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A Story

Adventure in West Africa, introducing
NELSON LEE and NIPPER

of Holiday Life and Detective

and the
Boys of St. Frank’s.
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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED

CHAPTER [,
THE OASIS OF ZAMBI.

et IS8T class!’ eaid Handforth appre-
ciatively.

“ Rather!"’ agreed Tommy Wat-

eon. * You can’'s buy oranges like

these in England! 1t’s ripping sport, picking

the giddy things oft the tree.” _

They were sprawling in the shade of a hig
palm-tree, and I was with them. Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and Jack Grey and Tom Bur.
ton and Nicodemus Trotwood were also
there.

At a little distance, Fenton and Morrow, of
the Sixth, were chatting with Dr. Brett, the
medico of Bellton village. All this sounds
very much like a description of $t. Frank's -
cxcapt for the palms.

As a matter of fact, we were a good many
miles from the old school.

We were on the oasis of Zambi, far into
the scorching desert. The African sun blazed
down from a sky of deep blune, and the air
was quivering with heat. And we were
taking our ease in the shade.

Not many days hefore we had taken our
departure from 8ir Crawferd Q(Qrey'a steam
yacht, the Wanderer, which was anchored
in Agabat bay, on the coast. And we had
not reached Zambi without adventures.

For we were after treasure.

It was a treasure which was buried In
the sand of an isolated oasis known as Kl
Safra, several days’ marech from Zambi. Sir
Crawford had learned of it through a golden
locket which he possessed. And he had come
on the quest during the svmmer holidays—
and a crowd of 3t. Frank's fellows were his
guests.

Most of the chaps had heen left behind on
the yacht; it hadn’t been possible to bring
the lot. Lord Dorrimore was with us- to esay
nothing of Umlosi, the redoubtahle chief of
the Kutanag.

By the Author of *“ The Prefect’s Revenge,™

African Skies,” < Into the Arud
Desert,’’ etc.

THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

We had experienced zome trouble with 1
rascal named Captain Nixon.  He knew that
wo were treasure hunbting, and it was his
senial intention to Lt it for himeelf With o
companion known s Jake Starkey. the rad
cally skipper had done hia utmast to obtan
the secret of the treasure,

There was just a chance that Nixon had
come to the oasis of Zambi, but thiy waa not
probable. In any case, we should soon know
of his arrival, if he actually did come | nd
we ahould be prepared Lo receive im

Nelson les and Dornie and 1 had arrived

by aeroplane We bhad started on the
machine from the coast, and had hiul a
succesaful Aight. The machine was 1+ i,

twin-cngined biplane, and she carricd «um
cent fuel to carry her for at leaat 2 thow

sand miles. So far she had not done two
hundred; 60 wc had plenty of reacrve
'* julce."” Her enginca developed acven

hundred horec-power.

And the juniors—mysell (ncluded worn
enjoying oranges in the shade of the palm
trees. Upon the whole, we ationld he glad
when we saw the yacht and civilisation
again. The oasis of 7Zambht was rather too
remote for our tiking.

Nelson Les waa already making active pra.
panrations for the next stage of the journey,
we should probably atart on the morrow
And after duek had fallen that avening wn
were discusring the poaition in our ~amp

The guv'nor was 11 his tent, chatting with
Dorrie and Dr. Brott.

" Yes, there was an Arab caravan in thi
afternoon,’”” Brett wai saying " A pretty
ruffianly lot they leoked, too! But pour sur
mise was wroneg, Lee. Nixon wasn't with

| them—I watched the whole motley ~row

come in.”
Nelaon Lee nodded

“I thought there was a pomibility of
Nixon attempling to get herea by that
means,”’ be said. 'l am qlad there 6 wn
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sian of him, Brett. But are you quite sure
of 17 1 wanted to have a look at thet

caravan myself "
~ Youn would only have wasted your time,”’
“Nixom & Dot on

interrupted the doctor.
the oasis. and | fagey we have finished with

the bruts. He won't frowuble WS any more,
fhee.”
“1t doesn't particularly if he

Derimcee. e
does.” put in Lord more, * b"fl"
oant raur harm now, old man. If he
vouldn’'t beat na with hundrods of blacka he-
nird Nm, he eonldn’t do mach by hmsell--
what 1™

“Well, we will leave Nixom, and disouss
ware wportant affairs,”’ said Nelson lee,
lghting & cigarefte, * Our plans are made
lar the start and | think we have come Lo &
firm decison, Dorrie, ta have both parties
wutl to Bl Safra. That i= to sy, Nipper will
ame with yom and | In the aero , and

the others will go by fool under . Brett's
taidanee.’’
“ Yeu, that's right,” agreed Dorrie. ‘' Bug

I} semmns & beaatly waste of time, you know -
for old Brett, | mean. It savours of
playin’ & mean trick on him, makin® the poor
‘hap trudge through the sand "' {

Porrte,”

‘Pon't yom worry about wme,
wmiled Dr. Brett - or the . either. We
shall guite enjoy the trip. ¢ distance s

not great, we have excellent camels, and our
waler supply wil he more than te.’

Nelwon Lee smdled,

“ Dorrie’s argument s that we shall sue.
reed on the aeroplane.” he said. “ And 1've
no doubd we shall.  And then it will seem
ratlwr & waste of time for you others to
vowme om by earavan. Bot we must consider
wmr persomal safety frst. It anything goes
sromy to the aeroplane we shall be help
e Once down, I\ ia practically certa
that we could not rise -and there I8 no
guaraulee that we ecan find a landing place
ofn the BI Salra T

Well, we ean have 2 Yook round, and Ay
hack.,” ohserved Dorrie.

 That s what we sball do if | ean find no
wilable streteh of ground,” said Lee. 1
don't see the Tun of tak a brand new aero.
Rﬂ out thevre and ly leav it
8 in why it will be better td
foot. He will certainly get
there | complete the trip, =0
mnch the better. And Breotd will make the
start to-morrow, cul{."
“That's quite aatisfactory,” asid the
Nelsot Lee knocked the aah from his cigar.
elle.
* Sir Crawford's gold locket, which 1 have
povket hore. conbaine the cine h'uc
(3] “

"~

E

take from
of

ia one old fellow who lives some litlle way
from here who might be useful to ue,” went
ou Lee.. ** Very shortly 1 mean to walk down
to his &hll. arder to him. He
nvight able to give us some information
concerning the best route to take.”

There was nothing rrﬂm startling in
what Ndlsom Lee had saild; it aftorded
great satisfaction to a lurk figure who
emmh:'d at the back of the tent, unseen and
unheard.

It had been there for some time, and was
the of an Arab, attired in loose cloth-
ing a ragged, dirty nature. His face was
dark and bearded, and his eyes gleamed in

the starlight.
*“By jinks, it's a

“@ood!” he mutbered.
chance!”

This certainly did not eound very Arabic -
and, as a matter of fact, the man was none
other than Captain John Nixon!

He was in Zambi, after alll

But how had he managed to get in without
Nelson. Lee being aware of the fact? The
fanit—if, indeed, there was any question of
fanlt--was really Dr. Brett's. For he had
watched the arrival of the Arab caravan,
which had into the oasie from the
desert during the afterncon. @ 3

Brett had seen only Arabs-and no white
mei.

But he had fooked for the white men in
European attire; he bad not scanned the
others very keemly. If Nelson Lee himself
had been there, he might have noticed that
two of the deserd men wore their clothing
awkwardly. -

These two were C Nixon and Jake
Starkey. They had joined the caravan on
the other side of the river, pay the Arabs
A hig sum to be allowed to go, as
m{ werd.

All Nixon wanted was to get into Zambi
before the start was made for El S8afra. And
he had already met with success. He had
overheard something which was of great
importance to him.

he

"""ﬁ';‘if. aleng, was soon within a
grim‘ tent, which had been erected be-
neath some trees. A light showed within,
and Nixon entered. As he did so he uttered
an exclamation of fury.

“ What the thunder does this mean?’’ he
den-u‘ed.

“ Eh?" asked Starkey, who wasg in the tent.
“ What's wrong, old man?”’ ¢ N

Nixon glared at him.

“ Why are you wearin’' them eclothes?” he
asked ly. " Dida't 1 tell to keep
them Arab togs on until arter Lee and his
lot had gone? AR’ here I find you dressed

as usual-—"

“Well, what was 1 to do?” growled
Starkey. “ We've worn these § under
the Arab things all the time—well-nigh
killin' uws with suffocation. And juet arter
you left, when I was taking a walk round,
some kids swarmed round me, jeerin’ and

They knew I wasn't no Arab, 30

have ever been to Bl Safra, But there! ] t ht it best to change,”
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A You'll think it best to
agin,.'”” smapped Nixon.
“ It don't matter
“I'l wait till the morning.

you been, cap'n?”’
Nixon sat down, and his eyes glittered.

‘“1've been outside Lee’s tent,” he said.
*“1 didn’t hear nothin’ of any particular in-
terest at fust—except that Lee and the
others ain’t got the faintest idea that we're
on the spot—that’s why I was eo wild when
I see you like this. Them I heard something
chse, Jake."”

*“ Wot, something good?”

**Sure! It eeems that Lee keeps that gold
Jocket on him,’’ exclaimed the skipper, bend-
ing forward. ‘' It tells everything—the posi-
tion of the treasure, and all we want to
know.’’

‘““ But we can't lay hands on it.”

‘“We mnight be able to if we're smart,”
went on Nixon. *‘ Lee’s going out afore long
—he’s comin’ right down this way, to visit an
old feller who knows the route to El Safra.”

*“ How does that help us?’’

‘“‘“ All we've got to do #s to make arrange-
ments accordin’,”’ eaid Nixon grimly. ‘ Them
Arabs we came with ain’t particular—and
their knives are sharp! ['m going along now
to tip them the wink—and to eapend a bit

to-night,’”” said Jake.
But where’'ve

change back{ what could he do? Nothing!

more gold on ‘em. Then we can sit down
:nd watch. That locket’ll be ours within an
our.”’

Jake Starkey got up from his atool.

** What's the idea?’” he asked slowly. ‘' Are
you meanin'—murder?"’

** No need to cal it that—'

‘“Are you suggestin' that we should have
Nelson Lee kunifed?’’' asked Starkey, his voice
quivering.

“ We can't afford to take no chances now,
and that locket means everything to us,”
caid Cafntain Nixon. ’'‘ Mebbe the Arabs
won't kill him—although it don’t matter a
cuss to me if they do. What I want is that
focket.”

Starkey took & deep breath.

*“ Them Arabs won't make no bloemer,”
he said—** they'll killy”’

‘““ Well, it can’t be helped—"'

““1 don’'t hold with it, cap’'n,”’ interrupted
" Btarkey decidedly. ‘“ D'you hear? [ ain't
agreein’ to murder! I come imn with you
because I thought we could lift this treaguie
without much troubhle. But I don't go so far
as murder—not me! No, Nixon, that game
won't do! You'd best drop it.”

Captain Nixon swore.

‘““ Drop blazes!"’ he snapped. * If you don't
like what I plan, Starkey, you can do the
other thing. P'r'aps you'd like to get back
to the coast on your own?'’ he sneered. '' You
can go wi’' pleasure.”’

And Nixon strode ou{ of the tent, lcaving
hisa companion leoking fiecrce and pale. Jake
Starkey was not such an utter scoundrel as
Nixon. He was easily led, and had becen
Nixon's willing tool.

But a point had now been reached when
Starkey revealed his own determination. .He
didn’t believe in committing murder. But

OF EIL. SAFRA
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_ [t Nixon per-
svisted, Starkey was helpless.

-‘For quite a time he sat in the tent,
thoughtful and grim. Meanwhile, Nixon was
performing the little ceremony he had dis
cussed with 8tarkey—he was making arrange-
ments widh his Arab friends.

And everything had to be done.swiftly, ton

Nelson Leo emerged from his own tent,
a:’:noed vp at the stars, and lit a fresh cigar-
ette.

“I don’t suppose I shall be long, Brett,'
he aaid.

ANl right—I'll be here.”

Nelson Lee went off, moving along tha
pandy track at a brisk stroll. The old fellow
he wished to interview lived some little dis-
tance away. And, as luck would have it,
Loe’'s pabh would lead him almosat directly
past the tent occupied by Captain Nixon
and Jake Rtarkey.

Things did not go smoothly that night.

The plan which had been arranged by the
captain went decidedly wrong, in fact. And
it camc¢ about mainly becausc of Starkcy—
although he was quite an unconscions factor
in the little drama.

Starkey felt that he would like some fresh
air, and he walked out into the night, in
order to take a stroll. That is what it
amounted to, and practically nothing else.

Jake walked along thoughtiully, never
dreaming of danger. But four Arabs wese
lurking behind a clump of trees—waiting
for Nelson Lee. They were cxpecting to see
a man in Eeropcan attire—and they saw Jake
Starkey.

The mistake which followed was not cur-
prising.

Starkey suddenly found himaelf confronted
by btwo menacing figures. He turned in alarm,
and there were two more behind him.

“Now then!” he began. *‘‘* What the
dickens—— Oh, help!”’

Tho four bad made a rush at him, and
dtarkey dodged—in vain. He was seized,
Aung the ground, and his horrifled eyes
eaw the gleam of a knife in the starlight,
And Starkey roalised the truth. -

These mea were Nixon’s hired assassins!

And they had mistaken bim—Starkey—for
Nelson Lee!

More than ever Jake realised the villainous
nature of his companion. For it seemed that
his own life was to be sacrificed. But help
was near at hand, it Starkey had onty
known it. '

Nelson Lce, striding along, did not fail to
hear that very English appeal for help.

And the great detective broke into a swift
run, oa the instant. lle arrived just as the
Arab’s knife was ahout to descend.

Craah!

Lee's fist amashed into the man’s face, and
he went over. Another blow sent a second
man sbtaggering. Starkey managed to got o
his feet, and he was just in time to help.

For two minutes the pair fought like
tigers. Thea the Arabs, defeated and badly
bruised, ficd in disorder. They disappeared
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into the darkness, and Neleon Lec eyed his for less than a minuic later

?

companjon cnrioo‘y.
* Rather a narrow ehave!” he remarked.
* Ry thunder, eir!’”’ panted Jake. * You—
vou saved my fife! I reekon I owe yon more
than I can say! God bleas you, sir! e
way yoo tackicd them 8irty heathens was a
night for sore eyes!’
Nelson Lee smiled.
“ Am § right in assuming that your mame
i Starkey?'’ he inquired.
Jake started.
“* No, eir!" he
Beown. I-1 —'
But he turned on Lis heel and fled, knowing
ful well that he was incapable of lying at
that moment. And Netson Lee stood watch-
wngz him with a gueer smile playing round the
corners of his ong mouth.

* Quite a novel sitnation,”” he murmared.
1 have saved the life of our friend, Jake
2tarkey. The fellow seems grateful, ton. 1
wonder if he’ll still stick to Nixon? 1t is
something to know, at all events, that the
rascally palr are in Zambi. And I fapey that
attack was meant for me—and not for Mr.
Starkey.”

Lec womt on his way, more alert now. And
hia thonghts were very busy. And while he
walked towards his destination, Jake Starkey
crawled hack into the tent. He found it
emptly and deserted. The lamp was low, and
Starkey let it remain low. He sat down on a
«toul, ahivering—not' from cold. but because
of the parrow escape from death which he

had just had.

* Naved by Nelson Lee hisself, teo!' he
muttered. ' By glory! What'll Nixon say
witen 1 tell ‘im? DBut I sha'n't have to—I
‘daresn’t!"”

And, ntill greatly perturbed, Jake waited
for the retarn of his leader and chief. And,
aognehow, Ntarkey's feclings towards Captain
Niton were not as they bad been. Jake's
eves had bheen .

Re scized the portunity while he was
alane to consider posaition. He had virtu-
olly agrced to the sttack upon Nelsom Lee,
for it had been Nizon's idea—and he was
Nizxan's confederate.

But those Arabs, under the captain's
orders, had bheen intent upon killing "Lee out-
right—ayd they had nearly succeeded in kill-
ing Starkey. It was an cxcellent object-
lesson for the man. .

He was made to realise what bhis com-
panfonship with Nixon entafled. But for

gasped. * My--my nnme'l_

Nelson Llee, he- Starkcy—would have been
kiltled. It was not very surprising that
Rtarkey ahould {feel Hhitter towards his

accomplice. and grateful to Nelson Lee.

