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The brushwood was already aligﬁi, and several of the insane cannibals
were dancing in front of Sir Montie’s stake in a kind of triumphal caper,
accompanied by screams of maniacal fury.




One of the many phenomena of the
South Seas, a thing terrible and
wonderful in its power and grandeur,
is the cyclone. You may have read
about the cyclone in books, news-
papers or magazines, but I doubt whether you will ever come
across a finer description of the spectacle of these tempestuous
furies, that rage from time to time around these coral islands,
than is contained in the following narrative.,—THE EDITOR.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY
NIPPER.)

These St. IFrank's juniors were not—as
might be supposed—at the famous old
Sussex school. They were, to be quite exact, -
on a small volcanic island io the South
Seas !

Lagoon Island was a place of glory and
delight—where brilliant skies were the rule,
where the sea was as blue as the purest
sapphire, and where the tropical palms and

CHAPTER L

ABSOLUTELY POISONOUS.

St. IFrank's, emerged from the door-|
Food Department, and
sleeping-quarters.  lle
rolled over towards a

way of the
entered the
gave a grunt, and
well-filled hammock.

FATTY LITTLE, of the Remove I'orm at

The hammock contained the elegant form
of Archie (Glenthorne, and Archie was deep
in the land of “ tue good old dreamless,”
as he would have termed it. What did he
care about coming battles? What did he
mind in the least? As long as he could
get his usual rest and sleep, he wouldn't
have cared if snow had commenced to fall,

trees and plants grew in bewildering pro-
fusion.

And at the present moment Fatty Little
and Archie were within the Fort—the sturdy
building which the juniors had set up with




their own hands, and without the aid of
any modern tools. -

Fatty Little gave the hammock a gentle
dig on the under portion. Archie opened
his eyes, yawned, and then prepared for
sleep again. _

““ Get up, you slacker!” said Fatby Little
sharply.

““ What? .
lated Archie, sitting up in
* Hallo, old scream!”

* I shall be screaming pretty loudly soon,
if you don't get up!” said Fatty Little.
“*You lazy beggar! 1 want some water!”

‘““ Well, dash it all,”” said Archie—* that
is to say, as it were, what about it? You

I mean to say, what?"’ ejacu-
the hammock.

don't suppose I trickle about with gallons |

of water tied all round the cld person?
Pray be sensible, laddie!”

“1 want some water!” repeated IFatty.
““ How the bloaters do you think I ean cook
proverly without water? Buzz along to
the river, and fill a couple of pails, will
you? Somebody’s got to do it—and I can’t
spare the time. It’ll soon be time for
tea, and the fish wants boiling.”

Archie placed his monocle into his eye.

“71 don't want to be most frightfully
rude, but you absolutely compel a chappic
to produce the old words of wrath!” he
observed. ‘* Kindly allow me to tick you
off, old melon! What-ho! Pretty good,
that! Observing you from afar, as it were,
the rotund carcase somewhat resembles the
jolly old juicy fruit aforementioned! Abso-
lutely, laddie!”’

“ We're not talking about melons!” said
Tatty. ‘“ You don’t seem to realise that
we're going to be attacked by a horde of
cannibals in an hour or two—and we’ve
got to get our tummies full up beforehand.
1 can't cook without water, and Goodwin
and Doyle—my regular assistants—are 1n
the trenches. You’re doing nothing, so it’s
up to you to lend a hand.”

““ Now, as I might say, the conversation
is taking a distinctly lucid turn!” exclaimed
Archie. ‘* Every time, old™ fruit! Abso-
lutely! I mean to say, Archie is ready—
positively bursting with ecagerness to ven-
ture forth in search of the good cld sus-
taining liquid!”

““ That’s better!’ said Fatty. ' Get out
of that hammock, and come along. I'im
absolutely stuck, but I'll have tea in an
hour, with luck!”

“T mean to say—poetry, what?" said
Archie. ** Dashed good, old top! Stuck—
Juck! There you are—the jolly old rhyme!

A chappie must be most dashed clever to
reel forth that kind of stuff!”

“1 didun't notice any rhymie,” sald Fatty.
' Come onl!”

Archie obediently retired from his ham-
mock, and followed Fatty Little out of the
sleeping-quarters and into the Food Depart-
ment. Here large numbers of pots and
pans were filled with various kinds of food.
It didn't matter to Fatty whether the world

was coming to an end—he simply had to sce
about feeding.

He knew that the cannibals on the island
were preparing to attack the Fort soon after
sunset, but this made no diflerence to him,
Whether we were at peace, or whether we
were menaced by blacks, we needed food.
And it was Fatty’s job to provide it.

Since we had been cast upon this desert
island we had met with some very remark-
able adventures. At first it had been like a
glorious holiday, although we had been flung
ashore without a stitch of clothing, and
without a single article to remind us of
civilisation.

That was the timme when we imagined Lord
Dorrimore and his crew to be at the bottom

' of the ocean, with the former’s steam yacht

i

—the Wanderer.

But we had since learned
that the Wanderer was very much in evi-
dence. The yacht was, in short, on the
other side of the island. '

She was beached, it is true, and sericusly
damaged. But she was still just the same
as ever, to all intents and purposes, and
her entire crew were alive.

But during those first days there had
becn twenty juniors absolutely alone, with
the- exception of Phipps—who, nominally,
wus Archie’s valet. But Phipps had been
the big man of the island. He had directed
the building of the Fort and a thousand
and one other things.

We went about attired only in grass kilts,
and most of the fellows fairly revelled in
the life. And then, after discovering that
Dorrie was all right, we had had fresh
excitement. For hordes of cannibals hadl
appeared—savage blacks, who swarmed to
Lagoon Island in canoves—and who had now
taken possession of a section of country
which we had termed Geyser Valley.

They had chosen their landing-place well
—for they completely cut off our two
camps. Those on the yacht were unable to
approach the rest of us in the Fort at Shark
Bay. And we, of course, could not reach
them.

However, it didn't matter much, since we
had arms and ammunition in plenty, and
Nelson Lee and Dorrie and Umlosi were with
us. Those left on the yacht were Captain
Bentley, the engineers, and about half the
crew. The other members of the crew were
with us—all picked men, who would fight
valiantly if necessary. _

And it seemed that fighting would sonu be
very severe.

