport—it won't do them any
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harm!
anything about it.”’

‘ But, my good man, that won't do at all!”
protested Dorric. * I'm goin’ to sce this fight
wwouldn't miss it for worlds, by gad! An
how can I see it if we ain’t supposed to know
that it’'s goin’ to happen?”

* You’d better puzzle it out with that
mizhty brain of yours,"” chuckled Lee.
Dorrie wasn’t long in puzzling it out. He

managed to get me alone in the saloon after
tca, and grasped me by the shoulders.

‘ What'e goin’ on, you young bounder?’’ he
inquired.

** The ship!”* 1 replied.

‘* Oh, don’t be funny!” protested his lord-
ship. “ You know I ain’t strong enough to
etand that sort of thing. A little pird has
been whisperin’ in my ear that you an’ Hand-
-forth are thinkin' of providin’ an entcrtain-
ment this evenin'—"’

‘* Somebody's been jawing!" I broke in.
‘“ Well, it doesn’t matter about you knowing
Dorrie. Handforth wants to fight me, and
60 we've arranged a little mill down in the
recreation room."”’

* I'll be there!"’ said his lordship promptly,
** What time does it start?”’

‘ Half-past seven.”

* Good!"”

And Dorrimore walked off, highly pleased
with himself. Meanwhile, another little
private conversation was taking place—and
Handforth was the victim. For, to his
horror, Violet Watson cornered him in a quiet
spot on deck just beyond the bridge.

The bold Handforth was amazingly nervous
In the prescnce cf girls, and he longed to
get away. But there was & grim expression
in Violet's eyes, and ehe positively refused to
let Handy go.

*“I'm vety sorry if we upset you this morn-
ing,”’ said the girl sincerely. “ I mean, when
we laughed at you—"'

** Oh, that’'s all right!’' growled Handforth.

““It's all over now, isn't it¢”’

** Over? Of course it's over, Mise Watson.”
‘““ And you're just as friendly with Nipper
as ever?'’ perzisted the girl.

* Yes, rather—or, at least——'" Handforth
paused. ‘' That—that is to say,” he stam-
mered, * we're pals all right, but—— Oh,
blow! There's no need for you to worry
about it, Miss Violet!"’

The girl looked at him squarely.

‘“ Are you two going to have a fight?’’ she
demanded.

“I—-I— How on earth did you know?”
gasped Handforth. * I say, it's not fair of
you to guess things like that! But I must
give Nipper a licking for making me look so
jolly ailly before everybody!'

“ Oh, Handforth! You can’t give Nipper a
—a licking!"" said Violet. *‘ It's far more
likely that he will Jick you!”

“ls it?” _snorted ~ Handforth warmly.
** Why, you silly—— Oh, crikey! I—I beg
your pardon, Miss Violet! I didn't
mean—"’

# 0Of couree you didn't,”” laughed the girl.

Besides, we're not supposed to knowl

“But I want you to do something for me
Handforth.”

‘* For—for vou?'’

‘““Yes. Will you do it?"”

*“Of course!” said Handioeth, rather help-

lessly. ' I'il do anything you like, Mizs
Violet."”’
‘ Promize?"’

‘“ Honour bright!'’ declared Edward O:wald,

“Oh, I'm so glad,”” said Violet, smlina
“What I want you to do is to promisge e
that vou will not fight with Nipper thus
evening.”

Handforth nearly had a fit.

“ But—but I can't promise that!” he
gasped. * 1 say Misi Violet —be reasnnable,
for goodness' sake! It's all arranged, you
know! I can't back out of it ncw—1'tn not
going to, either!' he added firmly.

‘“ Oh, but you promised *° me—honour
bright !’ said the girl regretfully. ** Tom haa
often spoken to me about you, Handforth,
and he has always aaid that your word was
good. I didn't think you'd break a pro-
mise—"’

“I—I won't!"” said Handforth weakly,
realisine that he was completely cornered.
“ It—if you insist, I'll stick to it. Miss Violet.
But I didn't know you were going to ask me
anything like that!’’

“I want you to stick to it,” said Violet

firmly. ‘* And thapk you very much, Hand-
gortg]_. I'm cver 30 glad there won't be any
chting."”’

She tripped off, and Handforth gaszqd after
her dreamily. He couldn’'t quite realise thap
hhe was really left in the cart. It was abso-
lutely impossiblo to break his word—to a
cgirl! And it was also impossible for NNm to
explain to the other chaps what he had done
—because they'd only yell like hyenas.

Poor old Handy was in a bit of a fix, and
his state of mind was rather too complex to
be described.

- e g o

CHAPTER III.
CAPTAIN NIXON'S VILLAINY,

EANWHILE other events were occum
ring, distant from the Wanderer,
which were, nevertheless, connected
with 8ir Crawford Grey and his

guests. I think it is only fitting that I should
relate those events in their proper place.

And this is the proper place.

The steamship Collindale was steaming
along under the blazing sun, and her port ot
destination was the small African town of
Agabat. This, of course, was also the port
that the Wanderer was making for.,

The Collindale was a cargo-boat. She was
nothing much to look upon, her paintwork
was dull, and her brasswork didn't glitter.
But she was sound internally; her enginea
were excellent.

And Captain Nixon, who commanded her
was always boasting of the speed he coul‘
maintain on a long voyage. Shea was due te
arrive in port several days in advance of St
Crawford's yacht.
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@he was carrying two men who did not
actually belong to her complement—althou
they had signed on in London. Omne was
purecr, Simon Grell: and the other was the
chiel steward, Jake Starkey.

The reason for this pair being aboard was
not exactly an honest one.

Simon Grell, mouths earlier, had been
mized np in a plot to obtain a locket from
Jack Grey—8ir Crawford’s son. That locket
contained the seeret of the treasure which
the yachting party had set out to seek.

Grell knew all the facts, even to the last
detail, but the man was not a rascal-
although he had been at one time of day. He
and Starkey, talking matters over, had de-

to take no action when they learned
4t the 9t. Frank's party was setting off to
nd the tressure,

However, Grell had a weakness for strong
drink, and he was unfortunate enough to
meet Captain Nixon one evening. They were
old friends, Nixon being several varieties of a
scoundrel. Grell did not wish to renew the
captain’e scquaintance, but after he had got
um‘ne whisky insidé him he was not so parti
cular.

And. It the fintsh, while under the influence
of drink, he told Nizxen the whole story.
When he became sober it was too late to
alter matters, for cverything had Dbeen
arranged.

The three In the plot were to arrange, once
they were on African soll, to have Craw-
loﬂi‘n party ambushed-—when the secret of
the treasure would forced from them. It
was quite a simple plan, and there was not
mm.,t;&pombpny of a hitch., But Grell didn’t

Sir Crawford had bee¢n to him, and
Grell had been living straight ever since. He
wanted to live otul%ht now, and he and
Starkey were secretl ined to frustrate
Nixon's plot when the right time came.

Grell was firm enough, but he found it
necessary to wake Starkey up now and again.
For Jake was eullg led, and it had only beén
Grell's influence which had kept him straight
during the last six or seven months,

The Collindale’s voyage had been quite umn-
eveutiul so far; ehe had met with fair
weather since she steamed out of the Thames,
sud now she was gliding along at her best
pace.

Captain Nixon was not altogether easy in
mind as be paced the bridge. Ome or two
remarks which Grell had let drop ocea
siomally scemed to Indicate that he was not
very enthusiastie with regard to the scheme,

And Starkey had been in the habit of argu-
ing with | when the pair were ther,
anthough Nixon had never been able dis-
::‘tl’ the subjeet of their ‘t:. -

pper was a suspicious man pature, an
he intended to set his mind at rest that
evening, if it could be managed.

* Accordingly, after Grell had retired to his
bunk, Nixon jnvited Jake Starkey into the
Jittle satoon, and olled his tongue with a dose
of whisky. Jake was rather partial to whisky,

and he became very amiable.,

-

“ What's amise with Grell lately?”” inquired
the captain, as he handed a r over the
table to his - **Seems a bit
moody, don't he?” -

* Oh, Simon’s all right,” eaid Starkey
“There ain't much the matter with ‘'im,
cap’n. Him an’ me git on well together.”

“ Yes, so I've noticed,” said Nixon. * But
now an’ agin you seem to have a bit of a
quiet argument f:otcther. Wot are them talks
about, Starkey?’

Jake lit his cigar.

“ Oh, nothin’ in he replied
slowly.

*“Have some more whisky, old man,” said
the captain, ing the bottle over.

Jake helped himself liberally. The eaptain
had ell speak by dosing him with
strong ~why shouldn't it work with
Starkey? There was no harm in, trying,
an%how.

hey talked for some little time on general
matters, and then the skipper produced a
bottle of rum. Starkey's eyeés ed as he
saw it—for he liked ram more than he liked
whisky, and he didn’t mind mixing the two.

“Try some o' this, Jake,” said the captain
genially. ** Take as much as you want, old
man. I've got plenty more."

Starkey was in clover, and before long he
was in a condition quite suitable to Nixon's
purpose—although %;nm was not a.ctuang
gt:mh. The captain not go too far wit

off on we'll git that treasure of Sir
Crawford’s,” he remarked. “ A nice little
prize, Starke ccordin’ to Grell's
reckonin’. We shall be able to divide up
an’ retire for life.”

“ Seems like it,” said Starkey, without
enthusiasm.

“ You don't scem keen——"'

“ Keen!” echoed the other. ** A blamed lob
o' use bein’ keen wi’' Grell thinkin® as ‘e does!
Why, the durned fool—" Starkey pulled
himself up abruptly. *“ But I guess we'll
strike lucky,"” he concluded lamely,

The skipper grasped his arm.

* Look here, Jake, 1 want the truth from
you!"” he exclaimed, in a grim voice. ‘' Out
with it, man! Grell wanta to call off, don't
he? Wot's he been sayin' to e

“ Nun-nothin’,”" stammered Starkey.

“ Oh, yes he has!” losisted Nixon. " Wob
you tell me won't go no farther—it won't
back to Grell. Let's "ave a quiet little ta
an’ understand one another. 7Take another
drop o' that rum.”

That drop pleted the looscning of
Starkey's tangue.

“ Between you an' me, cap'n,”” he said
thickly, * I don't altegether ‘old with
Simon's way o' thinkin’. We come to this
arrangement in Lendon, amn’ it don’t 2eem
square to me for Grell %o go agin you now.”’ -

The skipper clenched his teeth,

“ For you an’ QGrell to go—agin me?"’ Lo

particular,”

d slowly.
“Well, 1T ain’t agin you,” was Starkey'a
hasty remark. * Don't think that, cap'm

I'm with you right through. But Grell's got
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fool ideas about bein’ honcet. °'E don’t want]
to do anythink that'll 'arm 8ir Crawford."’’

Nixon imagined for a moment that Jake
wae rambling.

‘“ But, you fool, we’'re all in this together,”
he exclaimed. ‘‘ Pull yourself together, Jake,
an’ talk sense! Simon Grell ain’'t tryin’ no
bluff on me, i3 ‘¢? I want the truth—straight
out!'!”’

Starkey glanced at the door, and then
leaned over the table.

‘ An’ you shall ’ave the truth,” he whlg-r
pered hoarsely. ‘‘ That's jest wot Grell is
doin’, cap’'n—’'e’s bluffin’ you! ’'E’s goin’ to
epoil the game as soon as we git to Afriky—
an’ ‘e wants me to join with 'im. But I like
you, cap'n, an’ I'm blamed if I'll he a party
to it!”

Nixon controlled himself with an effort.

““Tell me wot you mean—Grell's goin’ to
spoil the game?"’ he said.