“ But 1 mustn’t do nothing yet,” Starkey
told himeelf. * Wot a blamed foal I was
pol to stiei by-«ld drell's side! He's along
o' Nelsun Lce’s lot, an’.%e ain’t got a thing
on bis mind. " An’ I'm here—bound ‘and
abd foot to Nixon, the murderons ’ound! But
even If 1 do agrece with him by word o
mouéh, it don't cay I'l in spirit! Ap’
mobbe my time'll come afore lont!"

Qtarkty was unable to meditate farther,

|
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the flap of the
tent was thrust aaide, and Captain Nixon
appeared. One glanee was sufficicnt to tell
Jake that the skipper's temper was not of
the best quality.

The interview was not likely to be plea-

sant.
s

. ing as he entered the tent. His face

was flushed, and his eyes were gilit-

tering with vicious fury. Starkey did not
care to return that flerce gaze.
: ‘“ Wot's wrong, cap’'n?”’ he asked, falter-
ng. -

‘* What’s wrong?” snapped Nixon. * Don't
play that game with me now, Jake—-I ain'€
in the moocd for nonsense! A fine blamed
mess you've made o’ things, ain't you? A
fine muddle—you doit!”

“ Mems?"' said Jake nervously—*' muddie?
I don't cateh om, cap’n?”

Nixon mat down, and swore with mych
vehemence.

** It failed!"’ he said. '* Them Arabhs came
back with black eyes an' bruised noses—and
they reported that they weren't able to do
the trick. An’ why? You ought to know
why, trang you!’’

“It wasn’'t my fagolt, eap’'n—""

** Don’t make no cxeuses to me,”” snapped
Nixon harshly. ™' Like a fool, you went out
for a walk—just whem them Arabs was ex-

ting a white snan to pass. ¥on might have
nown that they'd mistake you for Lee—-"

‘“] never thought nothin® ahout it,’’ con-
fessed Jake.

*“That’'s no sort of excuse,” growled the
other. * You've got to tell me what hap-
pened. By what I can hear, you was nearly
knifed when Lee come along and sent them
Arahs fiyin'.”
= “That’s right,”
saved my life.”

“ Pity he hadnt got something bhetter to
do,”’ said Nixon sourly. ‘It would Ra been
a good thing if you’d been finished off, Jake:
you ain't % to bring on a tricky bit of bnsi-
ness o’ this sort!”’ .

“1 didn't know there was goin’ to he non
murder in it,”” growled Jake sullenly. * As I
said afore, I don't 'old with .that game,
cap’'n. It ain’t what 1 bargained for. But
we're in this now, and we've got to go
through with it. If I've made a mess o’
things, I'm sorry. Mebbe it was thoughtless
o’ me to go out; bnt there ain't no real
'arm been done, that I can see.”

Nixon ewére again.

“ No harm{’> he snapped. * What alont
Lee? Ain’t you an’ me been tryin’ to keep
our presence in this durned ?lace a secret?
Lee’'s seen jyou now, an’ everything's
muocked #l"

‘“ lee didn’t know ‘00 1 was,’ said Jake.
“Jt was too dark, an' my face was all

CHAPTER I1.

CAPTAIN NIXON'S SCHEME.

OU durned fool!”
That was Captain Nixon’s greet-

agreed Starkey. ‘“ Lce
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browned up. I skipped off as soon as the
thing was over—afore he could say a word.
He don’'t know we're here, Nixon—you
needn’'t be afeared.” _ _

““ Well, that's not so bad, I'll admit,” said
the captain. *‘ But are you sure of this,
Jake? Are you sure Lee didn't recognise
you?'

‘“ Positive!" lied Starkey.

Nixon seemed to be satisfied, and Jake was
rather surprised—and certainly relieved. He
had no intention of telling his companion
that Nelson Lee had recognised him within a
few seconds. Starkey also kept to himself
the faot that he would have greatly wel-
comed the opportunity of going over to the
other aide.

But it was impossible just then. Starkey
could not turn traitor to Nixon on the oasis
of Zambi—for Nixon would certainly take
prompt measures with his Arab friends to
have a terrible revenge. And Jake set quite
a store upon his none too valuable skin.

For a long time he and Nixon sat in
their tent—until the nigcht was well ad-
vanced. Outside everything was quiet and
otill. The silence, indeed, was almost oppres.-
sive—it could be felt.

After some food Nixon was feeling better,
apnarently.” For his frown had vanished, and
had been replaced by a cunning, evil smile.
It was a smile which made Starkey feel un-
comfortable.

‘“I've been thinkin’,"”” said the captain at
last. *‘ An’ what’s more, old man, 1've got a
schome. It's a scheme that's worth ten o
that other one. If it can be worked I reckon
we'll find things easy. But it’'ll be a risky
game, and it'll need careful handling.”

‘“ Are we both in it?’" asked Starkey.

‘““ No; I don’t want no help from a muddler
like you!"”’

‘* That's a pity,”” said Starkey. * I'd like
to do my bit."’

But Jake was glad, nevertheless, to be
out of anybhing that was likely to be mur-
derous. Jake Starkey was not a man who
belicved in violence. He had never delibe-
rately hurt anybody in his life; and it was
rather a shoek to find himself now associated
with a man who was at heart an assassin.
But Jake could not get out of his position
easily. It was necessary to be patieat.

“You sece, old mate,’”” went on the cap-
tain, lighting his pipe, “ It's not Brett or
that black fellow we're afraid of—or the
boys. They’'ll be easy to tackle. It's Lee
we've got to be careful about—although it
ain’t much use tackling Lee alone. That
kid Nipper is a bit of a hard nut, and Lord
Dorrimore ain’t such a fool as he looks.
Them are the three we want to be rid of.”’

‘“ Mlebbe,” maid Jake. ‘“But we can't
touch 'em, cap’'n. We couldn’t even get near
enough to——*'

‘“ We don’t need to get near,’’ interrupted
Nixon. +‘ In the morning, Lee and Nipper
and Dorrimore are settin’ off in that blamed
aeroplane—which ruined our plans, by the
way, when we was away back in the forest.

!

5

['d give a heap to see that aeroplane a pile
o' ruins.”’

Jake looked startled.

* You—you ain't suggestin® that
should destroy that flyin' machine?"’
asked. '

““It's a goond idea; but I've got a betier
one,”” said Nixon. ‘I don't see b6 reason
why Lee himself, and the other twon,
shouldn’t be destroyed with it!"”

‘“You mean to kill ‘em—all?’ asked J- k=~
hoarsely.

Captain Nixon rose to his fect

‘“ Accidents always will happe i, he said
grimly. ‘° And accidents to aeroplanes 21n’t
anything new. That’s all I'm goin’ to Lay
now, Jake. You'd best get sowe sleep. [l
tell you what I've done—after 1've done it.
Jo-long!*’

The captain took his departure, leaving
Jake staring after him with a feeling oI
horror within his breast. What was Nixon
bent upon doing—or attempting? Starkey
llad a terrible idea that his chief had
murder in his heart.

And Starkey was not far wrong.

For Nixon's scheme was to tamper with the
aeroplane! How could he do such a2 thing,

V)
he
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when the machine was closely guarded? Th:
men who were on duty were Arabs, it i3 true,
but they were well paid, and were fruet.
worthy enough.

The machine itself stood on a wide, open
picce of ground. There was no shelter for it,
6! course—and it nceded none. Our tentis
were in fairly close proximity, and the Arah
guards were easily within hail.

There were 8ix of them stationed ahout the
aeroplane. Why should the guv'nor or |
anticipate any trouble? Our preparations for
guarding the machine had, indeed, heen fully
adequate.

But we were not prepared for Captain
Nixon's trickery.

The skipper had visited this part ef Africa
hundreds of times—he had lived on the coast
for months on end, and he knew quite 1
number of native lingos. It was not difilcuit
for him to masquerade as an Arab. His
speech did not betray him, and when U+
was attired as now it was difficult to imagme °
that he was a white man. Even the Arahs
themselves were sometimes deceived.

Under cover of darkness, Nixon hoped tn
gain the upper hand. But he was not foolish
cnough ¢o imagine that he could overpower
the six men single-handed—by the applica-
tion of force.

Nixon’s scheme was much more subtle.

He had taken care to remove a small glas;
tube from a medicine-case, which had becu
lying in the tent. Nixon knew a good hit
akout drugs and medicines, having sailed on
ships which carried no doctors for ycars.

This little tube, together wibth a bottle nl
wine, completed Nixon's supply of material..

There was nothing very elaborate ahout ks
plan. He hoped to gain suocesa .hy a very
simple device. If it failed, he had ather
pl:lu;m in mind ; but they would be more 4difli
cult.
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It was just as well to try the simpicst first.

The eaptain made his way to the wide
spacoe where the aeroplane was lying, with
no attempt to conceal his movements. He
approached the machine from a quarter
which would hot bring him near the tents of
Nelson Lec and his party.

And he was still some little distance from
the ’'plane itself when a dark figure rose from
the grass, and accosted him in Arabic. Nixon
re;rnéged in the same langnage—pleasantly and
aoftly.

He assured the guard that he was merely
curiously interceted in the white men, and
their wonderful carriers that flew. The
€enuine Arab did not suspect that the new-
comer was a white man himaself.

For Nixon’s Arabic was perfect, and it was
too dark for anything to be seen very dis-
tinctly.

The first step in the captain’s game had
been accomplished with ease. He had suc-
ceeded in getting into friendly conversation
with one of the guarda. Two others strolled
n;p before long, and Nixon’s hopes began to
Tise.

He was led round the aeroplane, having ex-
pressed a wish to see it at close quarters.
And by the time twenty minutes had paseed
he was on good terms with all six Arabs. By
way of reward for their cordiality, Nixon
;lllggestcd that they should drink wine with

m. =

The offer was accepted without delay, and
the rascal produced his hottle.

All the mcn drank—except Nixon himself.
The captain pretended to do 90, but he knew
more about it than the others did; and Rixon
was pnot anxious to go off to sleep for half
an hour or so. '

For, of courae, the wine was drugged.

It was not poisonous, or even dangerous.
The wine which the Arahs had imbibed would
kcep them quiet, Nixon reckoned, for about
twenty minutes or half an hour—certainl
not longer. And they would feel no ba
cflects afterwards. |

Within a few minutes the eflect became
apparent.

The men's talk became drowsy, and one
after another dropped off—until all six were
helpless. NRizon eyed them with exunltant
aatisfaction. He could hardly believe that
his simple dodge had sucoeeded.

"By jinks!”’ he muttered. ‘'I never had
an easter game afore! An’ Mr. Nelson Lee
rcckons that he's smart!™

The captain chuckled gloatingly.

Then he moved forward like a shadow
towards the aeroplane. His-sneer at Nelson
Lee aflorded him satisfaction, no doubt, but
it was an undeserved jibe. For Lee had
taken all the precautions. that were neces
sary. How could he possibly euspect that
six Arabs would not be able to look after
the aeroplane? And nobody thaught that
/i) attem&t would be made to tamper with
the waehine.

Nixon lost no time In olimbing into the big
fuselage, or body. He had never actually
lonn, but he Knew the main workings of an

acroplare--having, oa one occasion, visited
an aeroplane factory in England. A foreman
there was a friend of his, and Nixon had had
everything cxplained to him. That know-
ledge was now likely to prove very useful to
bim.

It did not take him long to weaken two
of the main controls—two vital sections of
the machine. They were eamall, no doubt, hut
all-important. According to Nixon’s calcula-
tions, nothing would happen when the
machine rose %rom the groand, or whilc she
was climbing.

Disaster would overtake her and her occu-
pants when her nose was dipped in order to
descend.

It was then that the captain’s foul handi-
work would come into operation. The rush
downwards of the aeroplane would cause the
controls to enap like twigs. As a result, the
machine wounld be unmanageable, and it
would crash to the ground—to be totally de-
setroyed. . .

Captain Nixon chuckled more than ever as
he laid himself down in the midat of the
drugged guards To vanish would naturally
create suspicion. He must be opbe of the
last to awaken.

It would then be assumed by the Arabs
that they had all dozed off for a few minutes
under the influence of the wine. No rcport
of the incident wounld be made, naturally, and
no examination of the aeroplane would result.

Nelson Lee would ascend in the machine,
he would fily off—and nothing more of it
would ever be seen. For it would crash to
splinters far out in the desert. And Nixon
would have everything his own way—for only
Dr. Brett, Umlosi, and the boys would be
left to be dealt with.

Bverything bappened exactly as Nixon
anticipated. ' The Arabs woke one after
another. The first two stirred themselves
only a few minutes after Nixon had laid
down. These men shook their companione—
who were already recovering. They all awoke
—and, except for being somewhat drowsy,
they felt all right.

Nixon himself was stil there, and he was
allowed to sleep for ancther ten minutes.
But at last he roused himself, and slouched
off into the darkness, after a few miore
words with the unsospecting guard.

Nixon reached his own tent in safetv. The
lamp hai been turned low, and Jake Starkey
was lying on his mattireas, asleep.

The skipper eyed him with an evil smile.

‘“* Yes, mate, we’'ve got the trick finished
now all rggm," he murmured. ** One of the
neatest jobs I ever did, tco. The way them
Arabs took that wine was a real treat—just
like babies, they was!”

Starkey stirred in bis sleep, and opened
his eyes.

‘** Hallo!
mured. ,

‘* Yes, it is me,’”’ said Nixon. ‘‘ An’' I must
remark, Jake, that it den’t seem as if you've
been particnlarly bunsy! While you've been
gleepin’ here I've been doin’ useful work—

That you, ¢ap'n?”’ be mur-
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work that'll mean suoccess for us!'’

starkey sat up.

“*That so0,. cap’n?”’ he said, yawnine.
¢ Useful work? You don’'t mean to say that
you've bin settin’ them Arabs on to kill—"'
. *1've made no arrangements with any.
body,"”” interrupted Nixon. * This time,
Jake, I'm working on my own. 1 know the
job's done right then. An’ this job is just
«@bout the neatcst you cver heard of.”

I ain't ‘eard of it at all yct,”
Starkey.

** Well, you're goin’ te hear of it now,”
went on Nixon, in a low voice. " Just
listen to me, Jake. That therc aeroplane,
uwecordin’ to all I can understand, will fly off
into the desert soon arter daylight. I don't
znind tellin® you that Il've monkeyed about
with some o' the wirtes and levers——"'

* You--you've tampercd with
gasped Starkey.

‘““ That's exactir what I mean,” agrecd the
other. * When that aeroplane starts comin’
down she’ll fall to "bits! Nothin® won't
happen while she’s going up—-an’ that's the
heauty of it! Tho emash won't happen until
they've got right out intd the desert. And
then they'll be killed—’

“ But Nelson Lee’s goin’ on that machine,”
erid Jake.

** O’ course e is!’”

*“ An’ Nipper———"'

*“Sure!”’

‘“ An’ Lord Dorrimore

“*You've got it right every time,” nodded
the captain. ‘

“ An’ they'll all be killed?’

‘ Every one of 'em!'"”

Starkey had turned pale beneath his tanm,
and there was an expression of tiorror in his
eyes.

‘“* You—you don't mean it, he
muttered. “ By glocy!
kill - that innercent kid—"

‘“ Innocent blazes!" snapped Nixon.
“ Nipper ie well-nigh as dangerous as hia
Dlamed master——"'

*“ Wot about Lord Dorrimore?”

‘“ Well, he ain't so bad, I'll admit,”’ said
tho other. *““ But I'm makin' a clean sweep
—do you see? If that lord-feller likes to go
on the trip—well, he'll have to stand his
chance with the others. An’ as there ain't
any' chance at all, there ain't much hope
for him. Them three arc doomed—an’ a good
riddance! We can easily get the better o’
them other blighters.”’

And Captain Nixon removed some of his
clothing and laid down on his mattress.
Within a few minutes he was asleep—his
conscience by no means troubled. But Jake
Starkey was wide awake.

He was horrified, and sleep was imponsaible.

gaid

‘em?’’

Cﬂ'p.n,“

—— e

CHAPTER III.
HANDFORTH'S MEMORY.