IFor our troubles had increased. A pirate
junk had appeared—a vessel containing large
numbers of cut-throat Chinamen. And they
were led by Ho Liang, a cunning rascal,
who was well-educated, and who talked
Euglish fluently. He was at tlie bottomn of
the whole«grim: business.

It was Ho Liang who had instigated the
blacks to attack us. It was Ho Liang who
was preparing the onslaught which was due
to commence with the coming of dusk. Ie



the

until sunset to leave
island—and we had refused.

Therefore, an attack was certain.

It need not be supposed that our defences

had given us

were primitive and inadequate Originally,
we had only relied upon a stockade, which
entirely surrounded the log building which
we had called the Fort.

But we knew that it was useless to trust
to this frail fence. As a fortification it
was of very little real value.

We had machine-guns and rifles, to say
nothing of enough ammunition to withstand
a siege. At the same time, it was useless
having weapons at all if we were not in a
position to use themm adequately.

Accordingly, deep trenches had been dug
—trenches which exactly resembled those of
real warfare. The trenches extended all

round the Fort, and formed a complete and-

intricate system, -

There were front-line trenches, communi-
cation trenches, dug-outs, machine-gun
strongholds, and all sorts of other contri-
vances. And right in front of the trenches
—in no-man’s land—there were wicked
wocden spikea. We had driven these into
the sand to take the place of barbed-wire
entanglements,

We had a perfeet food and water supply,
for at the rear of the Fort there were no
enemies—the blacks had contented them-
selves by remnaining in the other section of
the island.

And  the cocoanut palms almost sur-
rounded us. 7The groves came right down to
the beach, and our fortifications were built
in the midst of these graceful palms. We
had every confidence of being able to with-
stand the most determined onslaught from
the enemy.

After all, they were
heathens of the worst type.

blacks—uncivilised
They were

cannibals, and although they carried rifles,

they had very little skill in using them.

And they were superstitious to a degree,
and we felt that we should be able to hold
them at bay for as long a period as neces-
sary. The feeling of confidence within our
camp was supreme. Everybody was cheer-
ful—everybody laughed and ridiculed the
idea of the enemy gaining the upper hand.
Such an ideu, indeced, seemed to be utterly
ahsurd.

Umlosi, the great Kutana chief—and the
intimate friend of Lord Dorrimore—was
totally opposed to this systemn of trench
warfare which seemed to be approaching.
Umlosi preferred to fight in the open. He
was never better pleased than when wield-
ing his spear against overwhelming odds.

At the same time, he realised that we
had adopted the only course. It was neces-
sary to dig ourselves in if we were to get
through without casualties. In a battle in
Umlosi's own country, it would not matter
80 muech if a certain number of warriors
fell. Indeed, it was regarded as a great
honour to perish during a grim and blood-
“ thirsty fight.

1

|

But the St. Frank's feliows were not par.
ticularly anxious to distinguish themselves
in this manner. They would much preier
to come out of the ordea! without any
serions casualties. And we were all hopicg,
too, that omne day we should bhe able to
return to dear old England and home.

[t didn't matter so far—if things went all
right, we should still be able to journey
hack, and arrive at St. Frank's almost in
time for the Autumn term. Bul alt preseat
it did not look as though we were going to
see England again for some time. We had
no prospect of getting off the island-—aad
we certainly did have a prospect of being
eaten by cannibals!

We had already experienced one or two
sharp brushes with the enemy. But now ve
were expecting a really determined onslaught
—an attack which would spell utter disastoer
unless we were keenly on the alert. Ho
Liang was anxious to subdue us—to kil
us, I believe. And he had goaded these
blacks on to fight.

Most of the fellows were in the trenches,
at their posts. Archie Glenthorne, how-
ever, was not regarded as much of a fighter,
and so he was allowed to do pretty much
as he liked.
~He followed I'atty Little outside into the
open, and in a few moments he was pro-
vided with two large skins, each capable
of holding several gallons of water. They
had been made by Phipps, and were thor-
oughly servicable. Fatty always referred
to them as *“ pails,” but there were no
pails on Lagoon Island.

‘“ Now, here you are, Archie,”” said Tatty.
“ You buzz along to Lhe river, and (ill these
up. Don't half fill 'em, vou lazy bounder,
or I sha'n't give you any grub for tea!"

“ A somewhat frightful threat!" said
Archie. * But never fear, old tulip. T shall
proceed to fill the merry old water-bags to
the brim. Absolutely!”

He placed one over each shoulder, and
sallied off. In order to get to the river, he
had to cross the elaborate trench system—for

this completely encircled the Fort. It
would take a very strong force to drive us
into surrender. Indeed, we believed our-

selves to be safe under any circumstances.

Archie went to the rear of the Fort,
where the palm trees encircled the building
on nearly three sides. All was delightful
shade here, with the green foliage high
above, moving gently in the soft breeze.

The trenches on this section were not well
filted. It was only necessary to have a
fellow on duty here and there—for an
attack on this side was very unlikely. When
the battle began it would do so ‘u the
open.

““Hallo, Archie, what's the idea?" asked
Armstrong, as Archie came along a com-
munication-trench.

‘““ Fetching some said
Archie. '

Armstrong nearly fainted.

“ You—fetehing water!"” lLic gasped.

“ Absolutely!*

water, laddie,”
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‘“Hold- me up, somebody—I feel bad!”
said Armstrong weakly. ' -
“1 mean to say!” protested Archie.
“Kindly explain the joke, my dear old

onion. In cother words, what'’s the idea?’:
“ Why, things must be moving pretty
swiftly if you're working!’’ grinned Arm-
strong. ‘‘ Mind you don’t do too much,
Archie! You’re liable to go off like a
flickering candle! Too much exertion, and
—phut! You'll expire!” | B

Archie looked rather startled. |

“ Gadzooks!” he exclaimed. *‘‘ That’s most
dashed fearful! I mean to say, I hadn’t
thought of that you know! But the thing’s
got tc be done! Large quantities of water.
are ness., old thing! So it’'s up to me to
get on the job!”

“ Right-ho! Pass, friend!” said Griffith,
with a chuckle.