“ Well, it's like this,” replied Jake. *‘ Once
we're out there, Grell means to tip Sir Craw-
ford the wink that there’s a plot afoot to
it at that treasure—an’ Grell’s been fixin’
things up wi’ me this larst day or two. But,

mind ye, I'm not with ‘im. I'm true by you,
Cap'n Nixon. An’ I reckon the tbest thing we
can do is to ehove Grell ashore fust—afore we
git to our own port.” .

‘* He's a traitor,”’ said the captain fiercely.

““ Ay, that's right enough,” agreed
Starkey. ‘“I've told 'im so morc'n once, but
'‘e’s always talked wme round. Simon's a
masterpiece for talkin’, as you know. But
you won't let this go no further?" ‘

‘“ You rest yourself, Jake,” said the skipper.
“J{ won't go no further—but Fm glad 1
know. You'd best git to your bunk now, or
you won't be fit for nothin’ in the mornin'.”

‘““Yes, p'r‘aps I'd better,”” mumbled
Starkey. * Goo'-night, cap'nl!l”

He staggered out of the cabin, for the
whisky and the rum were now having full
cflect. Within five minutes Jake Starkey was
sleeping like a log—and the captain was
pacing his cabin with fierce strides.

‘““The dog''' he muttercd—*‘ the treacher-

ous, infernal dog!"’ |

He was quite sure that he could rely upon
the truth of Starkey's story. The man had
heen too drunk to invent anything. And the
realisation that Simon Grell was atteropting
to trick him nearly drove Nixon into a
frenzy.

One thinz was certain—the situation could
not last :

Nixon meant to have it out with Grell at
once. HNe was just in a mood for it now, and
he would give Grell a picce%f his mind.

The captain, having come to his decision,
marched straight to 8imon Grell’s bunk and
shrook the man as he lay asleep. Grell
stirred, opened his eyes, and blinked at the
lantern which the captain was holding.

‘* What's wrong?'' he asked sleepily.

““QGet up!"” ordercd the skipper. *“ I want

to talk to you!”’

Simon Grell sat up in his bunk.

‘* Plenty of time for talkiu’ to-morrow, isn’t
there?” he began. .

““I want to talk to you - now!” interjected

Nixon. *“ Get up, Grell, an’ make hastc about
it. You’ll fnd me on deck, right aft.”

‘* But look here, Nixon—"’

‘I shall expect you in five minutes,” said
the captain.

He took his departure. and Grell lay for
some moments; without moving. He half-
decided to i¢nore the order, and to gn to
slcep again But his curiosity had been
aroused.

What had cccurred since he went to sleep?

There was obviously sapething wrong with
Nixon, and Grell decided it would be better,
perhaps, for him to obey the summons. So he
greised himszelf roughly, and then went on
eck.

It was a glorious nizht. The stars were
shining like glow-lamps in the purple heavcna.
The sea was calm, and there was hardly a
breath of wind in the warm night air.

Grell lit his pipe, and wallsed aft.

The captain was standing against the rail,
idly watching the foam which was being
churned up by the powerful propeller. Tho
phosphorus gleamed on the creamy surface
like blue-green fire.

‘ Fine night. cap'n,” said Grell, a3 he came
up. “I’'m not sorry you rousec¢ me: it's
good to get a breath of fresh air. What's
the trouble? You don’t seem to be in tho
best of moods.”’

Captain Nixon turned, and lcancd his back
against the rail.

“* The fact is, Grell, T want a word with
you,”” he said. *‘* We're alone 'ere; there's
nobody ahout, except the second officer, on
the bridze--an’ he can’'t see us here. For
several dayvs past you haven’'t becn yoursclf.
An’ I'd like to know what’s troublin® you.”

‘““ Nothing,'' replied Grell. * Nothinz at all
—anless it's Starkey. - An’ he does get on my
nerves now an’ again.”

“ I ain’t surprised.”” =aid the skipper grimly.
‘“ Starkey don’t agrece with your ideas readily
enouch—hey?”’

‘* Wot ideas? Wot are you getting at?"

“I'm a man of few words—an' what I sars
[ mean,” exclaimed Nixon. * Fust of all.
Grell, I want to know it vou're heart an' ril
with me in this idea «f gettin’ Sic Crawford
Grey's treasure?”

“* We made the arranzemont, didn't we
asked Grell.

““That ain’t a direct answor.
me?"’

** Look here, Nixon, there's no need for us
fo discuss them matters now.” said Grell.
‘““ You krow as well as 1 do that our plan is
cut an’ dried, an’ if everything coes throuch
as it ought to—well, we shal!l he on velvet.’"

The captain nodded. Grell's non-committal
answers wera quite sufficient to tell Nixon
that the man was playing a double game.
l(_irell was even at pains, it seemed, not to
ic.

‘“Yes, we shall be on velvet—if everything
goes through as it ought to '’ agreed the cap-
tain grimly. “ But 1 don't sec how it can
go throizn as it ought to if we've got a
blamed traiter amongst us!”

9
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A Grell -um':. a
““A-a traltor?” repeated quickly.

“That's wot 1 maid!™

“ You don't mean—Starkey?

“ No, yom treacherous hound-—-I mean you!’
tapped out the llipgf harshly. *“ Your
game ia to pretend to my pal, and to give
me away at the last momemt. Yom can’t
deceive me, Grell I™

The other laughed.

“Why, Nixon, wot's the matter with yon?"
he ashed. 1 guess Jake "as ben talkin® some
you've swallered

your hlamed rot that I've swallered!"’
mterjected Nixon, *“ But 1 don't swaller no
mare, Grell! You're btryin’ to play dirty—and
I ain't standin® it! If you tell me lies 1’1l
duorned well have you shoved in iroms!™

“You'd better pot try that on!"
Grell, d l’ the ski threatening
tones. “ Yon an’ me haven't fallen out yet'

2a' I B Ses 2es My owess 16 Baog B
n' casure. ow L,
I'N tell you nnm :ztht 1"l "ave nothin®
ie do with your rottem plot! Understand?
You'll set me asbore at Agabat, an’ 1've
finished with you!™

“ By thupder!"' snarled the eaplain.
~yomn curf”

s ‘Ynn'd hest be careful—-"

e tnuwil r

Nizon went off Into a series of fou! oaths,
and Simon Urell’s blood boiled. He swung
his fist round, and it came Into contact with

Nizon's nose —v ly.
staggered back under the

Hﬂn captain
ow.

Hut he recovered himself in & moment, and
swore fSghtlully,

“Curse you!" he rasped. * You'll pay flor
that, you scam!”

He hur‘l;:: hh'mrlf upon Onln-.u.:d t?ene‘s,u
moment pair were . reely. Up
and down the deck m%, neither gain-
ing the mastery. The light was brief/, and at
one point Gerell had the «kipper =0 placed
that one blow would have sent him over

Tnt Grell drew back, ond allowed hLis oppo
pent to get clear of Lthe rail.

“We don't want no killin* job!™ he ex
clammed thickly.
“ We'll

“Don't wel”
“':u!

In all probability he did not mean to do
anything really morderous. But after a short
tassle he lan a blow between the man’s
cyes which sent Grell staggering.

T™hé small of his back hit the rail, and
hefore he eounld re his balance iﬂmn
attacked again—and t‘h time there was
muarder !h his eyea

His fist smote Grell's chest fairly. For a
secondd the unfortunate man hovered, He
gave & Wild ery, and toppled clean overside.
Nixon did not even hear the splash as he
cntered the sea, He heard nothing.

A moment ago Grell had been there—-but
pow be had gone, without leaving a trace.

e ij

sparied Nixon.,
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Captain Nixon realised in a4 second what he
bad dowe. His rage left him, and he stood
on the deck shivermg in every limb. Then a
panic seizi bim, he wrenched ouwt a life-
belt and hu it into the darkness.

But what was the use? Grell had been
drawn under by this time—he had probahbly
been torn to pleces by the whirling propeller.
Captain Nixon lg'd in a big breath, and
clute at the ra support. His jaw was
= N T

v: ‘m durne - ghip!™ he
muttered. * Grell fell mrLM——l didn’'s
do it! An"l lha"n'ttoh tronbled Vllith l;tm
no more. 'E wmeant spoil everything; but
that game's finiehed now?™ -

And the eaptain, having come to that mur
derous decision, retired into his cabin to
stren himself with rom. 8 nerves
certainly needed steadying. For he had
allowed his ship to steam on—while knowing
that a homan life might have been saved by

In :ﬂ t, Captain Nixon was a murderer!

CHAPTER IV.
THE INTERRUPTED FIGHT.

" LESSED if I know what’s come over
Handy,” remarked McClure, as he
lea against the rail of the pro-
menade deck, with MéClure at bis

side. *“ He's been mooning about for two

honrs paat."

‘“It's queer,”” agreed Church. " Handy
loves a scrap, as a rule. Bven if he's sure
of Nh‘ ': wlnckgl, ﬁmmmmeno h. He
can sorry C per—hecause
I believe the ass thinke he’ll win! So what's
the cause of hia m?"”

“ Ask me another!” said McClure bluntly.

The time was just after seven, and active
preparations had been made f[or the
fight. A ring had made In the
" common-room,” and the seconds had their

towels and sponges in readinese.

It had been decided o meu] vote of the
Rlnn that Haondy and 1 ld wear gloves.
fi wasn't a serious one, and we didn's
want hammer ourselyes about with any
particular violence.

By twenty past seven the recreation room
was packed, and Lord Dorrimere had taken
it upon himself to preside. Everyhody was
delighted, of course, for Dorrie was a general
favourite.

I noticed ma&m& gister was standing
by herself omn . She seemed anxious
about something, and was certainly not as
merry as usual. I wondered if she knew any-
thing about the Aght.

Handforth himself had not shown np yet—
a remarkable ecireamstance in itself., For
Handy was generally the first to be in evl-
dence on such occasions. He had retired
into his eabin, and had not yet emerged.

Handiorth, as a matter of fact, was in a

state of utter misery., He had given his
faithful promise to Violet that he wouldn's



»
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fight. It was, therefore, Impossible for him
to take part in the contest.

The silly ass ought to hav® explained that
before preparations were made; but Handy
couldn’t bear the thought of explaining. It
horrified him.

That he, who always professed to hold all
girls in contempt, should have promiéed not
to fight was more than he dare admit. He
knew that it would only lead to another round
of laughter—and Handy didn’t feel strong
enough to stand laughter of that Kkind.

But something would have to be done—
there was no doubt about that. But what?
;:lllandy had a wild idea of pretending to he
breath, and then faint. There was only one
drawback to this scheme—Dr. Brett wouldn’t
be deceived for a moment.

And when it came out that Handforth had
beeu shamming, the fellows would conclude
that he funked the fight. So what the
dickens was to be done?

Handforth paced the cabin feverishly.

‘“ It's past half-past, you ass!"’ came
voice from the doorway.

Handforth turned, and found Church and
McClure staring at him.

“Eh?" he gasped. “ Oh!’

‘! Going dotty?" inquired Church. ‘* Nipper's
waiting for you—everythingts ready, you
clnurlr.}p! Ain’t you goin' to ficht?”

(1] O—Il

‘“What!"" yelied McClure.

‘“Yes—that is to say, no—— I—I mean—-
Can't you leave a chap alone?’ roared Hand-
forth desperately. *‘ Oh, rate! 1 suppose I'd
hetter come along at once. If you knew
how worried I was you wouldn’'t bother me
like this—— My hat!"

Handforth suddenly remembered that he
had made no promise to Violet regarding any
other fellow; he was at perfect liberty to
punch his own chumse! And, just to relieve
his feelings, he let out right and left.

Smack! Crash!

Church and McClure, both unprepared,
received two swipes which sent them spinning.
They collapsed on the deck, and roared.

‘“Get up, you asses, and I'll bift you
ngain!"® roared Handforth, feeling much
better. ‘' Get up, blow you!"”

“Ow! Oh, my hat!"” groancd Church,
‘“ He's mad—absolutely dotty!"’