URDER—thst’s wot it is!" wmut-
tered Starkey huekily. “It's
nothin’ less than ’arrible murder!
You blamed skunk! [ reckon

‘M

Hmornin'. an’ I should

Ll SAEFRA
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you'd be the bheat one to grt done m”’

He glared down at the sieeping hgure of
Captain Nixon. It enraged Starkey to eer
the man sleeping thcre, as though he hadl
nothing on his conscience to worry him. Yet
the skipper had deliberately planned the
deaths of three people.

“Wot am I goin’ to do?" Starker asked
himself feverishly. “If I got ag’inst the
cap'n it won't take him long to finish me
off. He's a murderous dog, an' if I was to
walk out of this tent an' lay all the fuct.
aforc Mr. Lee, Nixon'd know by the
'ave a Konife atween
mc¢ ribs afore I could eay ° Jack Rohinun’
An' I ain't hankerin’ arter death y-b
awhiles,”’

Jake wasg in a dilemma, and he knew it.

What course should he take?

Could he allow the captain's dastacdly
plan to go on? Tho very thought of ir
appalled him. And yet Lis only other courss

| was to lay himself open to the skipper’s

venom.

|

And then Starkey had another thonght.

Was there no intermediate way? Wouldun't
it be possible for him to give the waruing n
gsecret—in such a way that Nelson Lee whuld
know the ¢truth, and that Nixon would
remain in ignorance of the informer?

Jake racked his wits to think of a method.

|

1

You can’'t mean to.

And it wasn't long before he arrived at «
solution. His eyes gleamed as he gazed down
at Nixon to sce if the man was sleeping
soundly.

“I'll do it!'"" muttered Jakec. ‘* An’ if yomn
rumble the wheeze—well, you can blamed
well do your worst. Anyhow, I ain't goir’ to
| gee them good people be seat to death by v
swine o' your sort!’

It did not take Starkey long to find an odd
piece of plain paper in one of his pockets.
Then, with the stump of a pencil, he wrota
down a few words. They satisfied him, and
he carefully folded the paper up into «a
narrow gpill, and tied it round with a pirce
of string. He had no envelope, and he wished
to make the “ letter '’ as private ae possibie.

He placed it in a handy pocket, and then
reclined on his mattress again. He did not
sleep, however, but waited for the dawn to
break. - Daylight came at last, and J:uke
remained in the tent until therc were signs
of activity outside. .

But just as he waa about to emerge, Nicon
stirred and yawned.

*““You up, Jake?' he asked. ¢ Bit nf a
change, ain’'t it? I generally have to shake
you to a jelly afore you get fully alive'!”

““I—I couldn't sleep, cap'n,”” said Starkey

“ Thinkin' of Neleon Lee’'s fate?” ex
claimed the captain. * You're a chickeu-
hearted hound, Starkey—that's vour troubic.
I don’t s8'pose you can help it, 60 I won't eny
nothin’.”’ |

“ I ain't chicken-‘earted,”” growled Jake.
““I'm agin murder—that's all{"

Nixon scowled.

‘“‘Don’'t make such & free use o' that
word,”’ he snapped. ‘' An’' don’'t be auch «

pig-headed fool' Ain't we lookin’ arter our-
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selves thia trip? What's to happen if we let
this chance elip by?” : .

‘“ We might lift the treasure wi’out killin’
he 1A .

* What happened the last time—back in
that forest?’’ demanded Nixon. * We had
the bunch prisoners, an’ everything was O.K.
Then Lee come along in that acroplane. Lee
come alonz an’ messed up everything! He
won’t do it no more—I'll see to that, Jake!
We*can’t afford to lose the game now. We've
staked everything on it, an’ victory ain’t
coin’ to be snatched out of our hands!”

Jake grunted and turned away.

* Do as you like, cap'n,’”’ he growled. ‘1
can't alter you."” '

An hour had elapsed heforc Starkey found
the opportunity for which he was waiting.
Nixon went out of the tent, and walked away
towards the town of Zambi—ior the camp
was on the outskirts.

Zambi was a large town, but the casis was
ten timcs larger. It was a mass of green
amid the everlasting drab of the desert.

Jake walked about until he sightcd a small
Arab boy. After some little difficulty bhe
managed to make the urchin understand that
he was to take the note to thc camp of the
white men.

The boy wemt on his errand, and Starkey
breathed na sigh of relief..

*“It’s all I gan do, any’ow,’”’ he muttered.
““1 'ope to ’'edven that the note gits into
Mr. Lee's 'ands afore the start! 7They're

makin’ ready now, and there ain’t much time
to waste, by wot I can see.”

Starkey was right. The aeroplane was
already being prepared for the flicht to Kl
saira, and there was much activity in the
camp.

I was standing by the acroplane, watching
Nclson Lee at work—for there were various
liitle adjustments to make before the start.
Tommy Wateon was there, too. But the
other  juniors—Handforth, Tregellis-West,
t:rey, Burton, and Trotwood, were still in the
camp—probably waiting for breakfast.

Umlosi was bustling about, busy with his
Arabs. And Dr. Brett was by no means idle.
For the start was to be made that morning—
the start acrose the desert. Nelson Lee had
obtained all the information possible concern-
ing the location of E]l Safra, and he and
Brett reckoned that the oasis ought to be
fownd without much difficulty.

‘* You've got the best of it, you bounder!”
caid Watson, thumping my. back. ‘‘ Haven't
you got room for Montie and I in this
machine? It’s big enough, goodness knows!™
he added, gazing up at the giant twin-
ergined biplane. | ,

“*It’s big enough to take a dozen pas
sengere—or even twenty—under ordipary con-
ditions,” 1 replied. *‘ 8he’s got engines ot
seven hundred horse-power, and her nominal
specd s about ninety miles an hour.” =

“ It the giddy thing is capable of taking
twenty, I don’t see any reason why we
‘shouldn’t all go by air,’’ exclaimed Watson—
‘“ Umloal and Dr. Brett, and all the other
chaps—"'

|
|
i
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‘*“My dcar old son, must I explain every-
thing to you again?’’ 1 asked patiently.
* I've already pointed out the facts to Hand-
forth—twenty or thirty times. This aero-
plane is a big one, and it can carry a large
number of passengers. But for this particular
trip the normal passenger-carrying space 13
taken up by extra petrol tanks——"’

‘“ Yes, I know that,”” said Watson. ]

“ Then what the dickens are you jawing
about?”” I demanded. * There’s enough
petrol on board cven now to carry the
machine well over seven hundred miles. AbG
a pinch, and with favourable winds, she might
he able to do nine hundred, if the engines
are run economically. I don’t supbpose we
shall use half the amount of petrol we are
carrying; we shall arrive back at the yacht
with a four-hundred-mile supply left. But
it’s far better to carry too much than too
little. One never knows, Tommy. It’s better
to be safcguarded. So that’s why only three
can go by aeroplane. We could take four, no

] doubt, and I'll ask the guv’nor if you can

come——'

Watson ehook his head.

““No jolly fear!” he said. “ I wouldn't go
without Montie—or the other chaps.”

“ Then that settles it,”” I said. ** You can’t
all go—so the best thing is to lcave the
arrangements as they are. And you needn’t
worry. You'll be in El Safra some time
to-morrow—it’s only a short trip.”’

‘“ You’ll be there an hour or two after you
atart!”’ said Tommy Watson—* and that's
allowing for going out of your way, too.™

Nelson Lee was busy with the engines, sece-
ing that everything was in trim. And,
mceanwhile, Edward Oswald Handforth stood
outside his tent, regarding the whole scene
about him with much interest.

And while he was standing there a dirty
little Arab boy came up hesitatingly,
paused, and stared at Handforth.

“ Well, kid, what’s wrong with
asked Handforth.

The dusky child anade no reply.

** Lost your tongue?’”’ asked Handforth,
being apparently under the impression that
is words could be understood. *‘‘1f you
stand there staring at me, you cheeky
bounder, I'll give you a thick ear!”

The boy approached, rather to Handforth's
surprise, and held out his grubby hand.
Handforth saw that a small roll of paper,
tied with string, lay in the open palm.

‘“* What’'s that?’’ asked Handforth curi-
ously. |

He walked forward, picked the roll of
paper up, and was about to unfasten the
string when he saw some faint pencilling on
the edge. He examined it closely, and then
made out the words: ** For Mr. Nelson Leg—
Urgent."’

**T wonder who the dickens this is from?”
Handforth muttered. ** Look here, kid, you've
got to tell me——"’

Handforth paused and stared.

‘““ Why, the young ass has gone!’ he ex-
claimed, gazing after the running figure of
the Arab boy. ‘1 wonder if this is some

you?”’
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*giddy trick? Tn any case; °d better take the
note to Mr. Lee ™ '

And Handforth started off from the cwxmp
- to the flat atretch of ground where the wwro-
-plane w9 standing.

But Handforth didn't rcach the
once.

‘He was just passing anotber tent when Hir
Mountie Tregellis-West emerged with Jack
Grev and Tom Burton.

“ Bha'n’t be long before we're oft now,’
remarked Grey. * Ol course, if any follow
likes. he can stay behind in Zambi until the
-party returnsa. What are you going to do,
-H:andforth?*’

* Oh, stay behmd of course,’
forth sarcastically.

Sir Montie raised hie elegant eyoebrows.

“ Begad! You am’t serious, dear old boy?"
he asked mildly.
© ' Of course ['m not serious, you prize
ass'!’’ said Handforth. * [ wouldn’'t miss the
-trip for quids. We didn’t have a sandstorm
on .the first desert journey, and it'a quibe
likely_that we shall be lucky this time.”

** Luckv?'' asked Grey.

“ Yes."

“To run jnto a sandstorm?”

“Of course,’’ said Handforth

“ Shiver my tops'ls!” grinned Tom [ur:
ton.” * You’ve pot queer ideax abont sand-
storms, messmate! Why, if we run 1ato Aa
‘eyclone of that kind we shall be ¢apsized
with all hands!"’

 Rats!'* said Handforth. " I've often read
About sandstorms, and [ reckon -it would be
x ripping experience. 8and cverywhere, you
know. It fills the air, and chaps have a
‘difficulty in breathing. Bub it doean’t last
long, and they say it's a glor:oua teeling to
‘breathe the fresh air afterwards!”

“ That sandstorm wasn‘t a very bad one,”
said Grey. ** And don't forget that 1t only
happencd in a story, Handy."’

“* Yes, but it WAaA taken from real life- -"
¢ \'ery likely,”” interrupted Grey. ‘' But
you've qot to remember that in a story the
author can make the storm blow over before

spot ab

-anybody gets kiled or hurt. In real hfe
it's dlﬂermnt—sandstorm areq’t aslways 80
obliging.”’ F

“Oh, rats!'' saaid -Handforth  “ In this

part of the desert they don’t last long.”

. ** They never last very long,”’ said Jack.
““ But ‘whole - caravans--numbering hundvseds
—have been completely wiped out before now
—in the space of ten minutea or so. The
African simoom is a terror."

‘““The African which?” asked Handforth.

¢“ Simoom."’

‘“That's wrong, you
¢ [t's simoon.’’

‘“ Well, I've heard it called  simoom——"'

“It doesn’t matter to me what you've
“heard Ih cailed;”’ argued Handforth. ' [ know
what I’ m talking ahout, and [ say the right
word is ‘ simoon.’ *

‘“*Begad! It doesn’t really matter which,”
opserved Sir Montie ' P#rsonally, { consider]
that Jack i3 correct-—-"' :

i

a83.”' 3aid Handy.

' aaid Hmd-r

<aravan,

"smiltngly.

{ to the pepper.

genialty.

O EL SAIRA y

,

“ Boah ! anapped Handforth. ' Leok hers,
we'll ask Dro Brett he onght to know!'™

The doctor was near by, and he
called

“ Which i3 rigat, doctor -* simoom °  nv
‘aimoon ' asked  Jack  (Grey, grinning
“[Tandforth says that * simoom ' is weong. ™’

'S0 tb is weong,”’ said Handforth,

Dr. Brett chuckied..

** Ancther argument, eh?” he asked
o Well. ae it lmppons. yon're both right!"’

" Ha, ba, hat™

- How «an we both be rlght
H'mth' ataring.

‘The word can be apelt in two ways
that's all,”” smiled Dr. Brett. * Yon can
please yoursclves which one you ne -and |
hope we sgha'n’t have an experiencg af onc
I'vo never been in & simnom, and [ never
want to be."”’

‘““RBut think of the excitcment,
tected Handforth.

‘*“ And think of the danger to the whol
" said Brett grimly. ‘A aandstorm
13 the terror of the desert, Handiorth. But
we don't want to diacuss sich a subject
Breakfast is ready —'

*Oh, good!"’

80 the matter waaz dropped -and Hand
furth completely forgot to deliver that vital
note to Nelann {o He had placed it in his
pocket soon after mm-tmg Nir Montie and the

wal

sir?" asked

sir!"" pra

~others; and 1t was there atill

Perhaps Handy could not be blamed.
~He did not know the nature of the note,
and it did not strike him that It was im
portant. [t is little things, auch as thige, that
sometimea amount to a matter of life and
death.

We were a merrey party at breakfaat,

““ Wall, boys, we start on the Ilaat stiee
of the tnp this morning.” eaid Nelson Leo
‘1t any of you fcel inclined to
atay behind here in Zambi, vou are at liberty
to do 80.”’

‘* Rather not, sir'"’

* Wc're .all going on to Bl Safra!”’

““To the treasure, begad!” murmurcd Sir
Montie.
“The treasure!” asmiled Lee. “There

' might not be one, Montie.”

‘* Woe can loek for it, at ail events, dear
old boy,’’ aaid Tregellis-West, helping bhimself
“[—I mean, Mr. Lee' Begad’

Sorry, 8ir!’’

Nelson Ler chuckled.

. There is no reason why you should not
call me ‘dear old boy,” Montie,”” hc eanid
“ We are not at St. Frank's now - -
and I should regard it as a complimment.’’

“ But it's frightfully familiar, sir,”
teated Montie.

‘“ Nonsense!"' said the guv'nor, ax we all
grinned. ** Well, our plans arc made--so far
as any plans can be wmade. Dorrie and
Nipper and I start in the aeroplane within
the hour: and you others will comc on at A
slower pace-—"'

‘* At about half a2 mile an hour, instead of
a hundred!'’ muttered Handforth.

“ Oue obicet will bé to lnZate the 0asis.”

pro-
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wient on Lee.  We shall do so casily, |
imngine, Jor-I shall fly at a big helght, and
the desert will be visible for scores of miles.
We shall land on the oasis of El Safra, ir
there o a suitable Janding-place——"'

** But our machine can land almost any-|
where, wir -cven in the soft saund,”” 1 broke
in. * She's fitted with special wheels, andh
runners.”’

‘** Quite so, Nipper,”" agreed Nelson Lee.
‘* But the sand may be bumpy and uneven,
and I shall not risk a smash. We need not
dizcues the point, however. If we make a
landing as -I belicve we aball, we. shall
make camp at omce, and scarch for the trea-
sure. To-morrow 1 shall aseend in the aero-
plane, and look out for you good people.”

** That's toppiug, sir,” said Fenton,

'* You, of course, will see the acroplane,’”
went ou the guv'nor. * So you will have a

2nide, and it will be easy for you to arrive
at yonr destination. After a short rest at
El Safra we shall return here—and thence
aovnss the desert again to the coast.’™

‘*Quite a mnmico Jittle programme,”
Dr. Brett. ‘

** Thou art confldent, O Umtagati,’”’ pnt in
Vinlosi, in his deep, rumbling voice. ‘It is
well that thou should be so.™

“ Hallo—hallo!”' esaid Dorrie. ‘*Is the
voal-box goin' to be chcerful for once? He
gcenerally sees blood an' hones, an’ red mista
-wim hefore his eyos before we start on a
trip into unknown territory. But this time
he's confident. Bravo!"

Umloei rcvealed his perfect white teeth in
a hroad smile.

** Thou hnst mistaken my meaning, N'Kase,
my {fther,”” he said. * [t ts well that Umta-
vati, the wisard, should be eonfident. For 1
fear that this journey will be tilled with ¢vil
and dangers—'"'

“Oh, my hat!"’ groaned Dorrimorc. * 1'v¢
ktarted him off!"’