Archie” was allowed to pass out through
the trenches, and he soon disappeared
‘among the trees and bushes. He was’ quite
safe here, for none of the hlacks were in
Lthis part of the palm grove.

Archie proceeded for a short distance

until the palm trees thinned somewhat,
and. he finally caine to a peaceful Ilittle
glade. It was a spot of exquisite beauty,,
and the very thought of warfare seemed
ridiculous. T .
A tiny stream trickled between grassy
hanks. Ferns and flowers grew in profusion.
Inscets hummed, and gorgeously coloured
butterflies flitted from flower to flower.
Many of these butterflies were of great
size and very brilliant. g

‘And there were birds, too—birds of every
hue and gorgeous tint.. Archie was quite
accustomed to these wonders of the tropics,
but e was coimnpelled to pause for a moment
;})_r two and regard the scene with admira-
ion.

“ Dash it all, it makes a chappie feel
most frightfully insignif.!”” he murmured.
‘“ Absolutely topping! Gorgeous, and all
that kind of rot!” - '

Ile went to the little brook, and pro-
-ceeded to fill his waterskins. e filled them
to the brim, and then heaved one on each
shoulder. . And a somewhat startled expres-
sion came into his eyes. :

“ My only. sainted aunt!” he muttered.
““ This, as it were, is most foul!”

He was astonished to find the water-bags
so heavy.. He placed them on fthe ground
again, and came to the conclusion that he
wouid be able to accomplish his task with
much greater facility if he partook of a
drink first. He discovered that he was
thirsty, and the water looked very inviting.

So he lay down in the grass, cupped his
hands, and regaled himself with several loug
draughts.

‘““ What-ho! What-ho!” lhe observed.
‘“ That, so to speak, has made a new chappie
out of me. I must remark, however, that
the bally water has a most extraord. twang
about it. Absolutely! Quite diff. to usual.

N

N |

Well, I:suppose we’ve got to stagger forth.”
Again he placed the water-bags on his
back, and set off briskly towards the Fort.

"He was aware of the fact that a curious

Probably the old imag. getting to work. |

‘as

sensation had appeared at the back of his
throat.

His tongue seemed to be burming, too—
which was most peculiar, considering that
he had omnly just quenched his thirst. And
he went on his way these symptoms
increased. They increased, in fact, with un-
pleasant rapidity. -

Archie’s throat felt like a furnace soon,
and as he walked he staggered slightly. He
found it impossible to keep a straight path.
His head, in fact, was swimming, and he
felt dazed and bewildered.. :

‘““ Gadzooks!”” he muttered suddenly. ‘1
expect the dear chappie was right, don’t
you know! The fact is, I'm working too
much—the strain is somewhat too severe
for the old tissues. Too much exersh, and
—zing! The expiring stuff! 1 bally well
feel like kicking the jolly old bucket!™

He came to a halt, and allowed the two
water-bags to slide from his shoulders.
Then, almost without realising that he had
left his precious burden behind, he wan-
dercd on. He hardly seemed to kmow what
he was doing, or where he was going. A

| peculiar glassy expression was in his eyes.

More by accident than anything else he
suddenly found himself right in front of the
trenches. He swayed from side to side as he
walked, as though hopelessly drunk. Then,
at last, he swayed, and fell headlong.

““I mean to say—dashed—awk.!”” he mut-
tered huskily.

He attenipted to rise, but found the task
too much for him. And so he lay there,
helpless and still. His movements had been
watched from the trenches, and Armstrong
and Griffith and De Valerie regarded him
with surprise. One or two other fellows
were equally interested.

“Come on, Archie—don’t
shouted Armstrong.

But Archie. didu’t move.

““I think there’s something wrong!’ said
De Valerie. * Didn’t you notice the way he
was swaying as he walked? °Besides, he
hasn’t brought those water-bags back! I
believe the chap’s come over faint, or some-
thing.””

Without any further ado, the juniors leapt
out of the trench, and hastened forward
between the spiked sticks. They bent over
Archie, and rolled him over. His face was
pale and peculiarly rigid. Aund although his
eyes were wide open, he did not appear
to recognise the fellows

““ What’s the matter, Archie?’ asked De
Valerie, in alarm.

‘ Hallo, old thing!”’ murmured Archie.
‘“ Most—deucedly queer! ~“I—I——  Abso-
lutely! Water, old top! Kindly—bring—

Iay there!”?

some——"? , A

His voice trailed away, and he seemed to
have some -diffieulty in moving his jaw.
The juniors gazed at one another, and their
cxpressions were startled. There was some-



thing so strange about Archie’s behaviour
that the boys were a bit scared. = -
" I—I believe the silly ass has been eat-
ing -some of those poisonous berries!” ex-
claimed De Valerie quickly. ** Grab him—
we’ll carry him straight in! One of you
others had better go straight to Mr. Lee
and bring him here.” - .

“T'lIl go!” said Grifiith quickly.

He dashed off, and a few minutes later
returned with Nelson Lee. The famous
detective was looking concerned. Then he
bent over Archie Glenthorne, and uttered
a sharp exclamation. His lips were coin-
pressed, and his eyes gleamed.
““ What’s the matter with
asked De Valerie anxiously.
“I'm afraid it is rather serious!' replied
Nelson Lee. *“ Glenthorne is—poisoned!"’

him, sir?"”

Dy, — S—

CHAPTER IL
THE BOMBARDMENT.

E VALERIE startled.
‘“ Poisoned, sir!” hLe
' exclaimed, 1n horror.

- “T1—I was afraid of
that, but I was hoping that
I was wrong! Ie must have
been eating some berries :
don't think so!"” said Nelson Lee

‘“But we will soon see.”

éi I
grimiy.
Other - fellows came &along, for the news

had quickly spread. And in a very short
time 1 came upon the scene, with Pitt and
Handforth and Co.

. “ What’s this?"’ said Handforth. “‘ Archie
poisoned! I always knew the fathead
would do something silly! This is what
comes of leaving ™ him to himself! He's
absolutely dotty!”’ _
““ Somebody . fetch some water!” said

Nelson Lee curtly. o _

“1 don't think there's any here, sir,”” put
in Doyle. ¢ Archie went to the stream to
fill the bags—and he left them behind.”