‘“ Stark raving!'’ gasped McClure. _

‘““ You yclled at me this morning, dida’t
you?’' demanded Handforth. * I'd forgotten
to slaughter you for it. I'm going to knock
you into the middle « Hi! Come back, you
asses! What the dickens—"’

But Church and McClure had fled.

Handforth followed them indignantly, and
found that he was being led into the recrea-
tion room before he could realise it. As
soon as he appeared there wge a roar.

‘“You're late, you bounde¥!”

* Nipper's been waiting for ten minutes!"-

“ What's the matter with you, Handy?"

‘““He's gone oft his rocker!” shouted
McClure.  *‘The silly ass amashed into
Church and I & minute ago—and knocked us

a

He would writhe in his bunk, gasp for]

|
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over for nothing! I'm blessed if I koow
what's the matter with him.”

“If you'H only Kkeep yonrzlves calm
everythin' will be all right,*’ anid Lord Dorri-
more. ‘* Now then, Handfgrth. old chap.. atep
into the ring-—— By gad! Yon ain'c ¢ven
ready!”

Handiorth was still attired in Bannels—
collar and ti®, and everything. 1 wore
nothins above my waiat except a lizht jersey,
and I cxpected Handlorth to come eimilarly
attired.

There was a huzh as he entered the ring.

“ Look here, Nipper,”” hre said awkwardly,
and with a great effort—** I—I was hasty this

morninz. There's 40 need for us to scrap over
nothinz. I vote we call the fight offi ——"'

“Off!"" vyelled De Valeric. * You—you
ass!"”’

*We've been waiting al! day for  this
acrap!”

I held up my hand.

“Give us g chance to speak,” I shoutod.

“If Handy wants to let matters stand, 1
don't mind. 1 never took tlic fizcht seriously,
anyhow. Let’s say no more ahout it—and
have somc¢ music in the drawing-room.”

There was a howl,

“ No—no!"’

‘““ We want to ses the scrap!” |

‘““ Rot!"’ said Handforth. * Thire’s no need
to fight!'"

The fellows were really stagogered—and dis-
appomte(l. For the first time in history the
mighty Handforth had withdrawn from a
fight. He had every reazon to know that
he would be whacked in a serious tussle.

It i3 not my intention to boast. but all the
fellows knew that I was more thun a match
for Handforth—and he knew it. It was
hardly surprising that some of tiec juniors
jumped to a wrong conclusion.

‘“Yah! Funk!” vyelled somebody.

‘“ He's afraid to fight!"’

“8ay, I guess that air't the goods'™
shou Farman. * Handforth ain’'t the
feller quit! I'll allow it’s mighty queer,
an’ I'm sure rattled some. But jou'd besé
not say them things—"'

‘‘ Ratsa! He’'s funky .’

Handforth let out a terrific roar.

“Funky, am I?"" he bellowed. * Wait!
Wait just for threec minutes! Then I'll show
you whether I'm funky! I'lli fight all the
giddy lot of you!" .

And Handforth, to everybady's surprise,
turned. and dashed out of tg:> apartwent.
He fairly flew up the wide companion-stair-
way, and arrived on de:k flushed and ex-
cited.

But Edward Oswald was grim now.

He caucht sight of a figure in pale blue
muslin, and he dashed along the deck at full
speed. The dainty figure belonged to Miss
Violet. and she was standing alone, watching
the distant aail of a passing ship.

“J—I say, Miss Violet!” panted Hand-
forth. *“ 1 want to speak to you!'”

The g.rl turned.

“ You are speaking to me?"’ ehe- said.
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"“What's the matter?
promise— ="’

“Yes, I have!" sald Handforth, spcaking
deliberately. *° 1 ecouldn’t tell the others, and
¢verything was pre d. They were waliting
in the riag—and Nipper was all ready for the
fray. And 1 had to go into the ring ana
saz that 1 didn‘t want to fight! Yc gods!
1 bad to go and say that!”

“ But that was eplendid!™ said the gir.

"* Splendid!’’ gasped Handforth. * You—
you call that splendid? Do you know what
happened?  8emc of the chaps yelled ont
that 1 was afraid—they called me a funk,
Miss Violet! Me—a funz! ME!'”

Handlorth spoke breathlessly, and with
huge indignation.

* Oh, that was unkind of them—"'

" l}nﬁind!" roarcd Handforth. ‘' I feel like
fiechting c¢verybody! And I can't touch
Nipper hecanse of what I promised you! Look
here, Miss Violet, you've got to rclease me—
you simply must!”

“Bat it isn’t right that you
fight—''

‘“ Are you golng to rclease me, or shall 1
hrcak my word?” asked Handforth grimly.
* It's got to be onc or the other— 1--1
Mean, I wouldn't break my word, Mies
Vioiet,” he added wretchedly. * But jf you
only knew what a bole I'm in—"'

**Oh, very well, I'll relcase you-- —"*

“ You—you wil?’® gasped Hamdforth joy-
ously,

"* Yes, but— OR!"”

Hundforth, in his sheer delight, complctely
forgot himself—he forgot that he was shy.
Aud he grasped Violet and gave her a bug
which made her gaer. The next mement he
was off, hardly knowing what he was doing.

“e burst into the recreation room with a
YCil.

“Now I'm ready!” he shouted, with all his
old enthusiasm. ** Hold thesc!”

He tore o his jacket, collar and tie, and
rolled up his sleeves.

“ Where are the gloves?’” he demam@ed.

'* Dear me! There's a surprisin’ difference
all at once,” remarked Lerd Dorrimore. *'1
was juet beginnin’ to gct bored to death,
hat this has bucked thinge up waonderfully.
: th'unght you woulda’t disappoint us, Hand-
orth.*

** A funk, am 17" said Handy, ﬁlaring round
~t the fellows. ““I'll tell you why I couldn't
fight bcfore. Miss Violet made me promise
that I woulda't touch Nipper—and [ couldn't
hreak a promise, 1 suppdse? She's just re-
lcased me from it—and 1’m ready to sail inl"”

** My gister made you promise that?' asked
Watéon warnly.

“*Yes.”

** Silly ass!’’ snapped Tommy.

** Yes, 1 was a silly ase—"'

‘1 don't mecan you—|{ mean Vi,” said Wat-
gon  indignantly. ** What the dickens does
she want to butt in for? Let ber mind her
own fathendcd business! Sauce, I call it—
hleascd cheek!"

I grinned. Ttere wos no other fellow
present who would have spokeu like that of

Have you kept your

should
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Miss Violet ;. but Watson was her brether, and
be couldn’t sge that she poseessed any
particular charms.

“So that’s why you backed out, Mandy?"
I grinned. ** Well, I'm not exactly sorry;
but there’s no need to wake it a serious
fight. Let's stick to ordimary boxing rules,
and make it 8 contess. There’s no need to
go on ontil one of us s counted out. The
winner will be named by the referce after ten
rounda.’’

“ It won't last ten rounds, ypu ass!’ said
Haondforth. °*1 shall liek you long before
then! I"m just in the mood for jit!’

Apparently he was, for whep the reteree—
Dorrie--gave the word, Han8forth sharged in
like a bull. He wasn't partiecnlarly anxious
to hurt me, but he wanted to hit ount. He
was at his bappiest when sacrapping with
zomcebody.

1 backed away before his onalanght, side-
stepped, and delivered a tap en his chin which
brought bim up with a jerk. After that he
was rather more carcful, and when the round
finished he had not succeeded in delivering a
single blow. He retired into his corner,
breathless.

‘* It'e queer!"” he
McClare fanned him.
down once!” .

“ And you won’t, either, if you fight so
rashly,”” eaid Church. * Nipper could have
sent you to the floor two or three times if
he'd liked—be had lots of opemings. You’'lt
Pave to be more careful if you don't want to
osge.”’

t.o“ Rats!’’ said Handforth. ‘' You leave him

me."’ .

The second round was simjlar to the first.
Handforth only got im one or two light
touches, while 1 delivered a few @&olid
punches. When he camc wp for the ihird
round he was beginning to realise that he had
taken on a big job.

He was, in fact, getting the woarst of it,
and perhaps he was rather pleased when a
dramatic interruption occurred. For Morrow, .
of the Sixth, rushed into the apartment, his
face flushed and excited.

‘ We've reveraed engines!'’ he shouted. "' A
man ka3 been sighted, floating in the eoca
nearly half a mile away!”

There was an excited burz at once.

“ A man?’" asked Watsan. *'Is he alive?™

panted, as Church and
** ] didn’t knoek the ass

* They don't know jyet,”” said Morrow,
*“ Bat came down to tell Lord Dorri-
more——"'

‘* It's a frightful bore, but 1 suppore 1'd
better go on deck,”” said Dorrie, with a sigh.
*“ Just as this scrap wes geilin’ Interestin’,
too. Handlorth was an tbe poiat of bein
knocked out!”’

** Nipper was you mean, sir!” roaréd Hand-
forth. * Why, I shonld have ftioored him
during the pnext round—*’

*“* Ha, hs, hal” .

“ You're at liberty to try, Handy,” 1
grinned. '* But, under the circumstances, |
vote we ask for the referee’s decision now,
and then go on decck. There z2cems to be
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1. Qrell gave a wild cry and toppled clean over the side.

2. ‘“Now then, Handforth, old chap, step into the ring,' said Lord Doerrimore.
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somo excitement afoot, and we don’t want
to mies jt."’

‘“ Just as you like,"” said Handforth, with
relief, but trying to speak carelessly. “ I'm
willing to go on——"’

‘“ Well, I announce Nipper as the winner,”
said Dorrie.

“What?’' howled Handforth.
—you don’'t mean it, sir?”’ :

‘“ He was whackin' vou, Handforth——"'

‘““ Oh, rot, sir! I—I mean "

*“You can't dispute the referece’s decision,
you ass,”’ put in Pitt. ‘ The contest i8 over—
and Nipper’'s won!"’

66 \"ll}_‘. ."Ou

“I'm blessed if I'm going to agree to
that!”’ said Handforth warmly. * \e'll fight
it out, and then you'll see—""

‘“ Oh, gloryi'" groaned Dorrie. *“1I find

I’ve made a mistake. Nipper ain't the winner
—1 declare that the boxin® match is a draw. |
How's that¢” .

“It'll suit me,”” I grinned.

“0Oh, well, we’'ll let it rest at that.” said
Handforth, peeling off his gloves. *‘ Still, it’s
a pity to stop just when things were getting
interesting.”’ |

Everybody chuckled. It was obvious that
Handforth had been getting the worst of it,
but the affair was not taken seriously—so 1
had no objection to Lord Dorrimore’s
_humorous decision.

“ You silly ass!” whispered McClure into
Handforth’s ear.

“Eh?”

“ You've only just eaved your skin,” said
McClure. “ If the ficht had gone on you’d
have been beaten to the wide! You're beaten
already——"*

““ Oh, am I?” snorted Handforth. *I'm
willing to continue——"’
But nobody wafited to listen to him. The

fellows were already streaming on deck, amdJ
I went with the rest. Handforth, finding
himself alone, came to the conclusion that
there was nothing doing, and he followed.

On deck there was a fair amount of excite-
ment. Everybody was lining the port rail,
watching a lifeboat being launched. The
vacht was stationary, and the sea was per-
tectly calm.

The boat was not long in getting off. under
the chargo of the first officer. Captain Bur-
ton was on the bridge, gazing occasionally
through his binoculars at an object which was
plainly visible some little way from the
yacht.

Even with the naked eye it was possible to
recognise what that object was—a big life-
belt, with th¢ head and shoulders of a man
projecting through it. But thc poor iellow
was either unconscicus or dead.

For he gave no sign whatever, but lay
there motionless.