* Nay., N'Kose,” said Umlosl gravely. * 1
put spcak what is in mny mind. Ere we return
to the great ship of N'Kose (Grey, which even
now s lying at rest, we¢ shall pass through
many, many adventures—thou more than I.
For thou art travelling in the big machine
wiiich flics even as the bird. And thou wilt
Ay far into strange countries hefore the end
comes.”’

“*The end?” 1 asked, ataring.
mean the end of ua?”

. ** Nay, Manzie, I mean not that,” rymbled

6aid

“Do you

Unilogi. ** Thou wilt live.”’,
* Well, that's something,”” I said. ' But I
Jon’t believe in all thls business. You're

giddy fraud, Umlosl. You don’'t know what’s
going to happen any more than we do!”’

‘* Doesn’'t he, though,” said Dorrie. ¢ I've
becn with the old rascal ip the darkest parts
of the African farest—I've been with him in
Bornreo, and goodness knows where else. An'
be menerally manages to foretell things. Not
accurustely, of course, but bhe mflvea 2 hary
outline, just to make me comfortable. He
sces an’' gore—an’ then 1 know there’s
troutle comh’. Another time be sees blue
skics an’ hcaps of huitin’—an’ then it'’s all

rfon the
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screne. Oh, he’s hot stuff! T suppose it’s his
hally instinct.’’

** Well, if bhis instinet is right this tine,
we shall fly into strange countries,’”’” .1
obscrved. ‘* That doesn’t sound very cheer-
ful. But, of course, El Safra will be a strange
country to us—so Umlosi’s rigltt in any case.”

And that, prapably, was the true explana-
tion of the Kutana chief’s * visions.’”” He
never foretold anything definite; and when
A party starts out into unknown country
there js generally a good deal of adventure.
So Umlosi, the cunning old &coundrel, made
himseH into a' prophet on the cheap. But
we all knew him and his little ways—and we
all admired him. He was the real goods.

After breakfast there was much activity.

Neleon Lee did mot mean to waste any
time. The aeroplane was all in readiness,
and Dorrie, the guv’'nor, and I were not long
in taking our places. The others stood by,
rcady to watch the start.

l\Tl:er'e were two other white men watching
also.

Captain Nixon and Jake Starkey were both
look-out—Jake with his mind filled
with apprehension, and NiXon quivering with
triumph and gloating. At last he was to see

| the last of his chief enemies!

* There they go, Jake!' he said at last.
“ By jinks! hey’ll never come down again
alive! 1t’s the finish of 'em.”’

** You r%}lrderou& dog!’’ muttcred Starkey.

“ Eh? hat’s that?”’

** Oh, nothin’, cap'n!’’ growled Jake, turn-
ing away.

The big biplane rose beautifully from the
ground under Nclson Lee’s guidance. She
soarced aloft, and those below waved fare-
wells. Dorrie and I were both leaning out
of our seats, watching the ground.

And after rising to a height of two thou-
sand feet, Nelson Lee directed the machine’s
nose due east—for that was our direction.
We were soon over the desert, and the oasis
of Zambhi grew emaller and smaller.

Those who were left behind felt rather
lonely after our departure. We had gone

into the unknown.
sight of 'em;”’ said

‘“ Wel, .we've lost
Handforth at last. ‘° We shall be starting
soon. I suppose?”’

‘* Within an houar, I think,”” said Tommy
Watson. -

‘*Good!”’ exclaimed Handy. ' We don’t
want to hang about here—— Why, what
the—— Hallo! Great pip?!”’ -

He stared dazedly at something which he
bhad just taken from his pocket. :

‘* What's that?’’ asked Watson. :

‘“Bogad! It looks like a piece of paper,”
gaid Sir Montie mildly.

“ It's—it’s a mnote!’ gasped Handforth.

‘“ Oh, my goodness! And Mr. Lee’s gone! 1
ought to have given it to him——" .

'“ That dirty-looking acrap of paper?’”
yelled Watson. *‘‘ What the- dickens are you
talkin’ about, you silly juggins?’’ ~

Handforth glared.

' Are you caling me a juggins?’' he roared.

“Yes, I am!” snapped Wataeon, v



THE TREASURE OF EL SAI'RA

% I'm dashed if you're mot right, too!”
admitted Handforth abruptty—much to the
others’ surprise. ‘‘I am & . juggine—I['m a
ior etful jackass, and a burbling lunatic!”
e. Jumora grinned.

‘“Well, I'm glad you know all this,
Handy,'' remarked Grey. ‘ We've konown ib
for years, but—""

“ Oh, don't rot now!' said Handforth, look-
ing worried. ‘I dou’t know who this note is
from, and I don't suppose it’s important—
ulthouﬂ*h it is marked urgent; but I feel
pretty “rotten because I didn’t give it to Mr.
Lece bofore he left.”

** But who could send Mr. Lee a notc in
this place?’ asked Grey curiously.

** How do I know, you ass!’ demanded
Handforth. ‘' In any case, it was your f{ault,
Grey, that I forgot 14.”

‘“My fault!’”’ cxclalmcd Jack.

““ Of course it was! Didn't you stari thab
argument about the simoom—"'

“No, I didn’t!"’ said Grey. ‘' You atarted
it, you duffer' You can spell it with live
‘0’7" if you want to—it docan’t matter to
me. If that note was given to you to de-
liver to Mr. Lee, you ought to have done it.
You'd better let Dr. Brett sec it now.”

The doctor was not far off, and the juniors
were soon talking to him' Handforth lost no
time in explaining how lie had received -the
note, and thow it was that he had forgotten
to deliver ib.

“ Well, it’s very curious,'’ said Brett. ‘' I'd
better read it, and eee what the trouble 1s.
Who it can be from is beyond me.”

He slipped the string off, and unfolded
thie paper. Then, as he read, his face be-
came pale, and a look of terrible worry
entered his eyes. The boys could casily see
that something was wrong.

* What is it, sir?’’ asked Grey quickly.

‘““My dear boy, I don't know—I hardly
dare to think!"” exclaimed Dr. Brett huskily.
“ sreat heavens! Your memory, Handforth,
might probably cost Mr. Lee and those writh
Liim their lives!"”

Handforth stared.

*“[—1—I don’t underatand, sic,”
mered.

** Read this note—yes, all of you,” raid the
doctor hoarsely It ia from that man Jakg

he stam-

'-it'lrkev-—--

“But he isn’t in ?1mb| gir.”’

‘“ He 18, Watson,’ exclaimed the doctor
quickly. ** Mr. Leo encountered him last

night—he acbually saved the man’a life—
and it scemns that Starkey is grateful. For
he has sent a3 word ofwarning in this note.”’

** A warning against what, sir?”

“ You'll see if you read,'” said Brett. * Mr.
-Lee and 1 toek all precautions against Cap-
tain Nixon, and | was especially warned to
‘keep on the alert. Lee did not even imagine
that any attempbt would be made to tamper
with the acroplane.'

‘““Oh, my hat!'® panted Jack (rey

He and the othera seized the note and
read it. It was quite shorf, and the writiig

‘was had - But 1t was clear enough, and t ran |

s follows :

11

“ Mr. Nelsan Lee,

NMixon has weekened the comtrols of t(he
airoplane. 1 couldn’t stop him. For hstens
sake look at everything before you start fiy-
ing. 1 felt I had to warn you. ‘lhank:n’
you for saving my life.

JAKE STARKEY.”

‘““ Don't you understand, boys?’ asked th-
doctor. © Starkey sent ‘this note withou®
Nixon being aware of it—-he did not dare t»
let his confederate know what he had dene.
So he sent the message in the hands of a

!‘

small native boy—imagining that it won'd
gct into Mr. Lee’s hands at once.”
Handforth was as pale as a sheet.
‘“ And so it would have done, sir, If my
memory hadn't been 380 rotten.,” he ¢x
claimed, breathing hard. ‘' Oh, I—=1 don’'t

know what to say—"'

‘““ We aro all quite certain, Handforth. th:t
you are nobt to be hlamed,” put in Brot:
softly. *‘ You thought the note of no cons-
quence, and so you did not zive it the atter
tion it descrved. This warning is now us:-
less, rince it haa arrived after the acr.
plane has left.”

** But she flew beautifully, sir,” said Wat
80N.

‘“ Exactly." agreed the doctor. * But you
must remember that there veas mo partu.uhr

strain. It is whengthe aeroplane 15 diving
that the danger will be greatest. And then,
of course, the mdi hine will crach  to
earth——"'

“ Don’'t talk about it, eir.”" ganted Jland
forth huskily. *' Can't we get o NN oncet
They might be forced to dP%ccnd and we
shall be ablc to help them.’

‘“We will go at the
momeont,'’ declared Brett.

The news soon spread througzh jhe whole

{

carliest poszible

party. And for a certain time cofqsternation
| reigned. But in the bustle of starting out

into the desert the worry was somce hat for
gotten.

But everybodv was filled with anxiety. And
Dr. Brett, at least, feared the worst.

e

CHAPTER 1IV.
TAE TREASURE OF FI BAFRA.

i AN D—morc saad—and still more sand’

- That is all- that I could sce when 1
looked beyond the wings and tail of
the aeroplane itself.

We were flying over the desert, with
great sands lnclow us, and with the aun
shining out of a cloudlensa eky above. We
-were high up, and the air was quite detight-
fully cool.

This. at all events, was a comfort, and wr
appreciated it. The big biplane had been
'ﬁ’)&:g for nearly an hour, but she had not
kept to a straight course: Nelson Lee had
zigzagged A good deal,- and we were ‘ull keep
ing our eyes well open for the tirst sicut ot
~Bl Safra.

‘“lt'e time we
iap 't ib, sie?’

the

caught sight of saomething.
[ asked at length.
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“ Yeos, we oucht to be within sight of El
Safra by this time,” said Nelson Lee. ‘1
don't think the oasis is muoh more than a
handred milcs from Zambi—it might be a
great dcal less, in fact.”

* Then why haven't we spotted 14?2

‘* Because we haven't flown in the right
direction, 1 presume,’’ replied the guv'nor.

Of course, this was no ordinary conversa-
tion. | was »itting in the cockpit beside
Neison Lec, and for some little time I had
been controlling the big machine. For she
was fittcd with dual control. Lord Dorrimore
sat behind, in loxury and comfort. 1 found
that the hiplane answered my touch beauti-
fully.

Even at such close quarters Nelson Lee and
1 found it necessary to yell at one another,
with our faces close togetber. There wae a
telophane, if we had cared to nse it. But we
didn't want to bc hampered by having the
rcccivers atrapped to our ears, and all the
rest of it.

~ She's golng wouderfully, sir,’”’ I sald
admiringly. ' These engines are spankers,
aren't they? All British, too! That's the
stufl to give 'em, eir!"

** The machine would not be goinﬁ.so well,
Nipper, if Captain Nixon had had his way,”
said Nclron Lee calmly. 1 said nothing

about it before the stagt, because 1 did nod |-

wish to cuuse any alarm.”

“Yon di:ln't say anything about what,
guv'nor?”

* This machine was tampered with during
the night,”’ zaid Lee grimly. ' I don’t know
if Nixan takes ame for a fool, but § sm cer-
tainly not foolish enough to atart on a flight
across the desert without glving the machine
a thorough examionation beforeband.’’

** (ireat Scott!"” 1 ejaculated. ‘' Do you
mean to aay that Nixon and Starkey
monkeyed with the eontrols, sir?®’

“* 1I'm not sure about Starkey—1 fancy he
had nothing to do with it; but Nixon cer-
tainly did monkey with the controls, as you
put it,”” replied Nclson Lee. ‘' Nixon aleo
laboured under a false impression that 1
should conmimence this flight without even
running my cye over the machine. I spent
three solid hours this morning, Nipper,
satisfying mysclf that all was right.”’

‘* And what damage did the rotter do”?”’ I
asked.

* Practically no actuosl damage,’”’ said the
guv'nor. 1 was ahle to make things right
very quickly—once [ had located the c¢xact
places where Nixon had been at work. The
machine is perfect now.”

So Dr. Brett and the others neced not have
been &0 concerned regarding our safety.
Nelson Lee would have told the doctor all
about it {f he had had any suspicion that
Starkey had written that note. But ®ow
was the guv’nor to guess such a thing?

Starkey, It secmed, was not such a bad
fcow, after all. And Simon Grell, who
was with Brett’'s party, was very pleased—
except for the fact that the guv'nmor and 1
and Dorrie seemed to be in danger.

Grell
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knew that his former friend was only too -
amxious to escape fromm Nixon’s influence.

“1 say, sir,”” I remarked, ‘* what a mur-
derous ruffan that chap must be!”

** Nixon, you wmean?”’ said Lee. ' Yes,
Nipper, you are quitg right. Nixon is cer-
tainly a dastardly stoundrel. Last night he

sent a gang of Arabs to knife me, and to-day
he wanted to see this machine crashed—or, at
least, he wanted us to crash far out in the
desert, beyond all help!”

‘* And should we have
hadn’'t spotted the damage?”’

‘*1 hardly think so, Nipper,”® replied the
guvnor. ** Nevertheless, we should have been
in grave difficulties, and I doubt if I could
have brought the aeroplane safely to eartb.
We should probably have had a ehaking,
and the machine would have been useless.’’

*Well, it's a good job you've got
sharp eyes, gir,”” I exclaimed. ‘‘ But wbhat's
wrong with the sky?’’ I went on. °' It’s be-
ginning to look a bit sickly, imm’t it? Look
at that yellowish haze!”

Nelson Lee glanced up.

“ There is probably an atmospheric disturb-
ance over towards the north,” he said. 1
don’'t think it will trouble us yet awhile,
Nipper. But you were talking about sharp
eyes just now. Where are yours?”’

‘““My eyes?’”’” I asked. * Why—— Oh! 1
see what you mean, sir!”

For there, clearly visible in the distance
ahead, was a hreak in the desert. A rock-
like hill jutted out of the cverlasting eand,
and near it there were distinct signs of green.
1 could even make out the waving heads of a
few palm-trees.

‘“El Safra!”’ I exchaimed.

‘* Undoubtedly,’”” said Nelson Lee. ‘It is
the only oasis in this region—and 1t is a spot
which is always avoided. There is no drink-
ing water in Kl 8afra, my boy—eo it is use-
less for caravans to visit the place. It is
right out of the track of all the recognised
CATAYAN routcs.”’ —.

1 became aware that Lord Dorrimore was
waving his arms wildly, and shouting to us.
He had seen the oasis, too, and was trying to
attract our attention—believing, apparently,
that our own eyes were ueeless.

“* All right, rrie,”” 1 yelled. ‘' We’'ll be
there in a jifly!”

§d wasn't far wrong, for we were soon 8oar-
ing in circles roand the oasis. It was a very
small affair, being no wider than a mile at
any portion, and about half a mile across, on
the average.

The rocks rore sheer out of the sand at one
place, forming a high wall. And in a hollow,
sheltered by the rocks, grew palm-trees and
coarse grass and vegctation. It was un-
doubtedly a place to avofd.

Nelson Lee switched off the engines, and
allowed the big biplane to glide down towards
the oasls. '

‘ Do you think we can land, sir?’’ I asked.

“l don't know; but we shall foon find
out,” Lee replied.

Two hundred feet from the 'ground the
engines were awitched on again, and the

crashed—if jyou
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1. Nelson Lee's fork had struck something hard in the soft sand.
2. Ina s'ocond, it seemed, the terrible simoom was upon the adventurers,
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throttlo was opened just aufliciently to give
the aeroplane ‘‘ way.”” We roared along,
examining the ground intently.

Then round we came, and again the enginea
were silenced.

‘““ We'll chance it, said the
cuv’'nor.

We glided lower and lower, struck the
cround gently, bumped jerkily over an un-
~vcn patch, sprang inlo the air again, and
then came down with a flop which strained
the wires considerably.

“By gad!"” said Dorric. * That's done
somcethin’, hasn't it?"

But Nclson Lee was too busy to reply. He
l:ad not allowed the engines to stop, and
they werc now opencd vp again, and we
** taxied ' over the cround towards the high
wall of rock.

We found that the surface was much better
further on; indeed, there would be no difli-
culty in taking off, when the time came. And
it was a comfort, to know that our rather
heavy landing had done no damage.

“Well, we've got here,” [ said,
climbed to the ground. *‘ My hat!
terrifically hot?'