Two  juniors offered to go and get them

at once, and they started off. They found
the two filled bags among the trees, and |

they soon came hurrying back with them.

By this time Nelson Lee had taken out
his pocket medicine case—he was never
without it—and quickly selected some tiny
phials from their compartments. '

A cocoanut-shell had been brought—a well
cut half, which served for a cup. These
kind of things were in geperal use at the
Tort, for we had no crockery or earthen-
ware. Doyle and Armstrong poured out a
gshell-full of water, and handed it to Nelson
Lee.

All the fellows were intensely
about Archie for he was one of the most
popular juniors of all .

“ Is he very bad sir?”’ asked Pitt.

Nelson Lee did not reply. Ie had taken
a sip of the water, and now he set the
shell down, and I noticed that his expres-
‘sion was even more grave than before. He

Anxious -

proceeded to treat Archie with great care,

Several of the phials were brought into
use. And then, at last, Lee directed us
to carry the unfortunate chap into the
Fort,- and to lay him in his hammock.
There was something strange about the
whole affair, .

* Anything wrong, guv'nor?” [ inquired
concernedly. ““ Why didn't you give Archie
some water? . .He asked for it just before
he lost consciousness.” - -

“It was the water that caused Archie to
become ill.”

o }:I"ll&t‘!” I gasped. “ You—you mean

. I mean, Nipper, that the water itself
1s poisoned!” replied Nelson Lee grimly.
" This can mean only one thing—these

infernal Chinese have been up to some of
their devilry!”

“ They—they've poisoned the stream, sir?"
I ejaculated. '
* There can be no other explanation,” said
the guv'nor.

“ And what of Archie?” I panted. “ Will
he die, sir?”

'*No; I was in time,” replied Lee. “ Archie
will lwe-—ludeed'! he will be much better in
a very short time—particularly if hs can

be sick. If things go well, I have every
hope that the lad will recover within a
few hours.'"” ‘ '

“* Thank goodness for that, sir!" I said,
with relief.

“But it was fortunate that I was called
30 promptly,”” weut on the guv'nor. **I[f
the matter had been left for an hour, no
power on carth could have saved Gleuthorne
from certain death. But the poison has
not been able to gain a strong hold. I have
nullified the effects by administering an
antidote.””

“I'm jolly glad to hear that Archie will
be all right, sir,” T said. “ But what about
us? What shall we do for water?”

“ 1 don't know,” replied Nelson Lee. “ Mo
doubt the stream will soon be all right

] again—this poisoning cannot last for long.

At present, however, it is obviously unsafe
to touch a drop. These Chinese tiends have
deliberately poisoned the water so that we
shall drink it and die. Tt indicates, Nipper,
that we must be constantly on the alert.”

[t was not long before the whole camp
knew of this latest act of frightfulness on
the part of the enemy. And the consterna-
tion was general. Fatty - Litile, in particu-
lar, was at his wits' end.

“ We're dished! We siall be driven into
surrender by thirst!" declared Pitt. “ That'li
he the end of it. There's no other stream
nearer than a mile—and that's in the
enemy country. If we can't get water from
our own brook, we shall be done!”

““ There's no uneed to talk like that,
Reggie!"” I said. “ You couldo't have
thoueght much, or you "wouldn't say that
we shall die of thirst. The enemy potsoned
the stream in the hope that we should all
drink the water—and die. When those
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rotten Chinks find that we’re -still alive,

they'l'! probably stop the game.”

“1f we haven't got water, what shall we
drink?” asked Griffith. .

‘““Well we happen to have a good few
thousand cocoanuts hanging over our heads,”
1 repiied. ““ Aud each cocoanut contains
enough liquid to - satisfy anybody’s wants.
No, they’re not trying to drive us into
surrender. But the trick has failed. Archie's
the only chasp who's heen poisoned.”

“Half an hour later we learued, to our
great satisfaction that, under the guv’'nor’s
treatment, Archie had been intensely sick.
This was all to the good, for he had got
rid of the majority of the poison.

ITe was much better afterwards, and was
now in a deep sleep. We were not allowed
to give him much mwere attentiop—for other
things cropped up.

The afternoon was drawing on, and it
would soon be dusk. And we had been
given until sunset to leave the island. We
had taken no notice of Ho Liang’s threat,
but had decided to stay. We were not go-
ing to be scared hy these threats, and we

were quite confident, moreover, that we
could held up any attack.
Those defenders who were in the beach

trenches becamwe rather excited, and reported
that a move was afoot on the part of the
enemy. And so, at once, there was a
general rush to have a look.

There was nothing particularly exciting
to see. Junst beyond Shark Bay we could
see a portion of the Chinese junk, where
it lay at anchor in the lagoon. Beyond
lny the barrier reef of coral, with the surf
thundering continuously upon it. But there
was a way out for the junk—by sailing in
the lagoon for a short distance, and then
making its way through the first big break.

And now, for some extraordinary reason,
the junk was raising its matting sails, and
was evidently preparing for sea. We all
watched with surprise, and many comments
were made. .

““ But what’s the game?”’ demanded Hand-
forth., I thought these beggars were go-
ing to attack us? Instead of that, they’'re
siieering off !’

"It looks like it, anyhow!”’

‘“ No question about it!”

““ There you are!” said Handforth, * Didn’t
[ say so?” ’

“ Didn't you say what?”

‘““ Why, that it was all bluff!”

“ Bluff!”” repeated Church. *'1I
heard you say anything about bluil!”’

‘““ Ass!”’ sgnapped Handfarth. ‘I dis-
tinctly said that there wouldn’t be any
attack at all, and that when it came to the
point,-the Chinks would hop it!
right!”’ -

“ Marvellous chap—that’s what you are!”
grunted McClure. ‘* And you've got a mar-
vellous memory, too! Anyhow, you didn’t
say anything to us about the Chinese bluff-

ing.”
*Ot didn’t,

never

course you Handy!” said

1 Chureh.

And I was |

‘““As far as I can reeollect, you
threatened to punch my nose when I sug-
gested there might be no attack at all!
You said it was bound to conie!”’