“1 think we'd better get Lady Ilelen to,
take the girls below,”” murinured Lec into
Dorrie's ear. *“ It’'s my belief that the man
is dead, and we don’'t want anything unplea-
sant. -Perhaps the boys had better be sent
below, too."’

* Kh, what’s that, guv'nor?’’ I asked.

&1 don't want any of you boys to be horri-
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fied, Nipper,” said the guv'nor. *“ And it Is
more than likely that the first officer’s boat
will bring in a dead body. You may remain
on deck, of course, but the others——"

The others objected strongly, and in the
end they were allowed to remain. But Lady
Helen lost no time in taking the girls below—
much to their indignation, for they were filled
with curiosity to see the shipwrecked inariner,

We watched the boat with intercst, and
saw the unfortunate man hauled on bcard.
Then the boat came slowly back tow:rds the
yacht. Very gently the still form was lifter
ouft. and was carried up the ladder by three
sailors. Captain Burton, Nelson Lec, and Dr.
Brett were waiting on deck to receive the
newcomer. Brett was particularly keen.

‘““I don't think ‘he’'s dead,”” he remarked,
just before the motionless form was laid
down. * We shall soon see, at all cvents.”

There was a silence as the man’s body was
gently laid down upon the deck. [ got a8
near as possible, and the other boys crowded
round. And then I uttered an exclamation
of real amazement.

* Great Scott!” I exclaimed, pushing
nearer. ‘' Don’t you recognise him, guv'nor?
This man is Simon Grell—the fellow who used
to call himselt Jack Grey's uncle!”

“ Bless my soul!"” exclaimed Sir Crawford
Grey. ‘‘Nipper must be wrong—surely! I%
cannot be possible——"

“ Nipper is quite right, Sir Crawford,”’ said
Nelson Lece quietly. * This man is indeed
Simon Grell!”

‘““ What an extraordinary coincidence!’ said
the baronet. * That we should find this very
man cast upon the seas—that we should
rescue from the ocean a4 man who is so curs-
ously connected with*our own affaire!”

But perhaps it wasn’t so extraordinary,
after all.

@ Phay P Ny

CHAPTER V.
AN ALLY FROM THE SEA,

. BRETT was looking very pleacsed.

“I am very glad to report,”” he

said, *‘ that the man is not only alive,

but there is every prospect of hie re-

covering consciousness within an hour or two,

He ought to be strong enough to walk about
by to-morrow."”’

““ I'm pleased to hear that,”” eaid Sir Craw-

ford. ‘Do you know the cause of Grell's

 conditiom?”’

‘*“ Exhaustion—simply that, and nothing
more,”’ replied thc doctor. ‘1 should say
that he has been in the sea for twenty hours
at least. But it i3 quite warm in this region,
and the long immersion would do him no
harm. Thirst, and exposure to the sun, causecd
the man to lose consciousfiess. If he had
not been rescued thia evening I'm afraid
death would have overtaken him becfore the
morning.”’

““ That is my opinion, t0o,” put in Nelson
Lee.

« An hour had paesed since Simon Grell had
been picked up, and the yacht was agalp
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steaming on ber way. The excitcineat had
died down om board. but everybody was
cunous to hear Grell’s story when he re-
covered.

** Do you think the fellow is a survivor from
R wreck, 8ir?” [ asked, whes Nelson Lee

apneared aop -deck.

“There is really no telling. my bdoy,”
replied the guv’'nor. ° The lifebelt is marked
' N.s. Cqjlindale,” but that really tells us
nothing. " 1 have half a saspician that Grell
met with foul play of seme kind.” B
' “]Fonl rlay, 6ir?’’ asked Watsoa breath-
essly.

‘““ Both Breit and 1 cannot account for
g:vle;ral mty brtllisels upon grell’a l'l.u;." said

eison .. 8 poseible that he was
knoeked overboard; but he will tell us the
—truth when he recovers his wits.’’

‘* Heen't the captain made wireleas in-
quiries, sir?” 1 asked.

** Not yet. Nipper,” replied Lee. *' If Grell
really did meet with foul play. as we suspect,
it would be wiser, perhaps, to wait a little

while—to wajt until he explains what
eccurred.” g
There was a good deal of tiom among

the fellows regarding Grefl. When would he
recover? Why had he heen in the sea? And
what connection could he have with our own
affairs? .

“1t seems to me,”’ said Jack QGerey, ' that
it'e more than a coincidence. Don’t forget
that GCrell was tryinug &is utmest—eome
months ago—to get hold of that locket, con-
taining the secret of the treasure.”

. B’ mgo’ m!u

‘ And he knew your pater’s plans, 400,’’ put
in Reginald Pitt. *“ I vonder if the whele
thing's a plant?”’

‘A whieh?*”

‘“ A plant,” repcated Pitt. * Grell might
have placed himself in the sea on purpose--so
:Ih“ he could get picked up by the Waou-

erer—"'

‘““Go easy!” I grinned. ‘' That's drawing |t
a bhit too long, Pitt. You can’t imagine a
mau getting himeelf into Greli’s condition on
a thousand-to-one chance of beiag picked up
by this particular yacht.”

** But he micht have known the yachti's
coursc—""

‘* Even supposing he did, that idca isn°t
feasible,”” 1 decliared. ‘‘ Besidea, Grell gave
Sir Crawford his word that he'd live decently
after that other affair. Not that Grell’s word
was any particular good. These surmizes
won't help us, thongh; we’'d better wait until
we hear the actual truth.”

*“At the same time, dear
frichtfully queer—it 1is, really,”
Tregcllis-West, ‘* that we should come across
this particular man when we are nearin’
Africa. It's my opinion that Greld is con:
nected with this expedition in some way. |
can’t say how—my brains ain’t capable of
thinkin® much—but i#’s deucedly gqneer,
begad!”

Jack GQGrey himself was very thoaghtful. He
knew QGrell better than any of us, for the man
2ad been Jack’s guardian for yecars. When

fellow, it’s
remarked
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4 baby Jdack had been mvolved m 2 raflwae
accident, and bis father had Jest him. It
was only after thc Iapse of many ycars that
Jack’s true idemtity became establshed, and
he was mown to he the son of 8ir Crawford
Grey, Bart.

And while that fact was belng establishesi
Grell had ueed all his cflerte to gain posses-
sion of the treasure locket. He had failedd
in the end, and 8ir Crawford bad been
merciful to him, giving the man his freedem

{ after QGrell had promised to lead a detent

life.

Simon Grell had kept his word; and I§ was
becanse of his honesty that he had heen cast
into the sea by the scoundrelly Captain Nixon.
It was the irony of fate that Simon Grel
should have bcen picked up by 8ir Crawford
Grey’s yacht.

Not that there was anything particularly
astonishing in the circumstance, when every-
thing is comsidered. The Wandercr was fol-
lowing practically the same course as that
which the Collindale had taken.

Consequeatly, after (ircH had bheen thrown
overboard, he naturally fioated abous in the
sea for mearly twenty-four hours, asd then
the Wanderer came slong. And, owing to the
alertness of our look-out, Greli’s uneonscions
body bhad been sighted.

We were all in the drawhag-rorm after
dinner. The cvening was fine, and the air
was not quite so warm as it bad bheen. Bo,
instcad of loanging on deck, the bulk of the
party gathered in the drawing-room ana
Histened to the singing. Two of the girls nang
beautifaully, and we enjoyed ourseives. Bag
when Maggic Fenton obliged with a seng
politcmess only prevented us from faintime
away. ARd when the ardeal was over Hand.
forth annowneced his intention of bursting
forth into somg--his ¥dea probably bheing to
e?fnn%ctart the eflects of Miss Penton's
cflort.

Handinrth thought be could sing. But his
vocal efforts really ammounted to a contimued
bellow. After the first verse everyhody iIn
the drawing-roomn was remarking that the air
was hot, and that the decck wonld be mech
inore enjoyahle. The funjors, who had no
reepect for Handforth, bustled out noisily.

And Handlorth, who was In the middle of
the chorus, caused a diversion by breakiag
off and yelling out that he hadn’'t finished.

* That's why we‘re golog!"’ sald Christine,
with his hands over his ears.

* You—you rotters!”” bawled Handforth.

He glared, tarned to the piamo again, and
finished the chorus—-in a voloe which quivered
with indignation. The very instant he had
finished tere was much band-clapping frem
everybody predent.

* Splendid, old man—toppin’, by gad!’ sa'd
Dorrie. fanning himself.

Handforth had oaly finished the eeceond
verse—and there were three mare to come.
Nobody secmed to realise that the asong
wasn’'t over.

‘* But look here——'" hegan HaadYorth.

‘“ That voice of yours needs polishin’ wp a
bit, an' them yon'll he able to make joum



fortune,” emid Dorrle. * With a voice like
that any fellow needa't be ont of a job.
You'd make a rippin’ auctioneer, Mand-
forth v°

*“But [ haven't finished—""

® That song?’ went on his lordship.
“ There can't any more of it, surely? |
olmy couldn’t stand—— I mean, we shall
a frightfully delighted I you'll sing the
other verses, old man. But wouldn't it be
.h;lﬂ?!' if you went to the othcr end of the

'Plla. ha, ha!”

Further trouble was averted by the arrival
of Dr. Brett.

“Can you come, Lee?” he asked. * Grell
has recovered, and Captain Rurton has
alrcady gone to him. 1 thought you'd like to
be there, ton."” -

“ Yes, 1 should.” said the guv’nor.

Hc follnwed Brett out, and I took good
care to be close behind; for I wanted to be
on the sceme, too. We passed along to the
cabin whieh had been allotted to the patieat,
and passcd inmaide.

The clectgic light had heen shaded, and the
comfortablé cabin was only softly illuminated.
Captain Burton and Sir Crawford (irey were
standing at the head of the bed, looking
down at CGrell.

“1'm afraid he’s not very coherent yet,
Bratt,”” whispered Sir Crawford. ** The poor
fellow can cive no anewors to our questions.'’

“lot mec sec him,'” sald the doctor.

He sat down by the patient's side, and we
all watched. Simon Greell had his eyes open,
and he was looRing ahout him in a dazed,
vacant kind of way. The cffects of his ordeal
were plainly apparent in his hloodshot eyes.
Ilis face was bandaged, for it had been badly
scorched and blistered by the sea and sun.

* You cur!” muttered Grell huskily. *'1
won’t have anything to do with that rotten
ascheme of yours! You ought to be in gaol,

Nizon!*
poor chap,'”

*“ He's  delirious,
Dorrie.

But Ave minutes later, after Dr. Brett had
attended to the patient. there was a change.
The wild light dicd out of Grell’s eyes, and he
lay back on his pillows, breathing ateadily.

Then, as he garrd from one to another ot
those who were collected round him, an ex-
sression of intelligence illumined his facc

¢ bent fervard, and breathed more rapidly.

‘“8le Crawford Grey!” he muttered. *“1
reokon | must be dreaming. Mr. Nelson Lee,
ton! [t can't be real —*

*“*We are real enough, Grell, I can assure
you,”” smiled Nclson Lee. * Don't excite
yourself, ard make no attempt to tell vour
story {f you do not feel strong emough. You
are In safe hands.”

‘“* But --but where
Qreell.

“ Yau are on hoard Sir Crawford's yacht.”

*“ The Wanderer!™

o "e‘.'-

‘“ Strike me
* This {s what
Picked up by the Wanderer!

R

muttered

am I, sir?” muttered

blue!” sald Grell huskily.
ou call a fair knock-out, sip!
I s'pose 1 was

~
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picked up, ._alr? I don’t seem to remember

nothing——
* You were pieked up several hours ago,
Grell,”” put in 8ir Crawford. ' You were

uncanscious, and it was mainty owing to pure
luck—and the sharp eyes of the look-ous
man—that you were rescued from the sea.
Well, Grell, if you are surprised to sce us,
I can assure you that we were astounded to
see you. How on earth did you come to be
in these latitudes?’” .
Grell did not answer for a moment. -

“Y gueess I'm going to tell you the whale
truth, sir,’”’ he said at last. * By thunder!
That scoundrel—that blamed murderer! He
t:ied to do me in, and if ‘you hadn’'t come
a Ong____n

'** Now, Grell, don’t excite yourself," put In
Brett. ' If you cannot remaln calm Iwshall
have to forbid you to speak until to-morrow.
You are not strong yet, and you need sleep
and rest.”