“Did you expect tn find
voung 'up?’’ asked Dorrimore. *‘ This place
i+ a rotten hole, you know. I%'s a wonder
to me that anythin’ lives here—any vegcta-
tion, T mean.”

“ There are a good many similar places
dotted about the various African deserts,”
aaid Nelson Lee. I don’t think this oasis
is really called Bl Safra. FEither Sir Craw-
ford Urcy named it, or it was christened by
the poor fellow who died of thirat, after
concealing his treasure of precious stones.”’

** Yes, there's the treasure to look for,
sir,”” I remarked. ‘I suppose you've brought
that locket with you?”

** No, Nipper, 1 have not,’”’ 3aid Lee.

*“Then we're helpless!'’ 1 shouted.

“ Upon my soul!" churkled the guv'nor
‘““ Here's somebody c¢lse who takes me for a
simpleton! I have not got the locket, Nipper,
but I have the directions —translated into
English—in my pocket-book. Brett has the
eame, o there is not much prospect of our
missing the prize—-if it really exisis.”’

Before starting on the ararch, we refreshed
oursclves withessandwiclics and draughts of
cold water. There was a plentiful suapply
of water on board--and we necded it, too.

" There's somcthing wrong wlth the sky,
eir,’’ 1 declared, after a while. ** It’a not 80
blue as uaunal, and the sun looks ill. And the
air’s positively awful—as heavy as lead.”

Nelson lee nodded slowly.

**Yes, I'm afraid there's
coming,’”’ he said.
he in the thick of it, tco. What a piece of
iufernal luck il they are hit by one of those
8imooms."’

{'(lOln, it won’t be as bad as that, sir,”” 1
gaid.

But T wasn't so sure,

The search for the treasure was not parti-
cularly exciting. According to the meagre
instrnctions which had been scratched upon

Nipper,''

[an't 1t

icebergs here,

as I

somcth_ingi
‘““ Qur fricnds on foot will
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the looket, the loot was to be found buried In
the sandy earth at the foot of a rock
‘ which was quite round,”’ and with ‘' the
top of a table.”” The exact spot was on
that side of the round rock which faced the
opon desert.

Now these insgtructions were by no meana
explicit. There might be scores of round
rocks, for all we knew. But thc directions
were there, and we could not alter them.

However, the task proved to be simple.

We had not been searching for more than
fifteen minutes when Nelson Lee stood upon a
slab of stone, and pointed.

‘“ Where are our eyes?’” hc asked. ‘‘ Look
at that rock, Dorrie!”’

‘““By jingo!"' said Dorrie. * That looks a

| likely tellow—eh?""

The rock which Lee had pointed out stood
quite olone, and isolrted from the other
jagged spikes. Owing to the dull back:
ground, howcver, we had not seen it easily.
Approaching, we saw that the rock wase, in-
deed round, and the top was perfectly Hat--
similar to a ghant tree which has becn cut
down half-way up the trunk.

*“That's it, for a cert.!” I declared.

‘““ Facing the open deosert,”” said Nelson Lee.
“That c¢an only be this way.”

We had hrought tools with us, and the
cuv'nor and I were soonr at work. Dorrio
stood looking on, and giving advice—which,
of course, was not needed, even if it hbad
been sensible.

‘** Hot work, sir,”” I panted at last.

‘““We may have $o dig much deeper-—-'
began Lee. “ Bubt wait! What is this?”

I paused, as his fork struck something in
the soft earth. The next moment wc all
scrambled round. Nelson Lee was holding o
goatskin water-bag—such as are carried by
camels across the desert.

And this bag was not empty, althoueb it’
contained no water.

*Open it, sir!”" I exclaimed huszkily.

‘““ Steady. younz ‘un—stecady!”” was Lee’s
calm remurk. - “ Don’'t get excitced. This
water-skin ccrtainly looks promising, but we
must not be too surc. Huve you goi a knife
haundy?”

“ Herc you are, sir,”” I said promptly

‘““This bag i3 not in a very cxcellent con-
dition,”” went on the guv'nor drily, ““ &80 we
shall do no harm in slashing it open. Dear
me! We sha’'n't want your knifc after all,
Nipper. The skin is 6o rotten that I can tear
it."” ., _

The bag practically came apart in his
hands, and the next moment we were staring
at a pile of glittering stones which lay re.
vealed. Some of them were cut, and some
uncut, but all were without settings.

‘“ Diamonds!"”’ ejaculated Dorrie calmly---

.** diamonds an’ emeralds—an’ rubies, by gad!

An’ they're prize sort of rubies, too!"

‘:?My hat!'' I gasped. ‘' Are they genuine,
8ir?"’

Nelson Lece examined several of the stones
very closely before he replied. Then he
tooked up and smiled.

‘“ Yes, Nipper, they are certainly genuine,™

.
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he replied. ‘< Theze rubies arc among the
best 1 have ever seen. The whele collection
is not much more than a pocketful—and a
small pocket at that; but it is cxtremety
valuable.”

* How much do you reckom the stones are
worth, sir?’’ I asked.

1% is a difficult matter to decide off-
hand.” replied Nelson Lee. * But these
jewels would certainly be worth three bun-
dred thousand to any enterprising diamond
mcerehant of Hatton Garden. With these to
handle, he would probably make over a hun-
dred thousand profit himself, in addition.”

I whistled.

™ That’s not far off half a millian,” 1 ex-
elaimed, with a deep breath. ‘‘ Well, dash
it all, it was worth all the risk to bag this
prize, sir.”’

* 1t was, indeed,” agreed Nelson Lee. ‘1
had no idea it would turn out to be so
mharnificent. Fifty thowsand was the utmost
I had allowed myself to hope for. This trip
will add greatiy to the riches of the whole
party—{or Sir Crawford intends that we shall
at! partictpate in the sharimg.”

Nelson Lee took charge of the treasure.
He slipped the whole collection of stones
into a leather bag, and plaeced it in his
pocket. Then bhe took .a piece of chalk from
his pocket, and approached the rceK pillar.

Upon it be cerawled, in plain letters:

'* Treasure recovered by ms. All hopes ex-
ceeded. Do not trouble to seareh. We are
quite all right. NELSON LEE.”

‘““What's that for, §ir?”’ I asked. ,

“* We may not be here when the other
party arrives—although I {fully expect we
shall bhe,”’ replied the guv'nor. * However,
this chalking was a short task, and it may
save Brett a lot of tronble if we don't
happen to be on the spot. To-morrow we
shall ecout round—and there i just a possi-
bility that we shall get lost!” he added,
with a smile. .

It was aleo possible that Nelson Lee sus-
pected something else. The weather was
looking very curious, and there was no doubt
that scmething umrpleasant was brewing.
Even if we didn’t catch it, the -other party

might.
We had practically decided to make a
little camp when the sun became much

duller, and ve were all aware of a most
curious moan which came out of the distance.
There was no wind, and the silence was abso-
futely terrible. That moaning sound seemed
to be isolated, somehow, from the silence of
the desert.

“Tt is caused by the wind, Nipper,” said
Nelson Lee. *‘A terrible wind, which is
blowing along many miles distant from here.
Possibly it will miss us altogether. Let us
hopé¢ e0.”” |

“* We don’t wapt it,’’ said Dorrie lazily.

“ But we might get it, all the same,” 1
remarked.

‘And we did. |

Not half an hoar had elapsed befere the
storma was upon us. But it was net mueh of

-

+

|

|
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an affair—mot half so bad as I had antici.
pated. The wind had sprung uwp suddenly,
and almest before we could look round the
air was thick with clouds of sand.

But we were saved by the high masecs of
rcck whieh jutted up from the groomd. The
storm came across the desert in such a way
that the rocks kept us and the seroplanc in a
kind of vacuum. We only received a few
eddies of the actual storm, agd saffered
scarcely any discomfort.

And it wag over less than ten minutee
afterwards.

It passed acrozs the desert like a tornado
sweeps the country in parts of the United
States. But this was altogether guieker in
aotion. With the passing of the &torm the
sky cleared, and the sun shome with ail ita
usual brillianece. 1t was now eveningy, and
the sun was low.

‘“ Well, that wasn’t :nuch to shont aboat,”
I remarked. *‘ It wa:n't half e0 bad as a
good old thunderstorm in the Old Country.”

““ You overlook ths iact, Nipper, that we
were fortunately placed,”™ sadd Lec. ‘' Had
we been on the opea desert you would not
have said that the storm was lght. Ten
mmutes oi that is enough to wipe owt a
whole caravan—and [ am rather worried
about our f{friends.”

" Perhaps it didn't strike their path at all,
sir.”

** Perhaps not; but, in any case, I iutend
to take action at once,” said the guv'nor.
“ We will go up in the acroplane, and scout
round. We have an abundant supply of
petrol, and the flicht to Zamhi ijtself i3
pothing mucn. We will certainly go up immme-
diately.”’

And all preparations were made.

But, meanwhile, the other party had, in-
deed, met with grave trouble.

We in El Safra had not felt the eting ot
the simoom; but they, on the optm desert,
had a diflerent story to tell.

~ CHAPTER V.
THE TERROR OF THE DESERJ.

ol ERHAPS they’re aH dead by this
time!"’ said Handforth gloomily.
** Oh, don’t be so jolly gloomy,"
growled Watson.
‘““How can I be jolly, you ass, if I'm
gloomy?” demanded Haudforth, who was
always ready for an argument. 1 wish

‘you’d speak decent Engliah!"

The truth was the whole party was in a
rtate of * nerves.” The uincertainty regard-
iIng the fate of Nelson Lee, Dorrie, an'
myself kad caused everybody in Dr. Brett's
party to be worried and anxious,

If they had only known that th~ guv'nor
had detected Nixon's villamy!

But they didn’t know, and thelr greatest
wish was to arrive at the oasis as quickly as
possible. Therefore the camels were urged
to go their fastest—and this was not a very
casy task. [For eamels are obstinate brutes,
and will orly 2o if the it takes them.
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The marnch waz quite succesaful daring the
~reater part of the firzt day. Brett reckoned
ty be at Kl Safra by the following morning,
it all went well. It sccmed, however, that
-all would not go well.

For the sky began to look ominous soon
after midday had passed.

“* Wau! 1 like not the appearance of the
suan, my master!” exclaimed Umlosi, who
was riding ngxt to Dir. Brett at the head of
the expedition. * Methinks thcre is trouble
not far distant. I am sorely disturbed in
mind.”

** There's a sandstorm brewing somewhere,
Vimlosi,”’ said Brett. * But it will very prob-
ably miss us altogether. Let’s hope 8o, at all
cvents.”’

Through the afternoon the party continued
its trek across the endless sands. And the
air became hotter and more humid. Every-
hody was in a state of discomfort, but the
water supply was plentiful. And this eased
matters a lot. ‘

When the sun was getting low in the
hecavens the first real sign of the approach-
ing trouble bocame manifest. The camels]
were  irritable  and  restless—althouegh, of
course, therc was nothing very remarkable
i this. Camels are never particular about
thxeir manners.

But just at present they weres more obsti-
naite than usual, and it was quitec clear that
they knew more aboilt the weather signa than
we did. The Arabs with us, who had beenﬂ
nledding  along calnfly all the afternoon,
advised a halt.

“What's up now?” demanded Handforth,
~ho was with the other juniors. * What the
dickens do we want to atop herc for? We're
_not going to camp now—there's hours of day-
light left.”” '

Simon Greil,

the sky.

" T reckon there's something bad on the
way, sir,” he romarked. “ I don't like the
look of the sky at all. We're going to have
a change for the worse—an® I reckon it'll
be @ mighty quick change.”

“ Oh, .it's nothing, surely?” =zaid QGrey. |

But the Arabs knew more about it than
the S8t. Fiank's juniors. The horizon on al
. sides had vanished into a thick coppery haze,
“and it was difficult to say where the sky
ended and where the desert began. They
seemed to be merged.

And the sun, low down in the heavens, had
taken on an ominous, hronze hue. The s.l:yj1
iteelf was dull yellow.

“1 fear that dJdisaster will overtake uas, if
we do not make all haste to afford ourselves
protection,’’ said Umlost solemnly. ¢ It is
not my wish to cast gloom over all, but these
.xigns ir the heavens are too plain to be
ignored. We are in a strange country, and I
like it not."’

“ It isn't very pl2asant, I'll agree,” said
Fenton. ‘

** Lre long this dreadful c¢alm will vanish,
and then & wind, even as the breath of a
drigon, will come sweeping down upon us,”

who Wwas near by, looked atu

b are, as a rule, of short duration.
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said Umlosi. ‘' Thou art wise,» my master,
makiug preparations.’

“It’lI! be a seandstorm, I'm afraid,” asaid
Brett. ¢ And they are ugly cnstomers in
this region. We shall be lucky if ‘'we come
out of it unhurt.” -

‘““ Wise words, O man of medicine,” e2id the
Kutana chief. *' Even as thou sayest, tho

luck will be great if we all live to see
another dawn.”
“ Cheerful bounder, isn’'t he?’’ grunted

Morrow.

“Well, I don't suppose he's far wrong,”
said Handforth. /

‘“ My father omce told me ahout a sand:
storm, my dear friends,”” put in Niodemus
Trotwood. ‘‘ He was travelling in the Libyan
Desert—which is a long way from here-—-and
he nearly lost his life.”

* Let's hopc you don't lose yours, Nicky,"
said Handforth.

He was to remember those words not very
long afterwards.

The juniors tried to appear careless and
unconcerned. But, of course, they were all
rather scared. And the signs in the sky viero
really cnough to scare anybody. And they
had been in Africa long enough to know that
a4 simoom is a dreadful phenomenon—an awful
experience to pass through.

It was a comfort to know that sandstorms
They ars
frequently quite long enough, however, to kill
cvery member—animal and human bcing-—ot
a large caravan.

The terrible heat, and the suffccation
caused by the fine sand, is always the rcaeon
for death. The fine efand i3 driven with
appalling force by the high winds—and theie
is no shelter in the open desert.

Grcat hills of sand are moved completely
during a simoom. And woe betide a party
which happens to be near—for thc sand will
come and bury them many feet bLelow the
sn;u;face. And death, in that case, is inevit:
able. .

The preparations were swift. Each member
of the party was provided with a huge,
closely-woven canvas bag, the top of which
zould be sealed. Air was admitted through a
apecially constructed filter. And in cach
bag, near where the head would lic, was a
flask of pure water, with a valve-cap. The
water was quite intact, but by simply suck-
ing at the mouthpiece onc could obtaun the
precious fluid.

And the party only just got into their bags
in time. If the sand camo in huge quan-
tities they would all be buried alive—but
that would have to be chanced. They were
far safer, protected from the blinding sands.

The sun had disappeared completely, and
premature twHight had fallen—a deep, donse
gloom. And the heat was almost suffocating,
even before the storm struck the party.

The roar of the storm became ldouder and
louder—and then, all in a second, it scemed,
the terrible simoom was upon the adven
turers. 1t took them by surprise, cven though
they had been expecting it

It seemed *to rage for hour upon hour.
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The heat had increased almost tweniy- storn bad passed. The sky had become viear

fold, and life secemed impoesible. And the
wind—l}ike the blast of a dynamite
was absolutely scorching. The air was
‘with clouds of fine, choking sand. The clear
atmosphere of the desert was changed Into a
uightmare of fog—a fog caunsed by the sand.

Nobody really knew what , for
nearly every member of the y bocame
dazed and bewildered. But for those Saske
of water, placed so bandily, it js probabie
that several members of the expedition
would have ehoked to death.

But the storm was over at lask.

And it had not really beem one of the
worst of its type. The Arabs, who were well
accustomed to such delightful episodes, were
not particularly worried. They seemed little
the worse for their adventure.

But the boys and Simoa Grell were neu:f
urLconscious when the storm had .
Brett was dazed, but he had alH his wits
about him. As for Umlos!, be was disgmsted
with the whole thing—and reafly none the
worse,

Everybody’s clothing was filled and choked
with sand. Their hair, ears, and poses were
Blled® right up. Everybody and everything
waa smothered. 1f the storm had lasted
much longer death would have been certain.
© " Well, my hat!"" gasped Handforth, shak-
ipg the sand out of his cars. *1f this is a
sandstorm, then that storm the chap wrote
about in the book was a giddy picnic! He
_didn’t know anything about simosts.”

‘“ Are you Lkeen to go through another
one, Handy?'’ asked Motrow.