“Ta, ha, hat!*

“@Good old Handy—always knows ecvery-
thing!"" grinned Pitt.

you like!"” roared

“You can cackle all
ifandforth. ‘“ But I know what I said—and
you can all go and cat coke! I'm jolly
certain that the Chinese are clearing off
now, and we shall pever see them again!”

“I joily well hope you’re right!” said
Bob Christine.

We all watched the progress of the junk
with interest.

For this move was so totally unexpected—
so different from what he had anaticipated.
It was extraordinary that llo Liang and his
men should leave the island only a brief

hour or so before the threatened attack
was due to commence. For the Chmamen
would be needed in -that attack. There

were large numbers of yellow rascals on
board the junk, for it was a big vessel.

But there it was—sailing out through tie
opening in the reef.

There could be no mistake about it—the
yellow men were going,

But it puzzled us enormously, and we
continually asked one another why Ilo
Liang and his crowd were leaving the island
in the possession of the cannibals—and us.
As it happened, it wasn’'t long before we
knew the truth.

Outside ‘the reef, the junk came sailing
clumsily round in _the direction of Shark
Bay—but, of course, at a considerable dis-
tance from the shore. For the yellow
skipper was not taking any risks. fle knew
the reef close against the opening into
the lagoon—but he was unfamiliar with the
 reef here. '

So the junk kept well out.

And then, as we watched, we suddenly saw
a dense puff of smoke on the junk’s side.
It was followed on the instant by a sharp,
booming report. Then, while we were star-
 ing at one another, a peculiar screaming
noise sounded. It was followed almost
immediately by .a terrifie spurt of watecr
from the lagoon—accompanied by a devasta-
ting report.

‘““Great Scott!” shouted Pitt. '* We—
we're being shelled!”

““0Oh, my hat!”

‘“ Shelled!”

‘““ Bombarded!”’

‘“ So—so0 that’s why the junk went out into
the open sea!” gasped Church. ** There
t you are, Handy! Now what have you got
to say?”’

Handforth was glaring fiercely over the
lagoon.

“* The—the beastly rotters!” ke shouted.
““ Shelling us! I jolly well knew it!”

“ What?"’ said MecClure feebly.

“ Didn’t I say so?” snorted Handforth.

“Didn’t I tell you that these confounded
| Chinks wonld start bombarding us—"
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““ No you jolly well didn't!"” put in Church.
““You said that the junk had gone for
good, and woulda't return! So you needn't
tr:,; any of your blessed spoof business on
us!”’

*“Why, you—you——"'

Boooom!

Another report came from the junk. We
had known that it was coming, for we had
seen the preliminary puff of smoke. Again
we heard the whine as the shell came hurt-
ling through the air. And another great
fountain of water shot up from a spot
some little distance from the heach.

““There's a rotten aim!" sgaid Handforth
contemptuonsly.

“ They haven't got the range yet,” I said.
“Thank pgoodness, they're rotten gunners
on these Chinese junks—and thank goodness
they’ve got a rotten gun! They may never
find the range."”

“What if they do?” asked Tommy Wat-
SOIL.

“ Well, it'll be pretty bad for us, that's
all,” I =aid. ““ We haven't got the artil-
lery to retaliate with, and it’'ll be a one-
sided businesa. These shells may be of a
poor quality, and the aim of the Chinesc
gunners may be worse; but if some of those
shells do happen to explode here—well, it'll
be all up with a few of us.”

Boom—zzzinng-—crash!

This time the explosion was much nearer.
T'or the shell came hurtling over, and instead
of falling short, sailed right overhead, and
crashed into the trees hundreds of yards
behind the Fort. The force of the explosion
made the ground quiver.

. To say that we were excited would be
putting it mildly. We had hardly expected
anything of this nature. The Chinese were
evidently determined to break our morale
before the real attack commenced. If pos-
sible, they also wanted to wreck our de-
fences, and make us helpless.

It was a nice little programme but

was not likely to succeed.
- “‘The gun kept firing with absolute regu-
larity. So far, no shell had come anywhere
near us., They either fell short, or went
too far, or very wide. Then we all received
a bit of a shock. That whining moan
sounded immediately after the report—and
then the shell struck the ground only fifteen
or twenty yards away from us,

The report was deafening—devastating!
Vast spurts of sand went shooting up, and
flying particles came over us like rain. But
nobody was hurt. The shell had come un-
pleasantly close.

Nelson Lee came along the trenches briskly

it

e

—and Lord Dorrimmore was doing just the

same thing in the other direction.

“ Boys, you must not expose yourselves
in this way!"” exclaimed ILee sharply. *“ It
is all very well to be contemptuous of thesc
shells, but a well-directed shot may be flired
at any moment. Into the dug-outs at once!"
- +““ Here, I say, sir!”’ shouted -Handforth.

 We're not going to creep away——"

“You will get into the dug-out .at-=once,
Handforth,” interrupted the guv'unor.

“ Yes, sir,” said Handy meekly.

He knew what it meant when Nelson Lee
poke in that tone, and he didn't attempt
to argue. And Nelson Lee was undoubtedly
right. There was danger in remaining under
this bombardment. Te retire into the Fort
would be worse than useless—for a single
shell would half wreck i%, 2nd kill any-
body who happened to be within.

But we had provided our trench system
with a number of deep dug-outs—where we
should be comparatively safe. And all the
juniors—much to the relief of some, and
much to the disgust of others—were com-
pelled to retire.

The trenches were manned now by the
aailors. They could not be spared—for the
cannibal attack might come even while this
bombardment was at its height.

And then, suddenly, Pitt grabbed my arm.

“ What was that?” he asked keenly.

We had been about to enter a dug-ouf,
but we paused, and looked over the top
of the trench across the lagoon. A shell
had been fired a minute earlier, and it had
exploded harmnlessly two or three hundred
yards to the left of our camp. Two minutes,
at least, would elapse before the next shell
came over.

“ What do you mean?” [ asked. ** Did
you hear something?"’ '

“Yes; I thought there was another
report,’”" said Reginald Pitt. ‘[t may have
heen an echo, but it didn't sound like it."

Booom!

There was a distinet report of a gun
being fired—but it did not come from the
(Chinese junk. The sound seemed to be much
further away.