" 1I'm all right, sir, thank you,’” muttered

Grell. ‘* An’' you’re right about me keepin’
calm. Just now I felt like I was gettin’ on
fire—my brain all went round. But I won't

get excited no more—and I want to tell
Sir Crawford everything.”

dl" That’s the way,” said the baronet, nod-

ng.

*“ An' I want to tell Mr. Lec, t0o,” went on
(ivell. ‘1 don’t forget how kind you gents
were to me that Christmas-time: [ had been
working on the crook for 0 long. You was
good to me, Sir Crawford——"

** You mean when wc allowed you to go
free?”’ asked the baronet.

‘** Yes, air,” said Qrell huskily. ** You could
have sent me to gaol that time, but both you
an’ Mr. Lee acted like real gents. Me an’
Jake Starkey didn’t deserve no consideration,
but yew- gave it to us. And I made you a
sort o’ promise that 1'd live square in the
futwre.””

* Did you keep that promise, Grell?’ asked
Lee quietly.

“ Yes, sir, I did,”’ replied the man. * [% .
ain’t my place to boast—I've got nothin’ to
boast about. anyway—but I tell you straight,
gentlemen, that I've kept my promiese. ['ve
done my hest to live decently and honestly.
It’s been hard at times, but I've kept on the
right road."”’

“ No doubt you found it difficnlt at first,”
commented Sir Crawford. * But isn’t there
a feeling of satisfaction within you, Grell?*”

‘ Bein’ honest makes a man bold, sir,”™
said Grell. *' I ain’t afraid to face a soul. It's
a rare relief to pass a policeman without
having a feclin’ of fear. And a man’'s con-
ecieuce donf trouble him if he acts on the
square.”’

** And what about Starkey?’" askcd Nelson
Lee. * Has he kept you company, Grell? Is
he an honest man, too?”

The rescued man’s face became clouded.

‘I don’'t know,”” he replied. * Starkey’s
all right it he’s looked after. But he’s a
weak fool, an’ I've had tq be strict with bhim
once or twice. But I've mnde him live
accordin’ to my rules—until a day or two
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8go, anyway. But I fancy that Jake bas; *“ Apd it was too late?"’
turned agin me.” | ““ Yes, sir. The skipper waen’'t havin’ ™
" tirell leaned forward in his bed. ’ replied the man. Sgpf pregndedmt‘il:t :lm:'u
Youn regxcmbcr that gold loeket,. air?’ he | still eager to carry the game through. Me an’
went on. Well, 1 figger that youre settin’ | Starkey sailed on board the Collinda'e—but 1
gﬂt{l ticz?l':'ny hands on that treasure, if you can swe.?r h}p you, gleritlemen, that my pian was to
ind , spoil Nixon’'s plot as soon as 1 .
fl'he others exchanged glances. sailed with hil:)n 80 that 1 c;ulde%‘i!:g yguo:lg
" Well, yes, Grell,’”’ sald 8ir Crawford, after | tip when the time came. I dou’t suppose
:( t‘:}gg]e(?utt: t;‘ l‘!ud athma;tt.er of faf:. we are| you’ll believe me——"’
' in e treasure. ere is no| * There is no rcason why we ’
:nc::ﬁ) . :lg)(;u.t, it—and you knew the facts (t::(:-oll," interruptechir Cra:tgrdr "Bth:J :nek
ont S . . be speaking the truth.”’
grim‘l ;s. ‘t.-hlagv?s I:I.hle ht-rgn&leinsxr,"tgt} G{:ﬂ [ 1 am, sir-?g—l ;wear I am,” declared Grell
. v adn own t ac earnestly. * But it's m li
then I couldn’t have biabhed the whole thing | turned {m me, an’ oor{lebetée'a;h?glpe?n::;{
toﬂNuxon, while I was .ﬂl!ed up with whisky.” “ with Nixon. Anyhow, the skipper found out
A'nd who i8 Nixon?"' inquired Nelson Lee. Lm] true feelings, and lhe attacked me on
“1 Il tell you, sir; there's no sense in me | deck, in the middle of the night. It come to
hgepinthquﬁet about l‘_’-i" reph:g Grcllt. " %’vew a ﬂ!‘gt. an’ 1 t't:as itched overboard.”
one the harm, an’ it's up me to set it| ‘' Was no attempt made to save you?”
right if 1 can. Seems to ine that fate has| Nixon threw a lifebelt d
sent us together so that l. can make things| was enly because of his pani?:?'n 'salggt(}trl;‘lll?
straight again. But I didn't plot against you | with glittering eyes. * The murderous dog
deliberately, 8ir Crawford—I"l{ swear that."” | didn't mean to save me. The ship wasn’t
m: ;\Ji ljl’?o‘? hinting that you plotted against eyelr:t ciowe_d dow?. dlt steamed on into the
c ., .. [ ught, leavin’ me for dead. But I mana to
' 1-did, sir—when I was drunk,” replied | get hold o' that lifebelt, and suugglegeq into
Simon Grell deliberately. * 1 met Captain|it. Captain Nixon meant me to die—I i+ sure
?tojg]otno;:ue ﬁvﬁnhhg dowanapéJipis “”ihl h.i;as o' that, gir. An’ I sappose he’s giad I’ve
_ ! 0 bave a few drinks wi m. | gone.'’ ‘
Etagtﬁg‘l) o lxganu eifl t!égeﬂglﬁir dojl'e-: tradin (:ir'ellllla described in detail what had occurred,
¢ ollindale—an® ajlan is listeners were greatly interested.
blacker-hearted ecoundre] don’t live.”’ They were convinced that tghé mayn was speak.
*Why did you drink with bhim, then?” |ing the truth, for his story was quite sound.
asked Lee. And Simon Grell was grateful for being
“ Well, you know what it Is, #ir,”” said | rescued. The incident had changed him even

i
Grell. ‘- We had been pals in the old days, I more—and he was all the more determined

an’ Nixon dide't kmow that I’d changed. 1] to stick to the honest path in the future.
meant to have just one drink—and, like a] Grell was an ally now—pot an enenty.

mug, 1 had more than I could hold. And| “Itis very fortunate that you were picked
while I wae half-seas over I told Nixon all{ up by this yacht, Grell,” said Nelson Lee at

ahout this treasure o' yours, and we came | last. * For, with your information in our
possession, we ehall be able to frustrate any

possible plot."”
_ " That’s my jidea, sir,”’ said Grell. * I know
just what the plans are—an’ Nixon thinks
I'm dead. Them plans won’t be altered, and
so we shall know what to do. By thunder!
“ That's our port!”’ cjaculated Sir Craw-| Things couldn’t have worked out better!"
ford. We were all inclined to share that view:
‘* Yes, sir, I know—an’ that's what made | and we were all convineed that Mr. S8imon
everything look so easy,”” went on Grell. | urell was a staunch supporter. He was will-
‘ Nixon reckoned that we should get into]| ing to do everything in bis power to {rus-
Agabat some days afore you. And then we| trate Captain Nixon's evil design.
were to make plans to have your party] And the Wanderer proceeded steadily on
ambushed—the party that’s booked to go into | her course. Before many days had slapsed we
the desert, I mean. The idea was to force | should arrive in Agabat; and then—
the secret of the treasure frem you, and go| Well, aH sorts of things happened then,

along amnd lifs it ourselves.”

to an agreement.”’

*“ Did you, indeced?”” said Bir Crawlord
grimly. ,

** Me an’ Starkey amn’ Nixon were in the
thing together,” said Grell. ‘' The Collindale
was on the paint of sallin’ for Agabat.’’

‘* By gad!" said Dorrie. " That was - -
deueecdly sportin’ of you!”’
N.; AndLewh ‘!ic? you tell uis)o this?”’ ae;ked CHAPTER V1.

elson Lee, ng grim. * you realise, ' ‘
Grell, that you are admitting yourself to "NEAYH AFRICAN SKIES.
be & rogue—-" e HOLR,” remarked Lord Dorrimore

‘“ Yes, 1 realise it, ¢lr,’”’ said Grell. * But languidly—** that’s vhpt’ it is, my
I planned all that when I was drunk—when 1 sons—a smelly, swelterin’ hole !”

** But it loaks all right, sir,”" said

didn’'t know what I was doin’. Afterwards,

assoon as I was sober, I come to my senses, | Pitt. . "
an' I wanted to call the thing of.” * That’s because you haven’'t been ashore,



said Dorerie. “ [ have. The harbour's all
right -so0 far as looks go. And the town itself
8 quite pieturceque from here. But it's s
shockin’ jface, really. Nothin® but dust an
blazin® heat, an’ niggera,  Still, it’s better
than London, any day.”

I grinned.

** And Agabat is a eottcen hole?’ I asked.

. "“.'l

" Well, if Agabat's hetter than Loudon,
what's your opinion of London?' 1 inquired
blandly. -

** My dear kid, when it comes to describing
London, words fail we,”” aaid Dorrie.
** There ain’t any jn the dictionary bad
enough. You've cither got to walk through
mud an’ slush in the London atreets—an’' be
splashed all over by those horrible motor-
‘busea--or else you've got to walk about In
a swelterin’ heat that ain’t this kind of heat
at all. Anyhow, London’s no place for people
who like to breathe.”

The yacht had arrived at her destination.
It was morning, and all the juniors, to n man,
were lining the rail, taking a look at the
town of Agabat. From the harbour it scemed
quitc a pretty place, and [ was inclined to
belicve that Darrie!s description of it was
somcwhat exaggerated.

A boat would eoon be ng ashore—the
motor launch, in fact—and I meant to go
with {t, it poasible. Tha first stage of our
journcy had been completed. The next move
was to sct out through the bush, and to
cross tho desert to the oasis of El Safra.

S8imon Qrcll was now quite recovered, and
he had been supplied with clothing, and
was looking quite smart and trim. [ rhink he
was very grateful to his rescuers for all they
had done, and | shared Nelson Lee's view that
;lr'rll would always remain true and faith.

ul. A

At prceent he was standing with the guv'nor
and 8ir Crawford Grey. They were not
looking at the low coastline, but further
along the harbour, where a fairly large
stcamer was lying at anchor.

* That's the Collindale, sir,” said Grell, **1
doa’t quite know what to do about things.”’

“ Row do you mecan, Grell?"' asked Nelson

** Well, alr, Captain Nixon Is on board that
ship. and he thinks thad I'm done for,”” went
on Grell. * He's made a report by this time
probably that his purser fell overboard one
night, without bcing noticed by anybody.
And Nixon means to carry those plans of his
out—he means to have a shot at getting his
uncican hands upon that treasure.”

*1 think we shail be able to deal with the
intercating ekipper,’”’ said Neclson Lee grimly.
** During our Qrst trip ashore, QGrell, you
must remnin on board, 1 intend to make a
few inquiries at the shipp office, a at
other places, too. If possible, 1 mean to
have she captain placed pnder lock and key.™

1 hope )ou'll manage, oir,”” said Gretl
fervently.

** Phere might be some difficulty with the
local authorities, that's all,’”” aaid Nelson
lee. * [ shall apply to the British Consul, of
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course, and place all the facts before him.
Nixon certainly ought to be arrested.”
Further on along the deck Lord Dorrimore
suddenly became interested in @ long native
hoat, which was being paddled out sawiftly
and steadlly towards the yacht. And Dorrie
grinned as ne slung bis binoculars round.