*“* No jolly fear!” said the redoubtable
lcader of Btody D. * Rot me! Once s
enough for anybody, T should think. It's a
wonder we ain’t all dead! Can't we have a
bath somewhere?”

They really meeded a bath; dut all they
could do, under the circumstances, was to
strip themselves and drink their il of water.

1t was difficalt to see, for the d bad
entered their eyes, and every Iﬂo Was
- blurred and indistinct. But it was glorious
to know that the storm had passed, and that
the danger was over,

Grey and Wataon declared that they saw
curious flashes of lightning mear the ground,
hefore the atorm actually commenced—they
saw the flashes in the distince. That light-
ning bad probably been caused by the friction
ol the sand on the air. o

** It lasted about two hours, @idn't it?”
gasped Watson ehokily.

** Two hours!"’ exclaimed Dr. Brett. * You
may be surprised to know, Wateson, that the
storm only commenced twelve ménutes ago!”

** Oh, you must be mistaken, sir!”

__ *The actoal gimoom was not longer than
five minutes im duration,”” said the doctor.
It secmed ITke hours, didn’t it? But now
that it is all over we camn eoon get nn the
march again—and I judge that we shall have
a cool, clear evening.”

* That's comf anybow, sir,”” said
Watson.

It was really surprising how quickly" the

again, and she eveuning sun wae shi with
mnh";u:lllince. The spiriis of the party rosc
greatly.

And then came a dreadfel shoek.

"1 don’t see Trotwood.’ said Brett, a few
minutes later, looking round him. * Do yon
know wliere he is, boys?”

* Trotwood!"” echoed Handforth. ‘' Why,
I'd forgotten all about him! He was here
when the storm started—"'

** You need not tell ms that, Mandfortd,
interrupted the docter. ' Perhapes the poor
1ad was overcome by the heal, and he might
still be in bis bag. We must ook for ham."

w‘l‘lBtg.d!"Ie:;:)d-cd loa: with much
cern. * o nothin’ bappencd 0
lt'l:e 't_leu fellow. It would be shoekim’

But Tregellis-West did not Sakh his scn-
tence—he was really afraid t@

And su jmmediate seareh was made for
Nicodemus Trolwomi. BRverybody was qnite
cerfain thad he would be Jound within a
few minutes. But the minutes perated, and
still there was no sign of the missing junior.

And then the anxiety gave place to real
concern. Heareh as they would, they could
find bo trace whatever of the janior! 1§ was
surmised that ke bad become partinlly huried
in the sand.

‘And the immediate. neighbonarhand of the
caravan was scarched closely and diligentiy.
Al to no purpoee.

A grcat deal of excitement was canscd by
the sggumco of the huge bhiplape. Nelson
Lee, rrie, and 1 were in I.hlt gut, owing
to the curious atmospheric conditions, we diil
not see the caravan.

But they saw us—and they also saw us dip
down and disappear behi a great hil ot
sand, a mile or two away. Before any deter
mined eflort covid be made to reach the spat

the aeropl soared up agsin, and made oft
In the opposite direction.

It was mysterious, bai the party was
greatla:lleved in one semse. Por they knew
that aeroplane was in perfeet working
?’ﬂ:{ and that Captain Nizea's vide plot had
alled.

But Nicodemus Trotwood ©ad gome. The
sandstorm had not passed witbout claiming a
victim. The only posdbie e¢xplanstion was
that he had been huried deep in the sand,
and that death had come swiftly.

Until darkness descended the seareh wan
continued, although everybody kmew that it
was ho ' The very laet that Trotwood
was not vieible proved beyond gquestéion that
he had J)crhhod—!or be could not live vnder
the sand.

And when the caravan wmoved onwaria
or.cé more they were a dowseast ocolleetion
of human beings. All the spirft had been
taken out of them. One member of the
party bhad been claimed by the demert, and
the shock was terrible.

Pr. Bret$ scarcely kaew Bow De could
break the awlful sewn to Nelsen Lee. Bat
Ne had done his best to protec§ the Nves of



all those ia hia charge And no man could
do more than bis besl.

Rel it was » ghaslly aflair, and Dr. Bretd
wazr tonking years older as he led the partly
omwards towsrds Bt Ralry

- et oven

CHAPTER VI
O{T OF THE FRYING PAN- !

ELSON LEK turned his head
* Ready!'" he shouated.
(o ahead, guv'mor!’”

* Reerything's O.K. '

The enginece roated with all their enormovs
power, and the great biplane moved swifily
acram the somewhat aneven ground, and
then took off beantifully —fac better than we
Rad hemped Inr.

“ Bacnllent '’ ahouted Lthe guwv'nor.

There wasr BLiIl & few houmns of daylight
left, and onr ides was 40 iy over the desert,
scarehing for a sign of BreM's parly, which,
we belimed, had walked right into the arme
of Lhe simnom

It waa a glovious senmmbion to be Aying
over that crim piein of sande. Modern
cietliaation had conquercd, and the doscrte
were no lenger jmpassable. And it ethiarated
mae 1o (rel that the great sand plains were
.y lomgee pla-cs of slow and tedivus travel.

The eky wasr pot quite so clear a0 we
ahould hav: liked ¢, and (rom above A
ralher run>us phenomenca was apparedt.
Thet: wan o kind of hase over the ground,
and objrcle were rendered dull and well-nigh
lavisiblc unlesy wre were passing imme-
dintriy Gyoevhead

Yot the hase was oaly vizible in tches.

And we found that ay a thousand feet a
stsf? wwma was blowingz. although all was
calm oa the groun 4 Nelsorn Lee
sremdcd fairly low, fur we Jida’t wish to be
binwn cutl of ~ur course

We searhed for a considerabie time, (he
mimo trunning at hall power. Ruf{ we saw

hing there was no »Mgn of any human
beinge ca those baking plaina. And we were
almast Leginning to thisk of poing back.

We had travelicd a distance from the
oceets, and wc shoauid in a flae way it we
wete compclied (o deeccnd noOw.

““In order to get back, 1 shall have to
climbd high, 20 that we may see our objec.
tive.” sald Nelsom Lee. ' 14 will be quite
visible from here, Nipper, I we get up to
Sve thouiand feet

“ But we¢ must ssarch for —*'

1 paused, and caught my breath in.

The 'mund beunoath e was bazy, and
everything lovked drah. Bul, a3 we were
A over a kind of sand valley, the Soor of
w was perfectly plaz and amooth, | saw

* MM ea. - o, wrt,
- o' yelled. , o' ere’s
somebody down there'™ ’

“ Yes, § saw him, my !ad,” sald Lee.

He banked the machiae grer, and we swun

resnd. Then, dipping lower iato the s
valiey, we ¢ the Ogure as that of

I roared.
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a achnolboy Ne was certaialy ome of Dr.
Brefl's party.

“ Great Bcott!” 1 yelled.
othere?’’

I was fllled with concern; but Nelson Leo
was wondering i i would be safe {0 land.
13 did not estmm that it would be—untiil we
all three noticed that the boy below wna
walhing withoud his feet linhh&h. -

There was a conaiderable stre of smooth
surface, and Nelsom Lee shut off engines
and glided down. As it fturmed out, we
landed perfectly. 1t was as though we had
descended upon a specially prepared !awn.

And then we saw that the boy was Nico-
demus Trodwood '

“ Thank heaven youn have come, sir,”” ho
panted huskily.

“ llow |y this, Trotwood”?’ ~sked Nelson
Lee, as he loocked down. ' Where are all
the others?’

Trotwood was certainly luoking bad. HRias
eyes were bioodshot, and his fac: was sickly
in hwe. Bul be managed to climb up the
chaasls, and scrambled intn the passemgee
sert where Dorvie was lounging.

* Out with I8, young man'’ sald his lord-
ship, with a qQueer mole in his voice. "* What
has happened to Umlosi? Where is Brett?
Whete are the othere?” _

*1--I don't know, sir,”" eaid Trotwood,
terror iu his eyees. ' A sandstorm came upon
uws, and wec all got into bags for protection.
But mine dida’t close properly, and in the
thick of the storm | was neatlimmd”

' What 4'd you do?'’ asked Lee

* 1 staggered about for some time, air,”
said the jumior. * I don’'t remember much.
The air was oo thick that 1 didn’'t know nny-
thing. 1 t:ot dragged myeell along, helped
by n{hc wind. Then 1 {ripped, and rotled
decp down into a hollow. The storm wend
over me after that. and [ was saved.”

*““ But what did you do whem the simoom
had passed?’’

“ I wandered about, sir, and 1 waa atill
wandering when [ saw you,” said Trotwood.
“That's all | know, Mr. Llee. 11 must
::n et mywelf. but the others ciah’t be far

, anloes —unlegp—"'

“They're all buried?’ asked lLee quietly.

* Well, I don’t think that has happened;
but we must make certain.”

* How asir?" 1 asked huskily.

* We shall ascend to a great height, wind
of no wind, and it will be ble for us to
ode the desert in cvery direction—and far
shote aatiafactorily then aimicesly flylng
about near the ground,” sald the guv’mor.
‘*We are fortuaste la baving such a fine
stretoh of sand just here.”’

* There are nty of stretches the aame,
sir,”’ 1 eaid. ** We ntedn’t have been acared
about being forced to come down ia the
denert. This old bus is capable of anything
—she's a ripper!” -

The engines were alill ticking ower, and
after opsaing the throttle Lee taxied the
machine for some distance, turned, and then
oponed right out. We tooX the air withoud
Wrouble, and sonred aloft.

‘ Where are the



THE TREASURE O ELL SATFRA

Trotwood was almost beaten, and he had
collapeed beside Dorrie, who was buasily
administering brandy and water. Meanwhile,
fhe guv'nor and 1 were eagerly searching
the ground beneath us.

We found that the haze was not so appa-
rent when we got high up. But after reach.
ing an altitude ol a thonsand feet the wind
was rexily bad. Not particularly strong, but
gusty.

It sent the aeroplame reeling over from
side to side, and Nelson Lee had all he could
do to keep us on an even keel. Higher and
higher we roeé, and then our terrible fears
were allayed. )

For, right away in the Weat, the haze
was clearer, and through jt we could see
many tiny dote in the desert. Quivering
with exciteanent, 1 seized the binoculars, and
appded them to my eyee.

The little dote sprang into camels and
"Boman beings. 1 could even distinguish the
white people from the Arabs.

“1 can see Brett!” I jerked out. * Yes
and there’s (rell, and old Umlosi, and Fen-
ton, and Morrovf”_

‘“But what

“ Good!” said the guv’nor.
ahoot the boys?”

“ There are filve, sir—that’s all of them,”
J cjaculated, with great relief. ‘‘ That means
to say they're all 0.K. Thank goodness'
Steer over in that direction, sir, and let ’em
ace ua.”’

** It sounds easier than it actually is,”’
anid Lee grimly.

For the wind was getting more gusty with

every minute shat passed. And we now began:

to experience a new Pensation. Clouds
scemed to be forming, for we continually
passcd through measses of mist.

In order to avoid these, Nelson Lee rose
higher. And by the time we had attained
another two thousfnd feet the desert was
lost. All we could see was thick maases of
misty cloud banks a thousand feet bencath
we. But we were fiylog in comparatively calm
air.

" I’m afrajd we've got ourselves into a fix,
Nippor,”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ We ‘can only
steer by compass now—and it ie certainly
hopcless for us to -find the caravan. How-
ever we know that all are safe, so it does not.
matter much. Our majn concern is to locate
.the oasis.” _ :

** Perhaps these clouds will disperse soon,
seir,”” 1 said hopefullzﬁ ‘“ Anyhow, wouldn't
"It be as well to dive through them?”’

** Perhaps you are right,
agreed the guv'nor. .

And s0 we dived down rether steeply. But
betore we actually reached the cloud banks
something seemed to take hold of our
machime undermeath, and te pitch it over
sideways. '

Dorrie and Trotwood were nearly flung out,
and [ only just managed to eave myself in
the nick of time,

The aeecplane tipped aver. rolled on its
wing tips in a moet eickening manner, per-
fJormed a nose dive, and then Nelson iLee

young ‘’un,”
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managed to get her back on an even keel-
with the wind behind us.

And what a wind!

It puahed us along at a speed of about two
hundred miles an hour—and I am net exag-
gerating. It was a roaring gale, and none of
us bhad been ready for it. I suppose it was
an after-eflect of the simoom, but only affect-
ing the upper air. On the desert a dead calm
reigned, probably.

Weo swayed terribly, dipped this way and
that, and bumped about in the most terrify-
ing manner. Lee attempted to climb the
machine higher, but the wind was altogether
too viotent.

To descend into the cloud during that gale
would have been madness, so we could only
continue as we Were going. And we were
travelling away from the oasis all the ¢svoe.

Once Nelson Lee tried to turn, so that we
should fight against the wind—and so get
back to El 8afra. But that once was quite
enough. Before the turn was half made the
wind took hold of ue. -

The giant machine was lifted like a straw,
in spite of the faet that the engines were
rumning ¢ all out.”” Over we went, and we
should have performed something like a loop
if the guv’nor had not becen smart; and loop-
ing on such a machine is not exaetly a safe
game. A twin-engined biplane is not made
for ‘‘ stunting,’” like a bantam scout.

We got baek to our proper position with
gifn‘gllty. and then continued our headloeyg

ght.

‘* Where the dickens shall we get to, sir?”
[ asked at last.

‘* Heaven alone knows, my bay,”’ eaid
Nelson Lee. ‘ But we shall have plenty of
petrol, in any case. We are using very little
now—I have throttled down eonsiderably—
and two of the tanks are &till quite full. No
matter where we get, we can easily fly back
to Zambl, or direct to the coast. Yhe great
difficuky wil be in landing—and darkness
will soon be on us.”’

‘* We're in an unholy mess!”” I declared.
“Who on earth dreamed that this little
tornado was raging up here!”

Ancther ten minutes elapsed, during which
time the speedometer indicated that we were
travelling at one hundred and cighty miles
an hour. It was the wind which was carrying
us along.

But, while there was still 8 fair amount of
daylight, we noticed that the gale was losing
its strength. And the clouds looked thinner,
and more fiimy.

‘* We'll chance it again!®’ eaid Lee grimly.

He was anxious—and this was not sur-
prising. Our height was about eight tBou-
sand feet, and the clouds were only twg thou-
sand feet below us. And once more we dived
downwards.

This time all went well.

The wind was pow merely a digh breere,
and not very bumpy. We dived down rapudly,
and struck the clouds. Through we
plunged, and for -a while we were Ay s
through dense fog.

Then, a8 quickly as we had entered, we
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‘emcrged on the under side. And now I

could tell that the air was almost dead caim.

ghekwind was only blowing above the cloud-
ank.

But a tremendous surprise awaited us.

‘““ Great goodness!' 1 yelled, staring down-
wards.

For, as far as the eye could reach, there
stretched mile uwpon mile of deanse forest
country! A river, looking like a silver band,
day almost benecath us, and here and there
‘were patches of clear grassland.

Of the desert there was not the faintest

sign'!

‘“ By gad!" shouted Dorrie. ‘' That oasls
has grown, ain't it?"

Nelson Lee turned to me and smiled. There
was really no reason for us to be alarmed.
‘We were safe, the others were safe—and Lee
:had left a message at El Safra for Dr. Brett.

‘“It is easy enough to realise what has
happened,’’ shouted the guv'nor. ‘' That wind
carried us along at an appalling pace, and
‘'we have left the desert behind, and are now
over the dense forest. Owing to the clouds,
we could not see where we were being taken;
and our instruments have not been on their
best behaviour, owing to the atmoepheric
oonditions.’’

“* But what shall we do, sir?” I gasped.

‘“ Land, of course—and make an attempt
to discover our location,” replied Lee. *‘ We
must also make camp for the night. The
short twilight will soon be here-—and we must
qnot be slow. 1 dread to think of our predica-
ment if we do not land in the daylight !’

| _“ We should come down into these trees,
gir,”" I said. ‘“ My hat! We'd better get
down as soon as we can—it’'s getting dark
already!"’

And so, after flying along for a mile or two
further, we sighted something which pleased
us immensely. -

A river flowed serenely alonz, and upon:one
bank of it stood a large native kraal. The
other side of the river was bare—a beautiful
stretch of smooth grassland.