Then, as we stared out to sea, we saw
the junk's forward mast shattered to frag-
ments. Debris was thrown in every diree-
tion, and a great cloud of smoke arose.

“My hat!"”" shouted Reggie. ‘' They've
had an explosion on board!™

“You ass!” I yelled. “That was a
shell!"’

2 ERY”

“From the Wanderer!" T exelaimed de-
lightedly. ** Don't you understand? Cap-

tain Bentley has guessed what the game is,
and he's giving the Chinese a taste of their
own medicine!"

““ Ile's shelling the junk!" Pitt.
“Oh, ripping!"’

“ Murraht” ;

All the juniors had heard my words, and
they ceame pouring out of the dug-outs into
the trenches. They didn't care whether any
further shells came or not. They wanted to
se2 what was happening.

Boom'!

Another report came, and a column of
water shot up just ahead of the junk's
stern. Then the junk itself fired, and the
shell struek the sand a short distance in
front of our trench system—again sending

gasped

' the sand spurting up.



But we could now see that the junk was
turning. She had evidently had enough,
and was sheering off. Upon finding that
she, herself, was in a direct line of fire, she
didin’t care to remain.

“ Hurrah!”

‘““The rotter’s scooting!”

** 8t. Frank’s for ever!”

Another report came from the invisible
Wanderer, and we watched with intent
interest.

Crash!

The shell struck the junk absolutely amid-
ships. A cloud of smoke arose, and although
we rould not see much damage, there ceuld
he little doubt that the shell had wrought
hzvee on the Chinese ship’s deck.

“That’s the stuff to give ’em!” shouted
Handforth., * Our chaps have got a bit
better aim than these blessed Chinks! A
few more like that, and the junk will be
sunk! I knew this would happen!”

“ Oh, of course!” eaid Church.
mentioned it, didn’t you?”’

“Did 1?" said Handforth.
rcinzmber!”

“Then your memory must be more mar-
vellous than ever,”” grinned Church.

The fellows now assumed that the immedi-
ate danger was over, and they did not
-retura to the dug-outs. The junk, badly hit,
was sailing off round the island—needless to
siay, in the opposite direction to where the
Wanderer lay. All her commander was
thinking of now was to get into a place of |
safety, ,

“By gad!” exclaimed Lord Dorrimore
keenly. **I shall have to give Bentley a
clap on the back” when I s=ee him next
time! I knew he was a smart man, but
I dido't think he’d have enough horse
sense to start bombarding the junk so
quickly. It =soon stopped the little game,
didn’t it?” |

" Bentley has proved himself to be a man
of action!” said Nelson Lee. ' But we
needn't think that we are out of the wood,
Dorrie. This, after all, was only a pre-
liminary—and it proves conclusively that the

“You

“Oh, ves, I

big attack will shortly commence. Si-
ccrely hope that everything will be ali
right.”

Lord Dorrimore grinned.

“ Of course it will!” he declared. ** We're

not afraid of these scum!”’ :

“1T agree!” said Nelson Lee. *“ And the
hoys are behaving with wonderful courage
and endurance. [I've nothing but praise for
them—nothing but admiration. At the same
time, it is most appalling that these young-
sters should be subjected to dangers of
this kind.”

** But, my dear man, it can’t bs avoided,”
said Dorrie.

** Exactly—that is just the
part of it,”” said Nelson Lee. *“ It can't be
avoided, Dorrie. We've got to go through
with it—and the boys must tuke their

unfortunate

chances with the rest of us. I wish we

could do without them—but I'm afraid our
force is too small.” '

‘““My dear old chap, do you think these
voys would sit still and do nothing?”’ asked
his  leordship. ** Why, most of them are
fairly burstin’ for a scrap, an’ would con-
sider themselves swindled if they were kept
out of it. They're healthy youngsters, and
they love excitement and adventure. 1t
won't do them any harm, either—particu-
larly if they <¢ome out of the battle
unhurt.”

Nelson Lee said no more. It was, in fact,
(quite .pointless to dis¢cuss the matter. As
Dorrie had said, the majority of the juniors
would have been highly indignant if any sug-
gestion had been made that they should
kecp out of the fighting. They were quite
ready to take risks with the rest.

The junk soon disappeared from view, and
then complete silence fell upon the scene.
For the evening was very still, without a
breath of wind. And the air itself was
humid and uncomfortably close.

Under ordinary circumstances we should
have taken far greater notice of these
details—but just now we had szo much to
occupy our attention that we took very
little heed of the weather.

The evening, however, was very different
to what we had been accustomed to. The
sky was not so blue as usual—it seemed to
have taken on a scmewhat greyer tint. And
there was a haze upon the horizon.

And then, with all the abruptness of the
tropies, darkness fell. The short twilignt
snapped out, and the whole scene was en-
veloped in the enshrouding glocom of night,

And there wasg the silence—hroken only by
the continuous thunder of the surf.

—— ——

CHAPTER IIL
ZERO HOUR!

0 RCHIE'S bhetter!”
eaid Reggie  Pitt
softly.

He had just come
into a front-line trench, and
he felt, rather than saw, his
way. He touched my arm as
he spoke, and 1 turned.

“ Oh, that’s good!” 1 whispered.
you just seen him?”’

" Yes—and he's sitting up and smiling!”
replied Reggie. ** Heaps better, and he
wanted to come out here with the rest of
ne. But Mr, Lee has given orders that he
wasn’t to bhe moved. He looks a bit white
about the gills, but by to-morrow he’'ll he
himself.” :

“That’s splendid news!” 1 =aid.
I 2o in I'll look him up.

“Have

“When
Any other news?"

** No,”” esaid Pitt. * What about the
enemy?”’
“Not a sign,” 1 replied. *“ For all we

can see or hear, there don’t appear to be
a black man on the whole of the island—
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with the exception of Umlosi. T can’t make
it out. If they're going to attack, why
don’t they do it, and be done with it?”

We both stared out into the darkneszs., 1t
was very pitchy, and we could hardly sce
a couple of yards in front of us. As a
- general rule the nights on Lagoon Island
were clear and brilliant—even when there
was no moon. For the stars themselves cast
a radiance which no dweller in England can
conceive of.