“I'll bet I know who the visitor is!" he
remarked.

He gazed through his glasses and then
chuckled.

** Yes, there he is, sittin’ at the stern, in all
his glory,”’ he observed. * The old bounder
looks just the same as ever——"'

* But who are you tulking about, sir?”
asked Urey.

‘““ Why, the one and only chief of the
Kutanas,'’ said his lordship.

** Who?'’ asked Christine, staring.

“ He went to St. Frank's oncc—so Yyou
ught to know him,’” said Dorrimore. * His
Serene Highness, King Umlosi. He arranged
to meet me here, an’ he's just comin’ out to
keep his appointment. Umlosi always was &
punctual beggar.”’

*“ (lood old Umlost!” 1 exclaimed. °*1
didn't think we should eee him until we
went ashore, Dorrie. I'd love to bave him
with us again—we’ve spent some fine times
together, on and off.”

‘““ Remember that trip into the Libyan
Desert?’’ grinned Dorrie.

‘* Yes, rather,”” 1 replied. * That time we
tried to find the City of Burnished Bronze—
although, if it comes to that, we did find it.
And old Umlosi rescued us from certain death
that trip.”’

We had reason to be very grateful to our
black friend. On more than one occasion he
had helped us out of a seemingly fatal hole.
But Umlosi was modest; he always con-
:iQegld that his efflorts on .our behalf wore

r .

good many of the 8t. Frank's fellows had
seen Umlosi, for Dorrie had brought the
Kutana chief to the old achool on one famous
occasion. And Umloa] was not a person to
be rapidly forgotten.

“T hope he’s drcssed In something more
than a moocha,”” I remarked eomewhas
anxiously. ‘ He's npt particular, as a rule, I
know——"

‘“ 1 gave the old bounder strict instructions
not to present himself unless he was wearing
white drif, like any decent human being
should,’’ replied Dorrie. *“ If he's come to the
yacht dressed only in his black skin he’ll hear
a good deal about it. He hates clothin’, bu$
he'll wear it if I ask him to.”

We all watched the approach of the boat
with great interest. It contained a large
number of natives, who were all plying their
nddles vigorously. And in the rear sas
"mlosi—attired in white drill, as Dorrie had
requested.

he chiet stood up in his seat long before

the bhoat reached the yacht's side. And he
held a gigantic spear aloft, in salute.

‘* Hail!”" grinned Pitt. ‘“The King
cometh!"”

‘““Ha, ba, ha!”
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“ You'd better not let him hear you laugh-y = And 1 didn't ask you to come, anybow.

ing at him,”’ said Dorrie severely. ‘' There’li
be some nasty work performed with that
spear if you touch his dignity. Umlosi be-
lieves in thrustin’ first an’® askin’ qucstions
afterwands.”

** He wouldn't kill any of us, surely?’ asked
Yorke, turning pale.
Dorrimore chuckled.

** No, you needn’t be afraid of that,”” he
said. ** You're guests,” and Umlosi wouldn’t
hurt a hair of your heads.’”

We waited a few minutes longer, and then
the boat made fast to the bottom of the
accommodation ladder, and Umloai strode up
towards the deck. 1 couldn’t help grinning
as 1 watched him.

He was dressed somewhat weltrdly.

His feet wcre quite bare, but his body was
encased in a white drill suit with brass but-
tons—which Umlosi evidently considered
amart. His head was adorned by a battered
old pith helmet, and he wore a necktie which
would have inade any ordinary rainbow feel
rather sick.
u;'"Good old Umlosi!’” 1 yelled.

‘‘ Pleased to sce you again, old friend,”
called Nelson Lee.

“You'’re looking blacker
grinued Lord Dorrimore.

, Umlosi strode on to the deck, and bowed
ow.

** Greeting, N'Kose, my father!" he ex-
elaimed, in a deep, rumbling voice. ¢ Greet-
ing, O my masters! Thou art looking full of
bealth, and 1 meet thee again with much
g}ladnezs in my heart. This is a wondrous

].H
His big face was wreathed In smiles as he
shook bhands with Lord Dorrimore and Nelson

Lec.
* Thou art well-nigh a stranger, Umtagati,’
wor!

*“ How goes

tbhan ever,”

said Umlost. ' It is indeed ous {0 meet
thee again, O marvellous man with the ways
of a wizard!” o

** You're an old flatterer, Umlosi,” laughed
the guv*nor.

‘“ And thou art modest, m{ master,”’ replied
Umlqci. ‘* And thou, too, Manzie,”” he went
on, turning to me. ‘ Thou hast grown some-
what, but thy eyc shines as brightly as ever
—even as the sparkling water of the spring.
Thou art filled with the health of youth,
and it saddens me to think that thou hast
journeyed to this fever-ridden kraal which
goes by the name of Agabat.”

** Why, don't you like the place?”
Dorric.

** It is cven as the big citics thon once
tookest me to, N'Kose,” sald Umlosi. * Wau!
Thou and [ prefer the open spaces and the
foreste, whcre a man ean breathe the pure
air. It will be a great day whea he set upon
our jonmei into the desert. Although, my
nﬁger, ,l like It not. The desert is not of my
choice.’

‘“ You can't have ecverything you like in
tlLis world, old son,” said Lord Dorrimorc.

asked

!

U

We can do without you, if you have a pressin’
engagement clsewhere.’’

“*My place is by thy side, N'Kose,” said
Umlosi. ** When thou art in Africa it ls my
desire to be with thee. I have been longing
for this day for many moons, and I am
happy.”

Umlosi was introduged to the other mem-
bers of the party, and then he retired below
with Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore. But
not for long; because the guv’nor was anxious
to get ashore in order to make full inquiries
concerning Captain Nixon and Jake Starkey.

Umiosi was left on board while Nelson Lee
and Dr. Brett and Bir Crawford Grey went
ashore. 1 didn’t go, after all. 1 astayed
behind with the rest of the fellowe, and we
were entertained hugely by Umlosi's stories.

He told us of his hunting experiences, of
his battles, and of many eother things. I
knew a great many of them alrcady, bLut
everything waa fresh to the other fellows.

‘“ A jolly decent ald stick—that's what he
is,”’ deelared Handforth, just before luncheon.
** And he looks as though he could smash a
hole in the side of the giddy yacht with one
punch!’’

‘““ He's as strong as a lion,” I sald. “1
expect we shall have him with us for a gocd
tf‘l\v:v.- wteeks. He’s going on that trip into the

csert.”’

“ It’ll be fine sport,”” remarked Handferth.
‘* We might run into a sandstorm, if we have

any luck.” .

‘“Luck!” I echoed. ‘ Bad luck, you
mean?”’

** Rather not—good luck, you ass!’’

" You’ve never been in a sandstorm,

Handy,” I =aid grimly. *‘ You don’t ksow
what fhey're like or you wouldn’'t talk about
good luck!*’

Edward Oswald smiled.

‘“I've read about sandstorms in books,’’ bhe

ﬁd. ** I should l%hiu]: they're ripping spg:t
ey come up all at once, you ow
when you're crossing the desert. An® ‘you

2}?‘“ t,o shelter in cavea, and all that sort of
ing.”’

‘“ Caves!” said Pitt—* in the desert?”

‘“* Well, they do have caves in the desert
sometimes,’’ said Handforth. * Besides, think
how refreshing the rain would be, after
marching along under the scorching sun for
days—''

“ Rain!” I yelled. * You silly ass!
can you have rain during a sandstorm?”

*‘ There's alwagg rain during a storm,” said
Handforth stubbornly. * Asd I reckan it
would be very cooling——"’

‘ You wouldn’t think a sandstorm ecool-
ing,” 1 said grimly. ‘' If a caravan gets
caught in a sandstorm there is very little
chance of anybody surviving. The sand iei_&s
everywhere; it chokes you, and the heat 13
suffocating.’”

* But couldn’t you shelter?’’ asked McClure.

** Of course we could shelter,”” said Hand-
forth. ‘“‘If it comes to that, what's wrong
with the caravan itself? You only nced to

How
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shut the door and the windows, and block
up the chimney.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ What the dickens are you cuckling at?”’
snapped Handforth.

‘“He thinks we're going across the desert
in a giddy caravan—like the gypsics use!”
grinned De Valerie. *‘ A caravanm in this in-
stance, Handy, means a party of people—
carriers and camels and all that sort of thing.
There's no vehicle of any kind.”

Handforth enorted.

“Rot!"' he said firmly.

** De Valerie's right,”” I chuckled.
~ “Then why the dickens is it called a
caravan?' demanded Handforth. *° A lot of
@illy rot, I call jt. I've a dashed good mind
not to go to that oasis at all. I'm blessed
{f I sce the fun of walking.”’

And Handforth stalked off, arguing with
Church and McClure.

Very shortly after that Nclson Lee returned,
and I managed to have a few words with him.

‘ Yes, Nipper, both Nixon and Starkey are
dn the town,’”” he said. *' I haven't been able
to make all the arrangements I wanted to,
but some officinls are coming on board after
duncheon. Qrell will tell his story, and it
is quite possible that those two rascals will
be placed under arrest before darkncss falls.”

‘“ Let’s hope so, sir,’”’ I said. ‘‘ We don't
want them plotting to spoil our trip into the
desert——"'

‘‘dust a word with regard to that trip,
Nipper,'' interrupted the guv'nor. ‘‘ 1 believe
the boys have got an idea -that they're all
going. But such a thing is quite impossible.
Only a very limited number will be allowed to
accompany the dcsert expedition.”

‘““ And the others, guv'nor?”

‘“ Must remain behind on the yacht,”’ said
Lee Ormly.

* They won't like It—'"

*“ That can't be helped, young 'un,’’ put in
Lee. *“ In any case, those who stay behind
will be far better off than those who go. But
J expect all the boys will clamour to go—
and there might be a little trouble. 8o just
drop the hint that only a few juniors will be
allowed on the trip.”

‘“ All right, sir,”" I agreed. ** And when docs
the trip start?"’

*“ As soon as possible—within a few days.”

‘“ But cverything can’t be prepared within a
few days, air,” I protested. ‘It takes a long
time to fix up a really decent caravan—"’

* You seem to overlook the fact, my boy,
that Umlosi has been in Agabat for some
weeks, and that he has been making very
active preparations,” said Nelson Lee.
** Everything is ready even now. It merely
remains for our own ;\mrty to get themselves
togcther. But the first thing to be done
#s to rcmove Captain Nixon’s sting: and that
can best be done, 1 imagine, by having the
Fascal put under arrest. He is guilty of
attempted murder, and it is certain that some
ection will be taken.”

But cvents wore destined to move more
rapidly than eveu Nelson Lee suspected.

CHAPTER VII.
SLIPPERY CUSTOMERS,

APTAIN JAMES NIXON swore with
great fluency.
He was standing on the bridge of
the Collindale, having comec on board
only a few minutes earlier. The afternoon
sun was hlazing down with its full heat, and
the metal work of the ship was burning to
the touch. The very decks seemed to quiver,
and it was a hardship to move ahout.

And Captain Nixon, with a telescope to his
eye, swore.

He lowered the glass after a moment,
turned, and beckoned to Jake Starkey, who
was lounging on the deck below, in the shade
of the chart-house.

*“ Just a mnute, Jake,’’ called the captain.

hst?rkey mounted the laddct and joined his
chief.

‘* That craft over there,”” said the skipper
grimly, “is Sir Crawford Grey's yacht, the
Wanderer—"' .

‘““ Well, I know that, cap’n,’”” said Jake.
‘“ She dropped anchor fust thing this morning,
an’ we spotted her at once.”

‘““She’s the \Wanderer,”” repeated Nixon.
‘““Just have a look through this glass, and
tell me who you can se¢ on deck. There's
somebody setandin’ just agin the starboard
rail, right aft. Have a look.”