‘ As good as Brooklands, sir,’”” I shouted.
‘“ And a village handy, too! We can dig
fgnth the giddy chiel to-night, and ask direc-

ions.”

' Exactly!"” said Nelson Lee. ‘* And there
will probably be a few white men in a large
settlement of this kind.”

We saw numbers of excited blacks running
backwards and forwards. And Nelson Lece
jioél no time in making his landing. For we
did not want the grassy meadow to becom:
filled with humanity. If that happened, we
éhould have to seek another landing-placc.

But it didn't. '

We swept down, and touched the grass

lightly. A short run forward, and we were
at a standstill.
“ Rippin'!"’" eafd Dorrie admiringly.

*“ You're a top-hole pilot, Le¢. But where
the dooce have we got t6? I'd be awfully
obl.i%ed if you'd tell me.”

‘“ Perhaps we shall know before long,”
said Nelson Lee, as he descended to the
ground. * We must be thankful that we
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are safe, and that the aeroplane is unharmed.
We have been very lucky.'’

‘“ Rather, sir,”’ 1 agreed. ‘° And the others
are all right, too. They’'Hl find your meesage
on the oasis, and they’ll return to Zambi.
8o there's no need to worry at all.”

But 1 spoke rather too soon!

Even as we were about to move away from
the biptane a swarming crowd of mnearly
naked blacks came rushing towarda us, They
certainly djd not look as though they had
been in very close contact with civilisation.

Trotwood was close to me, and ho was
quite calm. He had recovered from the
eflecte of his ferrible cxperience to a certain
extent. His simple-looking face was ahow-
ing colour again.

** Quite & handsome throng,
Nipper!"” he murmured.

** They're not 80 bad as they look,' [ said
reassuringly,

But the blacks charged "at us, yelling like
fury. They all carried apears, and for a
moment I thought that it was all up. The
savages did not use their weapons, however.
They saw that we were unarmed, and they
simply flooded rounded us. The next moment
we were parded, and each of vws was held by
a jabbering, excited mob. And then Nelaon
Lee’'s voice came to my ears.

‘‘Make no attempt to reszist them, boys,”
he shouted. ‘‘ I'm afraid we have fallen out
of the frying-pan into the fire. Theee blacks
are known as the Beejee tribe, and they haveo
never been subdued. They arce hostile, and
we must be carcful. I rccognise their ling..
Keep vour heads, and trust to me!'”

Almost immediately afterwards we were
hustled away towards the kraal. And I cam
not say that we were very cheerful. For I
knew tthat our position was baxd. The Beejees
were known to me by ropute, and I had
heard all sorts of blood-curdling stories con-
cernmg them.

They were cannibals, and their favourite
recreation waa to sacrifice every white man
they could lay hands on. 8o it did not soem
that the gale had blown us to a very healthy

spot !

my dear

CHAPTER VIL
THB ATTACK WHICH FAILED.

EANWHILE gloom had scttled upon
Dr. Brett's party.
The caravan, struggling on,
reached the oasia of El 8afra jast
before noom on the day following the terrible
sandstorm. And now another anxicty waa
added to their troubles.

For the night had passcd, and also many
further hours of daylight, and yet we had
not returned in the acroplane. What did it
look like ¢to them at Kl Safra? The party
half believed that we had been compelled Lo
descend in the desert, owing to the darkneas,
and that we had ¢rashed.

‘““The whole tion is bad, boys, said
Dr. Brett g:avely. ‘' We saw the aeropiane
last night, and it went into the distauce.
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ahmuz after that the sky became overcast
with thiek clouds; and seoms only too
cartain that Mr. Lee lost his bearings, and
wae compelled to descend.”

“Its—it's awful, sir,” sald Walson wiser
ably. “ What's happened to old
Nipper? 11 the machine waas all rigit it
would have been here before now--the
weather's been glorious all day!™

“ And we were our luek,
heeanse we didn't go i the aeroplane '™ said
Handforth, his voice husky. “ It seeme to

:en?‘{o the lucky ones to be here—sale and
- EBverybody believed, in fact, that some
terrible disaster had occurred. And, apart
from the fate of the aeroplane, there was
Nicodemus Trotwood to remember. Nobody
in Brett's party knew that Trotwood had
been picked up. And he had been given up
udepdlmmn. Not a shadow of a doubt
remained regarding his fate. Dr. Brett was
absclutely positive that Trotwood was barled
beneath the sand-and everybody else wae
5k 2 gmm' old Nicky has paid dea

“Ye y P rly for
his trip.,” sald Watson -ﬂ. “ Poor old
son ! was one ¢of the best, too! | ean’t
make out how he was baried. All the rest

of uns were all right.™
“ Things deo like that, dear oid
aontie, shaking his head.

' sald Sir
“ Yon read of boatin' aecidenta, where five or
wix peaple—all swimmers - are thrown
into the water. n' all of them re.l saved

nemm. An’ that one, as {um.
in best swimmer of all t's fate,
hegad!”"

 Well, it's terribly eruel,” said Hapdforth

soberly. “It's my—uw- what it w!

d-<1 feel like

son. 1 den't believe that Nipper's dead!
Ite—it's oo awlul! I say, let’s ask Umlosl!
l!one:tohwn”tdnlt what's bap-

S0 the Kutana chie! was consulted.

“Thou hast asked me strange questions,
0 white youthe,” he sald gravely., “ 1 am
not to know what is q
heyond the reach of my vision. my
anake tells wme that—"

“ Your enake, Umlosi?'" asked Grey eunrl

ously.

"‘ﬁe means his instinet,” sid Watson,
“My snake felis me that all s not lost,”

went on Umilosi, unperturbed. “ 1 see my

master, Umtagati—1 see N'Koee, -mnw—

I see Manzie, the nimble one. 1

sbe | or no lmportance. Had he remembered

Wem living and ve., I do not see them

ving cold in .”hﬁlﬂ
despair. Be thom of heart, all
may yet be well.”

“Good dld Umlosi!™ said HWandforth
huarily,
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And the Kuatana chiel's words had nn-
doubtedly cheered the juniors up moﬂtubl‘
—although it was rather a falwe eboeor whic
inspired them. For in their hearte they were
ready to fear the worst,

They wanted to get back to Zambi, and
back to the yacht. They felt lost- - isolsted
~—out in this dreadful rt. Dr. Brett's
plan was to start the homeward journey as
da ak on the following merning. Every-

y needed a rest, and Brett wounld not hear
of returning earlier,
had bheen

Nelson Lee's chalked message
rend. And it was wnderstood elearly that the
treasure was on the ne. . there
was no object in Brett's party remaining.
It ws‘:{ had hfn:.m th'o‘ machine, HBrett
argued, s cecupants wonkl make umfn
for Zambi, and not for Kl Safra, 8o the
doctor refused to give np hope until Zambi
had been again reached.

Some further exvitement was hrewing,
however, quite unknown to the party.

For Captain Nizen was not te bheaten
et. He Inadlumaltmd that neroplane
ad gone to disaster and that he only had
Breth's party to deal with. As it had
turned out, his caleulation was right. Dr.
Brott was not likely to get any support from
Nelson Lee!

The journey across the desert had nod been
difficult. Nixon and Starkey had wndertaken
the trip, accompanied by two doren oubcaats
of the desert—a mixed lot, Inclading Arabs
and Bedouina,

Nivop's plan was to attack Brett after the
treasure had been recovered from the sand,
It was quite a wi idea, and Nizon saw
no reason why it nob work. He had
gone 3o far in the matter now that he could
not abandon the treasure without making »
last final attempt to selze i

And so it came about that the
on the onsis of El Safra was distar
night. The plan was to surprise Brett and
his party. seize them, and to everpower
them be they could offer resistance,

Then the treasure could be taken, and the
rest would be ecasy. Nizxom wenld eertainly
make sure that his vietims would not reach
Zambi again uwntil he himeelf had had time
to get away.

Dr. Brett had been warned by Nelson Leo
to keep striet watch and guar Buot Bretd
carelese in his worry-and he eould
hardly be blamed. We considered the pos-
sibility of an attack to be very remeote, and
did not even trouble to post a man on the
watch,

Why should he?

How was it possible for anybedy to come
out of that bare desert with hostlle inten-
tiona? Truth to tell, the doctor was so ¢on-
cerned in mind that all else seemed of little

b

he
wonld have posted a watchman. Bub Brett
sat In his tent, smoking and thinking. He
how he could return to the yaeht
, hreak terrible

to _ R baromdt
- learned of the

that
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¢t crible fqate which had dbefallen ;0 many of
s guests

And, meanwhile, the hostile party was pre-
pating to act.

On the outskirts of the oasis they hovered.
The lights of the encampment were.visible,
and cverything was peaceful  and quict.
Nixon had already given his orders, and he
was highly pleased with himself.

““We're going to win to-night, Jake,”” he
said, rubbing this horny palms together,
‘““ There can't be no blonmer—it’s a dead
cert!  All we've got to do is to overpower
the whole crowd and lift the booty!"”

Jake Starkey grunted.

*“ Without any killin'?'* he asked.

“* You fair make me sick,” snapped Nixon,
“ What difference does it make now? Lee
an’ them others are finished, an’ it don't
matter to me if these heathens settle the
other crowd. They've got their orders, an’
it ain't likely that they'll ask questions fust.
They'll use their blades, Jake—an’ be polite
arterwards.”’

“*Yes, I s'pose it's the beat way,” gaid
Jake slowly.

“ Glad to find you're learnin’ a bit of
sense,”’ said the skipper. *“ What we've got
to do is to creep for'ard through the dark-
neas—elowly and deliberate. Then, at the
richt moment, we'll spring.”

** Fine!"”" said Starkey.

Shortly afterwards the attack commenced.
¥rom all sides the Arabs crept forward
towards the encampmeént. Jake went tor-
ward with them. But now his chance had

come. Alone, he did not etick to the ge-m:ralr
plan.
He moved forward swiftly, like a snake

wriggling through the grass. And he suc-
cecded in reaching the only tent where a
light showed. A moment later he crawled in
Scneath the canvas—fearful of opening the
ap.

“ For 'eaven’s sake, sir, listen to me!" he
gasped, in a husky whisper.

Dr. Brett started up out of his chair,
startled by the face which had euddenly
appeared under the canvas. And the doctor’s
hand flew to his revolver, and he remem-
bered, abruptly, Nelson Lee¢'s warning.

‘* What the thunder——'"' he began.

‘““ Not so loud, sir—not so {oud!” hissed

Starkey. ‘1 ain't an enemy, sir—I'm be-
trayfn’ my own s8ide, an’' you've got to
disten!”’

** §peak up, then—quick!"”’
‘“ Hixon and ¢wo dozen cut-throats are
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creepin’ towards the camp at this moment,
eirr,”” wasped Starkey. ‘ They mcan—murder!
That ain't my game, an’ if 1 con save you
an’ the boys I don't mind if I die for it—1
ain’t much use, anyhow! I was a fool ever
to leave old Simon Grell!”

‘‘ Starkey, you're a man!"” =said Dr. Brett
warmly. * You have come forward, at the
rick of your own life to give me a warning
I know that you are speaking sincerely, and
you will nevor regret this night's work!”

Solely owing to Jake Starkey's timely in-
formation, Dr. Brett was able to get his
forces together. Umlosi, Grell, and Brett
and Starkey formed quite a formidable de-
ifence. The boys were not allowed to partici-
pate, although Fenton and Morrow held
themselves ready. :

Then, at the right moment, six great flares
were ignited—roaring magnesium things
which turned the night into day. Each flarc
was made to burn for half an hour, and they
had becn especially brought for use in the
event of a night attack.

Every one of the attackegs was revealed
with startling distinctness. There was no
cover, and the whole murderous forco was

exposed.
““ Fire!"” roared Brett.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Five or six revolvers spat out their venom,
shots were continued. All the
bullets were aimed high, and they flew harm-
lessly into the night. But the attacking
Arabs were scared out of their wits—and
they flew, without even attempting to make
the attack.

Captain Nixon fled, too—and he knew the
worst. Starkey had betrayecd him! It would
be useless making any further attack—even it
he ocould get the Arabs to do so. For the
party was now on its guard, and would not
he caught napping again. Captain Nixon, in
spite of his blind fury, had sense enough to
know when he was beaten.

His last card had failed—and he was almost
mad with a lust for revenge.

I need scarcaly add that Dr. Brett's party
reached civilisation again in safety, and that
Nelson Lee, Dorrie, Trotwood, and I escaped
from the hands of the Beejees. But befure we
did so we passed through some very exciting
adventures. All came right in the tinish,
and everything was all serene.

But that episode deserves to be told, com.
plete in itself,

END.
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THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE;

OR, JOHN HAMMOND'S DELUSION.
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A Tale of the Adventures of an English Lad and a Young American in the
WIild Heart of Africa in Quest of a Mysterious Valley.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher captured by
the Germansg in East Africa, 18 cast out at the
end of the war, to wander in the jungle. He
is jowrned by a Hottentot seroant named

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

DICK SELBY and his native scrvants. Alan
and Dick become great pals. They wilness
the death of an old man named John Ham-
mond, who tells them a wonderful story of a
house sn the jungle, where an English girl
18 kept captive. The chums set out to jind
lhis mysterious house situated 1n the Huidden
Valley. They meet with a series of adven-
tures, including attacks from the Bajangas,
led by T'ib Mohammed, a noled slave dealer,
After crossing a lofty range of mountains.
they suddenly come upon the Hidden Valley
where tiiey meet Lorna Ferguson, the air!
captive. She is living with her father, who
18 gseriously i, gnd a man named Taverner,
acho 15 trying to make the girl marry him
against her will. Lorna shuws Dick and
Alan ths sublerranean passage, which she
explains 18 their sole means of cscape in case of
attack. Dick discovers that 1'averner has
been slowly poisoninwg Lorna’s tather wilh
drugs. . 1he would-be murderer is over-
porered and imprisoned. IHe manages to
escape and it i3 feared he will give away the
secyel of the subterranean passage to Tib
Mohammed. Thesick man recogrises Alan
Carne as his son.

(Now read on.)

oy o sy

The Fateful Moment — Lorna Finds a
Brother—Lifting the Veil from the'Past —
Days of S8uspense An Ominous Discovery
--Arrangements for Flight The Danger
S8ignal—The Lads Join the Defenders.

- M QU are my son!” the sick man re-
peated, leaning more forward.
**You are! 1 know you are!”

| The moment for which Alan had

been waiting, the moment which he had been

.Jputting off until a more suitcble opportunity

By ALFRED ARMITAGE.
Auihor of < Red Rose and White,” * Cavalier and Roundhead,” clc., elc.
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should arrive, had come at last, forced thua
unexpectedly upon him. An overpowcering
wave of emotion surged into his heart, and
he could scarcely see for the mist that wa+
before his eyes.

““ Yes, father!”' he cried. * Yes, I am Alui,
your own son'"’

He slipped his arm around Robert Fergu-
son’s neck, and kissed his haggard check;
and then, dropping to one Kkree by hias side,
he clasped his hand and looked up at him.

‘““ Father!” he said hoarsely. ** Dear
father! How glad I am that fat¢ had

hrought us together! Glad for mycelfl, clad
for your sake—and for my mother's suke!
How foolish, how blind you were! 1t was oll
a misunderstanding, a terrible mistake! It
was your hot temper and mother’s, your
hasty action, that separated you! She never
did you any wrong, not in thought or i
deed! She could have explained, but jyou
stubbornly refused to listen to her, and 3he
never had another chance to tell you the
truth. If you only knew how she has sutfered,
how bitter her regrets and remorae have
been, because she concealed from you what
she should have told you at the first. All
these years she hae been waiting, longing,
hoping t¢ h¢ar from you and Lorna, frarinu
that you were both dead, yet clinging to the
helief that you were alive, and that some day
you would come back to her! Yee, father,
you wronged her! I can prove that you did!
She gave me a letter for you when [ lJert
England! 1 have carried it about with me,
guarded it carefully, on the slim chance «f
meeting you in Africa! Mother had an idca
that you might have hidden yourself in thi«
wild country because you were always so
fond of it! 1 have been out here mysclf tor
years, fighting for Britain, a prisoner ol
German soldiers! And after many adven
tures and long wandering, Providence gnided
me to this lonely valley, where you and——

Interrupted by the sound of footsteps, th-
youth sprang to his fcet and swung round.
In the doorway stood Dick Selby and Lorna,
with blank consternation on their faces.
There was 2 moment of silence, and then, to
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ber awazement and indignation, the girl was
olasped in Alan's arms. He strained her to
him, ir spite of her struggles, and presscd
his lips to hera. ) _

-+ My little sister!" he cricd. ‘' It i8 true,
Lorna® Quite true! I am your brother!’