But to-nigcht there appeared to be no
stars—the darkness was like ink. And in
this mysterious gloom lurked the enemy. It
conld not have been better from the enemy’s
point of view. And it was a time of anxiety
for us—straining every mnerve, and waitind—
waiting.

** Then, as Pitt and I stood there together,
we caught sight of a blacker patch of the
darkness just near the {trench and quite
near to us. It appeared to be moving in our
direction.

‘““Who’s that?” I demanded sharply.

“ All right, you ass—don’t get the wind
up!” came a soft veice. *“ 1t’s me!”

I recognised the tones of Beb Christine.
A moment later he crawled in, and dropped
into the trench. He was one of the fellows

who had been out on ecouting duty. And
he appeared to be rather excited.
““You’d better get ready!” he said.
* They're coming!”
“ What!”
“Swarms of ’em!” szaid Christine. * 1

watched the beggars—they’re creeping along
the sands in dozens—and moving inch by
inch. You’d better all get ready for the
battle—it’ll start in about five minutes.”

“ You'd better report to the general!”
said Pitt.

We had termed Nelson Lee the * general,”

for he was in command of the whole De-
fence Force. And Bob Christine hurried off
to another part of the trench—where Nelson
Lee was waiting., with Dorrie on one side
and Umlosi on the other,

Christine soon imparted his news,
Nelson Lee received it quite calmly.

“You were right, old man,” said Dorrie
softly.

““Yes, so it appears,”
*“ Thank you, Christine.” _

The junior went off to tell some of the
other fellows.

““I thought 1 was pot mistaken,” ex-
claimed Nelson Lee, lowering a pair of night-
rlasses. ** Yes, Dorrie, we shall soon be in
It will start with one
fearful commotion. Deep as the silence is
now, the pandemonium will be frightful—
if I know anything of theze savages.”

Umlosi grunted.

“I am eager to be at work, my master!”
he rumbled. “ Wau! My arm is aching to
be wielding my spear and to thrust it home
into the accursed vitals of these dogs!”

‘““ Yes, you always were a chap who loved
digeging a spear into somebody’s interior!™
gaid Dorrie. * Don’t you worry—your arm

and

said Nelson Lee.

|

I

Then, as we stared out to ssa, w3
saw the junk’s ferward mast shat-
tered to fragments.

will ache enough before you've finished.
There’s going to be an unholy shindy in &'
imninute.”

“May it come goon, N’kose,”” whispered
Umlosi. 1

His lordship tried vainly to pierce the
{ gloom.

“Just our luck to have a pitehiy night
like this!” he growled. *‘ Ever since we've
been on this infernal island the nights have
been brilliant. And the first time we really
nced some light we get this!”

“It may be all the better,” said Nelson
Lee. “The enemy probably believes—

“hopes, at all events—that we shall be taken

relying upcn this
They will be

by surprise. They are
night attack to win through.
rudely awakened.”

‘* Yes, we shall probably have some licht-
ning soon,” said Lord Dorrimore. “1’'ve got
a kind of feeling that we’re in for a storm,
I know what this absolute calm means, and
the haze, too. We shall soon be—"'

Dorrie broke off, for at that moment tliere
came a curious sound from out of the black-
ness. It was like a wailing ery. And then,
abruptly, the very air became filled with a
series of wild and startling yells.

““ Here they come!"” yelled Handforth's
voice.

‘“ Let 'em have it, you chaps!”

Aa Nelson Lee had said, pandemonium
reigned within a second. The wild yells of
the cannibals fillled the air. And spears
came hurtling over the trenches in whizzing
flights.
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The sailors with thcir rifles and machine-
guns, lost no time.

The machine-guns, with their rattling roar,
got to work. The blackness of the night was
pierced by the Jurid flashes from the fire-
arms. And the yelle of battle were inter-
mingled with the shrieks of wounded.

And then came another sound.

¥rom several quarters of the trenches
there came a hissing, roaring sound, as
though somebody had suddenly started ofl

some fireworks. And, indeced, this was
practically the truth.
From about three different quarters at

once a hiesing shower of sparks rose into
the air. Then there were three shattering
reports high above—and the blackness be-
came turned into brilliant light.

The rockets were a type of star shell.
and the brilliant lightse gleamed in the sky
and shed down a white illumination which
Jit up the whole scene. After the inky
blackness, the effeet was rather startling.

“ There they are!”

* Hundreds of them!”

T'he juniors shouted cxcitedly as they eaw
the enemy. 1In this new light, the blacks
were revealdd with great distinctness against
the white sands. They were crouching low,
and all of them were trancfixed for the
motnent. They had bhelieved thcmselves Lo
be safe in the darkness,

But now they were terrified for the first
few motnents,

Zurrrrh!

The machine-guns renewed their shatter-
ing din, and now that the star shells were
]iglnting up the field of battle, the gunners
counld see what they were doing. They were
not erely firing into the darkness at
raundom.

The result was rather terrible,

All the ecannibals in the forefront of the
attack simply crumpled up 28 they stood.
One had the impression that they were nine-
pins, and that they had been suddenly blown
over by a gust of wind.

One or two ecreamed wildly, and others
wrigeled.  But the majority lay perfectly
still—riddled with bullets.

And then came shouting crders from the
rcar. And, suddenly, a vast hcrde of the
blacks came sweeping up from the distance.
1t seemed that this first party was only the
vanguard. The main force was now arriving.

Other star stiells hissed up into the exy.
and Phipps afterwards said that the ecene
reminded him of many a night scrap on
the Western Front. It was like a miniature
big push.

We, in our trencheg, were feeling confident
and absolutely safe. 1t was npothing bhut
slaughter—mowing down these biacke in
this way. But it was either our lives or
theirs—and we could do nothing else but
shoct them down. Once in their hands we
should probably be burnt alive.

And we noticed that intermixed with the
blacks there were a good few Chinese. And
thev were crouching low and firing their

f

riffles in continucus vclleys. But this was
not of much avail.
We ‘were secure in cover. It was only &

stray shot that could do any damage. The
enemy, on the otiher hand, was fully ex-
posed in the open—and they did not have
the cover of darkness, as they had expected.