Starkey took the telescope wonderingly,
| focussed it, and took-a long look.

“I can sce that tellow, Mr. Nelson Lce,
an’ I can eee the skipper, an’ I can see
?nlil)ther chap in white, and a great black
eller—"'

‘* Not them,’”” snapped Nixon. ‘ Look
further aft.”

‘“ Why, I can’t see—— Good lorks!’’ gasped
| Btarkey. ‘' It’s—it’s Simon! It’s Simon
Grell hiseelf! An' you said be’'d fell over-
board—-"’

“So he did fall overboard, darn him!'!”
snarled the captain. ‘I thought he'd gone
for good, Jake—so did you. I told you what
happcned thaf night: but everybody eclse be-
liecves that Grell fell overside whep. nobody
was nigh."” o

‘“ But it can’t be him, cap’'n—'

‘““ You fool, it is him!"" snapped Nixon. ‘“ He
must have floated about until that yachb
came along, and they picked him up. It's
about the worst piece of luck that could have
come to us!"’

“1 don't quite see—"’

‘“ Grell knows that I shoved him overside,
and didn't t,t'{l to pick him up,” interjected
the captain, breathing hard. *‘* That means
that I left him to die—and the fools ot
authorities will reckon that I tricd to murder
the chap. It means, Jake, that if I ain’t
+careful ghall be arrested, taken to England,

more."’

** That'll be ’'ard lines,” said Starkey sympa-
thetically.

‘*“ Yes, for both of us!" said Nixon. ‘' Don’t
forgit, Jake, that you're in this with me—
{ and Grell knows it. If I'm arrested, vou'll be

and shoved in gaol for ten years, an’ p'r'aps-

-
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arrcsted. And we shall both fare the same.”
kll But I was asleep when )Yyou tried to

l ____l!

** Shut that!"’ snarled the captain. ** Yon're
in it with me, I tell you, and i1 I quit you'l}
have to quit with me. Savvy? And that’s
the best thing we can do, too; but we’ll quit
according to our own fancy.”
~ ‘Do you mean hop off?*’ asked the other,
in a scared voice.

““Yes.”

‘“ But where to——''

‘“Never mind where to!”’ said Nixon.
‘ Our safety depends upon how fast we get
ashore and vanish., That’s what we're going
to do, Jake. There’s no senae in stickin’
here. an’ trying to bluft it out. Besides,
there's that trcasure to think about. It’s a
atake well worth aimin’ for.”

Jake Starkey looked scared.

‘* But—but we can’t ekip off!"”” he ejacu-
lated. ‘ Leastways, you can't!”

‘““ Why can’'t 17",

‘ Becos you’ll do youreelf in if you scoot "
said Jake. *‘° What about your master's
ticket? What about your job with this ’ere
firm o' shipowners?! What about every
bloomin’ thing? You'l ruin yoursell—'’

“TI'll have to sacrifice the lot,”’ said Nixon
Jercely.

** But why——"

‘“ Why—why?’' snapped the captain.
cause it’s better to sacrifice cverything an’
kecep my liberty, than to sacrifice everything
an’ losc my liberty—you fool! What chance
ghall T have? None! They take me, an’
they’ll take you. @Grell bein’ alive &poils
everything. It's a stroke of luck for us that
we spotted him on deck there. We've got to
skip, Jake—now!"’

‘* Where—where to?’’ asked Starkey, pant-
ing hard.

‘* Anywhere—into the bush,’”’ replicd Nixon.
* 1 know this part well, an’ I know heaps ol
the niggers, too. They’ll work if I pay ‘em
—an’ I can lay my hands on a nice little pile
of money just now—which ain’t mine. Might
as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb; that’s
my motto. An’ with that money we can
casily plan things so’s that we'll get that
treasure. We'll make ourselves for life, Jake.
That's our game. Hang the old hooker, an’
everything!”

And Captain Nixon spat on the deck to
show hLis contempt for tho vessel. The die
was cast now, and there was no turning back.
Simon Grell was alive, so the only ceurse was
to disappear.

Mcanwhile several fmportant persons had
been on board the Wanderer, and a con-
sultation had taken place in the captain’s
cabin. The net result was that Nelson Lee,
Brett, and Dorrie set out for the Collindale,
accompanied b{‘ the officlals. The arrest of
Nixon and Starkey was the object in view.

They crossed the intervening apace of water
in the motor-launch, and at length climbed
up the accommodation ladder of the Collin-
dale. An officer met them at the top, and
grcetcd them warmly. The officers of the
etcamer were good fellows enough,

¢ Be-‘;
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“You want to sec the captain?’ said the
officer, when Nelson Lee had spoken for a
fcw moments. ‘' He's not aboard just now.™

‘* Is a man named Starkey here?”’

‘* No,” replied the officer. *° As it happens,
they both went ashore not twenty minates
ago. 1 reckon you’ll find ’em in the town
somcwhere. In the English hotel, 1 dare say.
That’s about the onlgcplace they’d make for.”’
Le“ Did they leave the ship hurricdly?”’ asked

e.
** Well, yes.”

‘“ Carrying bags or luggage?”’

‘“ That's queer, Mr. Lee,”” said the man
thoughttully. ‘I remember now that the
old man was carrying a bag. But he said
he’d be aboard again by this evening:. so, it
you'd call again—"'

‘“No, I'll go ashore, thanks,’”’ said Lee.
"“You are sure that Nixon did not tell you
where he was bound for?”

‘* He didn’t say anything,” declared the
officer.

The party took to the launch again, amd

' Nelson Lee was looking rather grim.

“I’'m afraid the deggars have got wind of
wr  intentione,”” he remarked. ‘' They’ve
slipped away, Dorrie. 1f we can’'t find them
at the English hotel, we can be sure that
they've taken to the bush—and you know
what that means?’’

*“Do I?”’ said Dorrie mildly.

‘““ It means that they'll never be captured—
that they've [forsaken everything,”” said
Nelson Lee. * And it means more, too. But
I'll tell you about that later on, Dorrie. 1
hope we’'ll get the rascals, though.'

But they didn’t.

High and low they searched. All over the
sweltering town the party made inquiries.
And in the filpish they were compelied to
admit that they had drawn blank.

MNtxon and Starkey had got away.

The party returned to the yacht, looking
rather tired. but grim. This failure meant a
very great deal—as Nelson Lee lost no time
iél explaining to Dorrie and to Sir Crawford

rey.

** Nixon means to get that trecasure, if. It
can be managed,” he declarcd. ** Accord-
ingly, he has fled into the bush with Starkey.
There the pair will make arrangements with
the natives—and we may be sure that our
own expedition will not reach the oasis with-
out an adventure.”’

Dorrie’s eyes sparkled.

‘* Nothin’ could be better!"’
enthusiastically.

‘“ But, my dear Dorrie—""

‘ Nothin’ could be better,”” repeated hls
lordship calmly. ** This means, in plain
language, that our little party will be set
upan—ambushed, by gad!—an’ that therc’ll
be a heap bigz number one scrap!”

‘* Most probably!”’

“* Well, what more could we want?’’ asked
Dorrie. * We ain’t afraid of thesc bouunders,
arc we? Hang it all, professor, we're pre-
pared, an’ a little scrap will be rippin’. Uarx
losi wouldn't be happy if the trip wcnt

he exclaimed



éhrough without a fight of some kind. Would
you, Coal-scuttle?’’

Umlosi showed all his white tecth.

‘““ Thou art using a strange name for me,
N'Kose,”” he rumbled. ‘' But thy words are
cven as the words of the wise man. Thou
spcakest the truth, O my father! A fight
is as the breath of life to me—for am I not
e warrior by birth? Am I not the chief of
the Kutanas, the grecatest fighting men in
Africa?”’ .

‘“ Good!" said Dorrie. * That'’s the way,
old man! What's the good of a warrior |t
he's got nothing to do in the scrappin’ line?
Wo ought to be grateful to that Nixon mer-
chant. He'll provide us with the means of
lettin’ Umlosi release a lot of somebody else’s
blood."’

‘Nelson Lee smiled.

“It's all very well to treat it lightly,
Dorric,’”’ he said. ** But this thing is serious.
There ar2 plemty of blacks in this region who
will fight anybody and cverything for gold—
or for °fire-water. Grell knowe his men—
and he will deal with them effectively. we
can expect much hostility, for it is obvious
that Nixon has completely escaped.”

* Well, Mr. Lee,’”’ said Sir Crawford, * there
fs only one thing for us to do. We shall
have to send out the expedition armed to the
teeth, and ready for any emergency. Then
we can snap our fingers at Nixon.”

But the guv'nor was not looking so cheer-
ful as usual that evening. Perhaps he
realised more than we did that Nixon's escape
was a grcat pity. The juniors, taking them as
& whole, were quite dehfvhted

“It's simply rlppmg, said Pitt. *' This
desert journey will be enlivened by some

excitemcnt in the way of fighting with
nlalt;ives. 1 hope I go with the caravan, that’s
a .ll

‘“ We're all going, you ass!” said Hand-
forth. ‘‘I can see all sorts of fun in eégre.
We wmight be collared by cannibals——"

““ Do you call that fun, you ass?"’

“ Rather!'' said Handforth wagmly. *‘‘1I've
rcad all about cannibals, you know. They’ll
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keep us prisoners in a straw hut, and haul
us out in tke evening to be shoved into the
ciddy cook-pot. Then the rescuc-party will

come along——'"'
it doesn't?” I

‘““ But supposing
grimly.

‘* Eh?"’ said Handforth, staring. ‘* Oh, don’t
be an ass, Nipper!'"

““ In stories the rescuc party nearly always
comes,”” I went on. *‘‘ But this isn't a story,
Handforth. And if we were captured by
cannibals it would be all up with us. There'd
be no convenient rescue for ue!’’

Handforth shook his head.

““ Rats!"”" he said. *I've read all about
cannibals—so I ought to know. And how do
you think a band of cannibals could capture
all of us—-"'

*“We're a mere handful—the whole yacht’s
company,” I broke in. *“ These blacks go
about in bodies of hundreds sometimes--
armies of them. Impies, they call 'em. But
you’re wrong in something, Handy.’’

‘““No!" said McClure, in mock amaZement.
‘“ Handy wrong? Impossible!”

‘““ He seems to think that we’re all going on
this expedition,”” I _said, grinning. * We're
not. Only a few of us can go—"

‘* Well, it makes no difference,’’ intcrrupted
Handforth. ‘I shall-go, of course. As one
of the most important members of thé
party——"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ You—you silly fatheade—

** Dry up!”

‘“Try to speak sensibly, Handy!"

Handforth glared, snorted, and then stalked
loftily away. Somehow, he never could get
the fellows to recognise his importance.

Many other juniors were anxious to go on
that trip into the arid desert. But we didn't
krow any details yet. We had come to the
end of th2 first trip. And the second—and
the most important—was about to com-
mence.

For that march into the desert was destined
to be filled with adventures and perils which
we didn't dream of at the moment!
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THE HOQUSE IN THE JUNGLE
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THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE
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A Tale of the Adventures of an English Lad and a Young American in the
Wild Heart of Africa in Quest of a Mysterious Valley.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

AdLAN CARNE, a young Briltisher caplured by
the Germans in East Africa, is cast out at the
end of the war, to wander in the jungle. He
18 joined by a Hottentot servant named

JAN SWART. After a few duys of hardship
they fall in with

DICK SELBY and his native servants. Alan
and Dick become great pals. They witness
the death of an old man named John Ham-
mond, who tells them a wonderful story of a
house i the jungle, where an English ¢irl
18 kept captive. The chums sel out to find
this mysterious house situated n the Hidden
Valley. They meet with a series of adven-
tures, including attacks from the Bajangas,
led by Tib Mohammed, a woted slave dealey,
After crossing a lofty range of mountains.
they suddenly come upoii the Hidden Valley
where they mect Lorna Ferguson, the gvi
captive. She is living with her fatber who
s serwusly 1ll, and a man named Taverner,
who is trying to make the girl marry kim
against her will. Dick, who is familiar
with drugs. examines the girl’s father and
suspects foud play. Lorna shows Dick and
Alan the sublerranean passage, which she
explainsg is their sole means of escape in case of
adltack. Dick’s suspicions against Taverner
grow stronger.