“ §o that's the way of it!" c¢xclaimed Dick

Selby. * I congratulate you, old chap! 1
guess it isn't much of a surprise to mc,
though! It's been sticking in my niind all
alonz that you were somc sort of a rela-
tive of Mr. Ferguson and his daughter!”’

The girl was speechless with bewilderment,
and her cheecks were scarlet. Alan released
her, and gripped his chum’s hand.

““ Yea, that's the way of it!"” he said. ** My
father and sister! They have been lost for
vears, Dick! This is the happiest hour of my
life!"

The sick man had becn looking on with dim
eycs, a strained, wondering expression on his
features. Alan drew his sister into lris arms
again and kissed her, and then, turning to his
father, he fumbled in his pockets and took
out the thin parcel wrapped in oilskin which
he had had in his possession for many long
motths.

He gave it to Robert Ferguson, who undid
the wrapper, and found within a sealed enve-
lope that was addressed to himseli. He tore
it open with trembling fingers, and for some
few minutcs he was silent while he read the
letter that it contained. And when he had
finished, tears were rolling down his checks,
and there was a look of remorse in his eyes.

‘“1f T had only known!"” he said. *“If I
hiad only known! How blind I was!”

He was so deeply moved, so distreassed by
‘what he had just learned, that for a time
‘he could not speak. And at length, when he
had partly recovered from his cmotion, he
told the whole story.

It was all new to Lorna, for, with the
exception of some vague, childish memories,
which were like dreams, she had no recollec-
tion of the past. For her life had begun in
this hidden valley in the wilds of Africa, and
il_'nc listened with rapt interest to the narra-

ive.

Her father’'s real name was Harold Carne.
She had been born in London, and she had
lived in & big house in a square, with her
brother and her parents, who were in more
than. comfortable circumstances, until she
was nearly three years of age. And then
had fallen the black shadow that had sepa-
rated husband and wife. Harold Carne had
been led to believe that his wife was dis-
lof{a,l to him, that she was unworthy of his
affection. Being a man of fiery temper, he
had refused to listen to her explanation,
had sneered at her denials. He paused for a
moment when he had got to that point,
overcome by his feelings again.

“It was many years ago, yet I can recall
it as distinctly ae if it was but yesterday,”
he continued, addressing Lorna. *‘ In my hot
passion, convinced that I was in the right, 1
did as wicked and cruel a thing as any man
could have done. I was rich, and there was
pothing to hinder me. A couple of hours
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after the quarrel, on thc evening of that
same day, I left my home. I carried you
off with me, child, and left Alan with i3
mother. I remained in London for a day or
so in order to scttle my affairs. 1 drew a
large sum of money, and arranged with my
golicitor to pay my wife a liberal allowanco
in quarterly instalments. And then I sailed
for Africa. I had boen therc twice heforo
iny marriage, hunting and exploring, and the
country had -an irresistible fascination for

me. I had always felt that I would like to
live there, far from the uoicy, bustling
world.

““ There is no need for me tn relate every-
thing. It would be too long a story. I had
plenty of money, and with meney almost
anything can be done, even in savagr lands.
I bought supplies of all kinds, ¢ot together a
party of trusty Somalis, and trekked far up
into the interior until I found thiz lonely
valley. Here I made a home for you and
myself, Lorna; and here you have lived all
these years, -growing up from childhood to
girlhood in ignorancec of your early life.
There were times when I regretted my hasty
action. Now and again doubts troubled
me. I imagined that I might have made a
mistake, and was tempted to return to Eng-
land. But my stubborn nature prevailed,
and I let matters rest as they were. And
now, after alli the years that have gonc by,
kindly fate has brought my son to me with
this letter, from which I learn that—""

Harold Carpne broke off for a moment, and
his features twitched painfully as hc glanced
at the lad.

“It was a terrible mistakc, as Alan has
said,”” he went on, striving to speak
calmly. “I was In the wrong, Lorna. I
had no cause for grievance against your

mother. 8he behaved foolishly, as she
admits herself, and thgt was all. Thc man
who roused my suspictons, and stirrcd my

jealousy, was her brother. He was a penni-
less vagabond, a worthless fellow, who had
led a dissolute life, and bad on several occa-
sions been in serious trouble. Hec had just
been released from prison when he appealed
to my wife for assistance, and she was
ashamed to tell me, fearing that I would be
angry with her. She met him once or twice
without my knowledge, and gave him money.
It came to my ears that she had bcen meet.
ing somebody, and that led to tho stormy
scene which drove me from home in hot
anger, and mpade me an exile in this wild
land. If only I had kmown, child! No words
can tell how bitter are my regrets, my sorrow

and remorse! My heart aches en I think
of what might have been. But I thank
heaven that it 1s not too late to make

amends. In the future I may find happi-
ness and forgetfulness, My wife is waiting
for me in England, longing for me, willing
to forgive my cruel treatment of her, and
welcome me home. 8he is ready to forgive
me, Lorna, though I tore you from her, and
deprived her of your love all these years. We

(Continued on }:. iii of Cover.)
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will go back to her, you and 1 and Alan, as
8oon as we can——""' |

The man’s vaéice faltered and choked. He
drew Lorna into his arms, and gzazed at bhis
son with a wistful emile on his face. Dick
,clnDFc-d his ‘chum on the shoulder.

“I'm glad everything has come right!" he
exclaimed.
it, that we should have found our way up
here! ¥ congratulate you, Alan! You are a
lucky chap to have such a jolly sister!"’ he
added, flushing as he glapced at the girl.

In their new-found happiness, in the joy of
this wonderful revelation of the past, \Alan
and Lorna had forgotten the events of the
night, and the shadow that darkened the
horizon. 1t was Dick who first mentioned the
subject, and Alan, at a word from the girl,
dizclosed to his rather all that had happened
since he had arrived at the valley with the
young American and Jan Swart.

Mr. Carne listened in amazement and
horror, and when all had been made clear to
him there was a gleam of fury in his eyes.
He started up from his chair, and sank down
agairr, trembling with indignation,

** That scoundrel Taverner!' he cried—
‘“ the man I liked and trusted! My illneas
was due to him! He deliberately, fiendishly
peisoned me! I—I ean hardly believe it!
Thege must be some mistake."”

‘“ No, sir, there isn't!"’ declared Dick Selby.
“ [ knew from the first, from my knowledge
of medicine, that you were being poisoned.
And the finding of the stuff in Taverner’s
room was absolute proof of bis guilt. And so
wad his flight. If he had been innoeent he
wouldn’t have bolted off to the enemy, as
he did last night.” .

“ Yes, that's true,” Mr. Carne assented.
“I'l have to believe in his villainy, I sup-
poge, incredible though it is! If I could get
my hands on him now I. wounld shoot him!
What a pity he has escaped!’

‘“It -Is more than a pity, sir,”’” aaid Dick,
whe had learned of what had occurred from
L.orna before he had entered the room with
her. " * Thére ¢an be ng doubt as to what
Ralph Taverner will do! He wants his re-
venge, and he wants the diamonds. He has
probably joined the Arabs and the Bajangas
by now, and he will guide them # the secret
entranee. . That is the ddnger.”

* There won't he dny danger. Chanka and

the - Somalis could hold the pass against a

force of a thousand men. Tib Mohammed
?';ng. dis wicked crew will not be able to break
‘“T am not =0 sure of that, Mr. Carne.
Ther¢ are not many ol the Somalie, and Tib
Mohammed has a large party with him.
They may not be in the neighbourhood as
yet, tut they soon will be.” -
Mr. Carne shook his head.
‘“ There i8 no danger,”” he repeated.
‘““Don’t talk like- that, father,”” urged
Loma.’ * Alan and 1 believe that we are in
great peril,. and s0 does Dick. What a ter-
rible thing it would be if we were all to be
killed, and I would  never see my meother
again! 1 want to0 go bome to her, and yon
_are just as anxious to go.”

“ It was mighty queer, waen't|

fii

‘“So we will, dear: hut not at nnee. There

| are matters to be settied here firat. We will

wait until the Araba have attacked and been
beaten, and then we will quietly depand.”

* No, no, father. I beg of you to go with-
out delay! It will be dangerous to wait!
Why should we? Let us escape by the cavern
through the clifis to the stream on the ofher

side of them, and float down to the Banua
River.”’

Mr. Carne shook his head azsin. His
dogged nature had heen roused. It would be
cowardly, he declared, to take to flight, and
let the Arahs and Bajangas raid the valley
without firing a shod at them.

But when Alpn and Lorna had arqued with
him, and DPick had joined his entreagies to
theirs, he was led to take a more reasonahlc
view of the aituation.

. \’cry.wel.l." he said reluctantly, * per
haps you're right, Lorna. Though [ doubt it
we are in peril, I dare not ran any riche |
must get you and Alan safely home to your
mother, and it is a heavy responsibility. |
will tell you what | am willimg to do.  The
Somalis who are guarding the water-gate wi'l
remain where they are. Buat if we are
attacked it will be by the secret passage at
the top of the valley, and we will arrang-
with Chanka to have a hiz fire in readinesa t.
light at any time, and to discharge severat
guns if Tib Mohammed and bis men should
put in an appearance. Meanwhlie, we will
make our preparations for departure, and if
the danger-signal should be given by the
firing of guns, Lorna and [ will at once cro<a
to the cavern in the clif. And you and your
friend Selby, Alap, will hazten to the oth.:
end of the valley with what servants arc a*
the house. and help the Masai and s
matives to defend the pass against the Araba
and Bajangas. Showld the enemy break
through—which I don’t expeet-—yan will ligit
the firc as a signal, and you and all of the
rest will join rna and myself as quickly
as you can. And we will then go through
the cliffs to the stream beyond them, ami
travel down to the Bama River in the canones
that are ready. That plan ought to satisfy
all of you. We will be prepared for eecape,
and, shouwld it come to the worst, it will &
eady for us to get away, provided my imstruc-
tions are obeyed. 1 am econfident, however,
that we have nothing to fear from Tib
Mobhammed and his band of Arabs. Even it
they do break into the valley they will not
find the diamonds which I have collected, for
I shall take them with me. And now kave
me, pleagse. [ am very tired. It has heen:
too much of a strain for me, and—and——"

Exhausted by his rflorta, Mr. Carne leane|
his head back and closed his eycs. Ha was
already ulee%, and, with a finger on her lips,
Laermna drew Dick and her brother from the
room. ,

** We will bave our breakfast now, Alan,?
ghe said, * and then 1 wilkride up the valley
and tell Chanka what he is to do. [ had
better not lose any time, for the Arabe and

( Continued on page iv of cquer.)
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Rajaneas may attack the pass during the
day.”

The apprehensions that were f«lt by Lorna
and the two lads, and by the sick mau as

well, lupt tleem in a state of .suspense -for
three dys, They. were -prepared- for depar-
turc, and at the top of the valley a great

heap of brush and wood had heen collected
in recadiness to be Lhuehted at any moment,
¢ But the Arabs and Bajancas ~did not
appear, and Somali scouts who were sent out
f.nlul to dircover any trace ‘of them in the
immediate neigchbourhood, 1t was to be pre-
sumed that they were still on the march
from- Tib Mohammed's stronghold,“and that
Ralph Taverner had gohe in that direction,
and had fallen in with them. And that he
wouid show them how to get through the
cleft in the hills could not bc doubted.

Meanwhile, Mr. Carne had been steadily
improviug. He regained strength so rapidly
that, on_ the wecnnd day, he dressed and
camo downstairs, fecling almost "as well as
he had been” hefore his*illness. During tné
third day h¢ was in cheerful and contident
spirits. ~ He repeatedly cxpressed his belief
that Tub Mohammed and his men would not
he able to force the pass, even with Ralph
Taverner's guidance’ and Dick and Alan \un,
rather inclined.to agree with hiwm,

But as they were all seated at supper 'lfter
dark that night Lorna suddenly jumped up
1rum the table, as if something had c¢ccurred
to ker, and: hurncd fromm the room. And a

u\s moments later ehe returned with a white
and agitated face,
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““ They are gone!” she gasped. 1 Just
remembered them, and went down to see if
they were still there!’”

She pressed her hand to her bosom, panting
for “breath., The lads stared at her in be-
wilderment, and so did Mr. Carne.

“Gone?' he exclaimed.,  * What are you
talking about?” -

t 'llu hand-crenades!" replicd the startled
cirl. ** You know! You had them hrnu-'hb
from the coast, thinking that they might be
useful  should we ever be attacked by
savages. . They were in the cellar. In a
sack. But they are not there now! Ralph
Taverner must have taken them with hlm
when he escaped!”

“ You arc sure that they are not thcre

Lorna?”’
father! I tell you t.hey

“ Of course I am,
are gone!l'’ .

“ Good heavens, what a calamity! If
Taverner has taken the grenades with him,
and the Arabs and the Bajangas make uso
of them, it will he utterly impossible for
Chanka and the Somalis to hold the pass!
At least, I fear so! The advantage will cer-
tainly be with the——" -

- *¢* Listen, father!” interrupted  Alan.
“* What's that?” ..
Al sprang to their feet, looking at one

another in dismay. - From - the farthﬁr end
of the valley throbbmﬂ on the stlll air, came
the muffed dlechar"e of guns, ~ It was the
danger-signal! Tib Mohammed and his band
had attack(d’ g

p. ( To be contmued )

et S

' - OUT ON FRIDAY, AUGUST 1st.

DETECTIVE TALES.

SEXTON. BLAKE LIBRARY.

No. 88. —-THE MANDARIN’'S SEAL.

A Stivring Tale of Detective Work and Adveu-

ture in China, intrcducing SEXTON BIAKE,
TINKER, and the Hon. JOHN LAWLESS S

No. 89.—THE MYSTERY OF TI-IE
- - AQONY AD; -
The ann you want! A Clever 8easide My qton

by the Author of **The Riddle of mverdale."
etc., ctce. ~»

No. 90.—THE OABE ol tho TRANS-

ATLANTIC FLYERS. -
An excitin? chrontole ¢° the further Battle

of Wits bct\vten SEXTON BLAKE and LEON
KESTREL.

No. 91.—THE RED ORESCENT

A Story of Perfl and Advoepntare, and Detentiv.
Work in Afghanistan. By the .-\uthor of “‘7...

Mandarin's Seal,’”’ ** The Mosque of tha Mabdi,"
etc.

A

Sexton Blake Appears Prominently in all the
above Stories.

Price
4d. Each.

3
|
%

COMPLETE STORY IN EACH NUMBER.

Ask your Newsagent for them. &

TALES of SPORT, SCHOOL LIFE and ADVENTURE

IX THE - !

L 4
BOYS’ FRIEND I.IBIIAIIY.
No.470.—THE WATER CHAMPION.

. Topping Yarn of Swimming and
Ad\ cuture, By HBNRY T. JoHNsoN,

No. 471.- OAUGHT OUT.

Magnificent Tale of the Cricket Field.
By. GEOFFREY GORDON.

No. 472. - 'I'HE WHITE SLAVE.

Thrilling Story ot Intrigucin Morocco.
By ’\IA\WELL SCOI‘T.

Rl }

No. 473. —THE PARTING OF THE
- . WAYS.

Grand Yarn of Frank Rlchards
Schooeldays, By MaARTIN CLIFFORD.

Price
Std. Each.

"Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprletors
Farringdon Street, London, E.C 4.

Fleetway House,
Farringdon Stroet London, EC. 4
Australasia), 8s. 10d. per annnm

The Amalgamated Press., Limilted. 'i;ha
Advertisement Offices: The Fleetway House,

Bubhscription Rates: Inland and Abroad (except South Africa and
48. 5d. for six months.

ol
News Agency, Linﬁlted Sole Agentq for Australia and Nes Gealoan S porgoouth Africa: The Central

No. 216,

and for Canada The Imperial News Company, Ltd.

w Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Qotch, Lfd.;
July 26, 1919,