(Now wead on.)

NO BETTER—IN THE DEAD OF
NIGHT—DICK CAN'T SLEEP—A VISIT
TO THE SICK ROOM—DICK DECIDES
TO TAKE ACTION—THE STRUQGQLE
IN THE MOONLIGHT—ALAN AND
LORNA COME ON THE SCENE—
SEARCHING THE CHEST—A START-
LING DISCOVERY—WHAT I8 TO
BE DONE WITH THE PRISGNER?—
LORNA MAKES A SUGQESTION-—
BRIGHTER HOPES NOW.

HORTLY after night had fallen Ralph
Taverner returned from the far end of
the valley, where he had heen to see
jf there was any news, and a couple of

hours later the house was shrouded in dark-
ness, save for a lamp that burned dimly in
the sick-room, where Robert Ferguson wa3
lying in a statc of lethargy. The Somali
servants were in their quarters, and the two
lads were stretched on their cots in the bed-
chamber which they shared.

Alan was wrapped in slumber, but Dick
could not slcep. He tossed restiessly for a
time, thinking of one thing and another,
troubled hy the ghastly suspicion which he
could not get rid of. Through the windows
floated the faint, mufiled roar of a lion, and
now and acain the barking of zebras. There
was an interval of silence, and Dick was
about to yield to drowsiness when he heard
something that quickened his senses.

He sat up in bed, listeming with strained
cars. He could distinguish low, stealthy foot-
steps. They came from the direction of the
staircase, and faded away towards Ralph
Tavcrner's chamber. The lad’s suspicions had
becen roused. .

‘“That’s more than strange,”” he rcflected.
‘“ It was Taverner, I am eure. Why is he
moving about at this time of the night? And
where has he been?”

He waited for a short interval, and then,
rising to his fcet, he pulled on his clothes
and slipped a revolver into his pocket. With
a glance at Alan, who was still asleep, he
slipped noisclessly out into the passage, and
crept warily along it to the sick-room.

By the glimmer of the lamp he gazed
around him. On the table was a glass that
appeared to have been recently used. To
the bottom of it, which was wet, adhered
some tiny flakes of brown sediment. Dick

sniffed at it, nodded gravely, and stepped to
the bed. Llftln" one of Robert Ferguson’s
eyelids, he observed a marked dilation of the
pupil. He stood there for a inoment, a shadow
in his eyes, his face dark and wrathful

* By heavens, it was just as I suppoéed'”’
he aald to himself. ' I am certain of it. The
dastardly villain! He has been here, and
know wby!"
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What should he do? He had better have
waited, but a fiery impulse bade him take
action at once, and try to obtain proof of
what he both suspected and believed. With
cautious trecad, as silently as possible, he
vetraced his steps along the passage. He
went by his own room, and half a dozen
more yards brought him to the open doorway
of I{alph Taverner's bhedchamber, where he
paused.

The man was there, revealed by the exlwery
moonlight that shone in at the window. He
was standing by the bed, with a small object
in his hand. ~For a few secondg the lad
watched him, crouching in gloom. At length
Ilalph Taverner moved to a small chest that
was by the wall. Raising the lid, he thrust
into it what he was holding, and the next
instant, as he was on the point of locking the
chest, Dick glided swiftly into the room,
with his revolver in his hand.

‘“I've got you, my fine fellow!”’ he &aid, In
a husky whisper. ** And I’'m going to have an
explanation from you. [ want to know what
you have been doingz, and what you bhave
hidden in that chest!”

An oath burst from the man’s lips as he
straightened up, and at once he leaped at the
lad, who hesitated to fire. The wecapon was
torn from him, and as Ralph Taverner seized
him by the throat he grappled with him. A
desperate struggle began. The man made no
outcry, and Dick, with the other’s muscular
clutch on his wmdplpe, could not. utter a
sound.

They fought almost in silence, in the glow
of the moon. For a few moments they swayed
to and fro, from wall to wall, straining every
effort, panting for breath, eyes glaring into
eyes. Finally, crashing into the bed, they re-
coiled from it, and fell heavily to the floor.

Ralph Taverner had stru¢k his head
against the basc of the wall, and the blow
had stunned him. He¢ was helpless now, and
Dick, not wanting the _household to be
alarmed scized the dazed man by the collar,
and hauled him to his feet. Dropping him
into a chair, he bound a handkerchief tightly
across his mouth.

Footsteps were approaching. A light
danced through the doorway, and Alan, who
had been roused from slumber, appeared with
a lamp. And a moment later, as he was
staring in consternation, Lorna hastened into
the room. She wore a dressing-gown, and her
golden hair was hanging loosely upon her
ehoulders. Her face was very pale when she
entered, and every vestige of colour ebbed
from her cheeks, leaving them as white as
marble, as she saw Ralph Taverner seated
limply in the chair, with the bandage across
his mouth.

“I say, Selby, what the deuce have you
been doing?’’ exclaimed Alan, who was par-
gially dressed. * What's wrong""

* What does it mean, Dick?”’ gasped the
startled girl. * You woke me up. I heard
¢éhe noise and got out of bed.”

e
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Dick was silent for a few minutes, breath-
less from his exertions. He had yielded to a
sitdd¢n and hasty impulse, and now, in his
excited state of mind, he was gnpped by the
fear that he might have made a mistake.

*“ There has been a row,” he said hoarsely,
as he picked up his revolver. * Taverner
and I were fighting! He has been in your
f:ither's room, Miss Lorna, and I strongly
snspect that——' He broke off, observing
tiat his prisoner was returning to conscious-
ncfs.l ‘“ Have you a handkerchief, Alan?’’ he
(\5 {\(

' Alan had one, and he gave it to Dick, who
‘drew Ralph Taverner's “Wwrists to"ether and
tied them securcly.

** What does this mean?’” Lorna repeated,
agitation.
Dick shook his head. Stepping to the chest,
he raised the lid and reached deep into it.
And presently, after a brief search amongst
articles of clothing, he found what he was
seeking for. He showed to his companions a
tiny pot of native earthenware that was halt
filled with a sticky, brown substancc liko
paste. He held it to his nose for an instant,
and knew that he had not made a mistake,

** It is poison!’’ he cried.

** Poison?"" echoed Alan and the girl
one breath.

They gazed at Dick in incredulous amaze-
ment. There was an angry glitter in his eyes,
and he was almost as pale as Lorna.

“ It i3 just as I supposed,” he said. *1
have been puzzled from the first by Mr. Fer-
guson’s symptome. 1 could account for them
in only one way. I was aimost certain that
he was being slowly poisoned, incredible as it

in

in

seems. To-mght as [ was lying awake, 1
heard stealthy tootsteps moving along the
passage. I went to your father's room, Miss

Lorna, and saw at once that he was worse
than he had been. There was a glass on the
table that had just been used, and it smelt
strongly of a peculiar poison of which 1
happen to have some knowledge, one that is
made in Africa from roots and plants I crept
noiselessly to Taverner's room. He was not
in hed. He was standing here with something
in his .hand, and when I had seen him hide it
in the chest I darted in, and tried to——'"’

Pausing abruptly, Dick gave a brief account
of his struggle with the man.

‘“ My suspicions were right!’* he continued.
‘“ This stuft in the earthen pot is a vegetable
poison of a deadly nature, and it is the
same I smelt in the glass. Taverner must
have got it from the Bajangas, and he has
been giving it to, Mr. Ferguson from timo
to time. That is why the medicine he has
been taking has not been doing him any
good. By heavens, of all the infamous—-""

“* But what motive could he have had for
wishing to kill Mr. Ferguson?'’ Alan inter-
rupted.

‘“ I can tell you what it was,*”” Dick replied.
“It is as clear as daylight. The diamonds

(Continued on p. lii of cover.)
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were at the bottom of it. That is why the
scoundre! wanted to marry Lorna; and when
he realised that he had little or no chance
of doing so he conceived the devilish idea ot
Pmsonmg Mr. Ferguson, so that he could have
Ms own way with the girl, and with the
wealth she would have inherited from her

father.” i

It was a plausible explanation, and there
could be no doubt that it was correct. Alan
was convinced, and so was the girl. Ralph
Taverner had been listening to the denuncia-
tion of his villainy, and guilt and terror were
stamped on his features. He glared at his
captors, and tugged and strained at his
fettered wrists. Then he sprang to his feet,
and as quickly Alan flung him back in the
chair. Lorna shrank from him, bher eyes
dilated with horror.

‘““I can’'t bhelieve it!"" she faltcred. ‘' Ob,
Dick. I can't! And yet—and yet it muat be

true!”’ .

‘“ Of course it is!"" vowed Dick. * You can
take it from me that it is.”’

‘““ And you have discovered this awful thing!
What if you hadn’t?”

“If 1 hadn’t, Miss Lorna, nothing could
have saved your father. Not all the drugs
in the world! He would have been dead In
another day or so0.”

~ *“And you have saved his life, Dick! 1
can't tell you how grateful I am! As long as
1 live I'll never forget that you——"

Overconre with emotion, the girl burst into
tears. The lads glanced at each other in
perplexity, wondering how they should deal
with the situatien that had been thrust upon
them. Fiendish scoundrel though the man
was, they could not punish him as he de-
served.

No alarm had been raised.
had not been aroused in their
quarters outside the dwelling.

‘“ What are we to do with the fellow?'’ sald
Dick. * That’s the question.’”

“We'll bave to kick him out of the
valley,” Alan replied. ¢ Shall we sect him
adrift in a canoe, with a rifle and some
food?*’

** No, that wouldn't do. He would go
atraicht to Tib Mohammed, and lead the
Arabs to the secret entrance to the valley.”

“* 80 he would, Dick. You're quite right.
;'-'_m sure I don’t know what we are to do with
him.’

It was a difficult problem, and while the
lads were discussing it, a suggestion was
made by Lorma, who had partly recovered
from her distress.

‘“We will have to .keep Mr. Taverner a
prisoner,’” she said, *‘ until my father s
better. Let us put him in one of the cellars
that is unde: the houee, and take food and
drink to him every day "

Dick and Alan readily agreed to this-pro-
rosal, and without delay it was earried out.
Ralph Taverper was not a very heavy
weight. Having tightly bound his ankles, the

S ——

The Somalis
sleeping
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y lads lifted him from the chair and followed

Lorna, who led the way with a lamp Imn her
hand. They descended to the lower part of
the house, and from that by a winding stair-
case to a small cellar that was supplied wiih
air from a grating that was in the top of one
of the walls There was a heap of straw in a
corner, and the prisoner, whose eyes were glit-
tering with a venomous hatred, was placed
on this. And his captors, leaving him In
darkness and solitude, ascended to the upper
floor. The short African night was nearly
over, and the first blush of dawn was euiver-
ing on the horizon.

“* There is no need to let your Somali
servants know what has happened,” Dick
said to the girl. ** We'll let them think that
Taverncr is at the far end of the valley with
the Masai and his companions, and that he
18 going to stay there in readinesa for an
attack from the Arahs. Don't worry any
more, Miss Lorna. Your father will soon bo
well, I am sure. In a day or s0 he will be
able to talk intelligibly, and in a week
['ll have him on his feet again. (o back to
bed now, and try to get some sleep. You
can believe what I have told you.”

Lorna’s voice faltered when she started to
epeak, and with tears in her eyes, with joy
and gratitude on her face, she bade the lads
goodnight,

(To be continted.)
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