But at one period it seemed as though
things would go badly with us,

I believe that Ho Liang himself was direct-
ing the operations, for the blacke would
never have had the ingenuity to make the
move which immediately followed. While

- the machine-guns were busy keeping this big
' horde in check, we suddenly became aware

of a terrific commotion on the left.

The trenches, in that section, were thinly
manned. Five or six of the Wanderer’s crew
were on duty there, and so far they had
had very little to do. There were some
juniors, t0o0.

And they were rather startled to see a
force of between fifty and sixty cannibals
come rushing up from the cover of the palm
grove. They were upon the trench almoest
before the saillors could fire,

Many of the savages were ]mpalcd upon
thie deadly spikes, but they didn't seem to
care. They were mad with the lust of
hattle and came dashing on, shrieking and
velling and making the night hideous.

And if the star shells helped us, they 2also
helped the enemy.

For the spiked sticks could be seen and

avolded. In a eerieg of gigantic leaps the
savages cleared the obstructions. And, out
of the whcle force, about twenty or thirty
got through.
They crowded into the trepch, with their
spears ready. :
The sailors, firing desperately, retreated,

To have remained would have meant nothing
but annihifation. And as they retreated,
they fired continuously. A few blacks fell,
but the majority came on.

And then Umlcsi scented what was
happening.

Umlosi was rather disgusted with the
whole fight. But for Nelsen Lee, e would
have dashed out into the open. He con-
gidered that trench warfare was absurd.

*He loved a straight battle in the open.

So far he had not lifted his spear cnce,
But, now his e¢hance had come. He heard
the shouts of the enemy, and he turned in
this direction. As he did so a form came
daching up, hot and breathless. It was
Jack Grey.

“ They’ve broken through!” gasped Grey.

‘Dozens of ’em! They're in the front
treneh now, and !
Umlosi didn’t wait to hear any more.

(iripping his famonus spear, he tore down the
trench and in less than five seconds he was
in the thick of the fight. The only way
into the comnminication trenches lay in this

L direction—and the cannibals were swarming
Palong with the intention of killing all they

came across.
But Umlosi barred the way,
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“Come, thou wugly rats!" he bHcomed.
“ Thinkest thou I will 1et thee pass? Thou
art but accursed dogs with no more fight
_in thy bodies than the  foulest mongrel!
Watlll Thou canst take that, thou pretty
one!"’

- He drove his spear home witih absolute
relish, and one of the cannibals fell grunt-
mg to the hottom of the trench. And then
Umlosi fairly let himse!f go. e secmed to
£0 mad for a time.

His spcar flashed this way and that, and
every thrust felled one of the enemy. But
Umlosi himself did not escape unscratched.
sSpears were thrust at him constantly, and
it was only by his amazing skill that le
turned the points aside in time. Now and
again he was a fraction of a second too late
—with the result that his arms and body
were shiowing deep and painful cuts.

The great Kutana chief was bleeding from
a dozen wounds—wounds which any ordinary
man would have oalied serious. But he
hardly noticed them. He didn't seem to
care what pain he suffered.

In the intensity of the battle he simply
fought on madly.

- And he stopped the gap in that trench.

The blacks were unable to get through.
And those in the rear, seeing the fate of
their comrades, began to believe that Umlosi
was possessed of some evil spirit.  They
fell back wailing, and fled.

And by this time other sailors had rushed
up with rifles, and the firing commenced in
ecarnest in this qmarter. Umlosi leaned back
against the trench, and gazed round with
pride. A dozen men lay dead—every one
of them Kkilled by that magic spear.

“Thou art surely but the foulest of
scum!’” exclaimed Umlosi contemptuously.
“'Tis not a real  fight, methinks!.- One
needs to battle against a real man to feel
the true spirit of battle!”

“Well done, old man!" exclaimed Nelson
Y.ce, hurrying up. “ You have saved the

situation. If those blacks had got
through we should have been in a serious
predicament.”

“Fear not, Umtagati,”” =aid Umlosi.

*“ These wretches are not fighters—they are
but worms that crawl in the earth!”

““Yes, but they can be dangerous,"” said
Nelson Lee. ‘“ Thank Heaven, we have
sullered no fatal casualties so far—although
Simpson, one of the sailors, is pretty badly
speared. We have carried him into the
house for attention.”

“Tis well!" said Umlosi. *“ And my young
white masters?” -

““So far they are unharmed.” _

““Thou are pleasing me greatly with thy
news, O my master,” said Umlosi. * But
be mnot deluded into thinking that the
danger has passed. The still
appear before mine eyes. be
much danger yet!"

“I can quite believe that,” said Lee.
“Bubt we have beaten off the main attack

Why, good bheavens! Man alive,

mists
will

red
There

you're gashed in the mvst terrible manner.
I didn’t notice it at first——"" '
“'Tis but a few scratches, my father.”
growled Umlosi. “ Mayhkap thou wilt ba
able to apply a bandage {ater, when there
15 time. And methinks that events will nob
gn smootbhly with us. I have strange visions
of some dizaster!” |
" Never mind your visions just now, Um-

losi,”" said Nelson Lee. “ You've gob to go
straight " into the house, and have those
wounds attended to. You'll find DPhipps
there, with bandages and Lint and every-
thing neceszary.”

“"Twill do later——"'

“ No, old friend, you must go now,"” iunter-
rupted Leea firmly.

‘Umlosi did nobt argue, but went. It was
highly necessary, for he was bleeding pro-
fusely from his numerous flesh-wounds.
Under the care of Phipps, however, he was
very soon feeling a great deal better.

Phipps, with much surgical skill, washed
the wounds, and applied bandages. And

then Umlosi, instead of resting, emerged
forth once wmore to see how the battle was
going.

Compared to the first onslaught, things
were now quiet. . :

The enemy had retreated, finding it im-
possible to force a way through the defences.
And, from the cover of the palm-groves, a
continuous fire was sent in—the bullets
hissing harmlessly over the trench tops.

But, although this lull had now occurred,
there was no indication that the battle was

over. It was, indeed, only just beginning.
CHAPTER IV.
IN THE THICK OF BATTLE.

o~ 0O time was lost in
distributing the de-
fenders along the
- trenches. The por-
tion which had been weak

previously was now strengli-
cned.

Nelson Lee was really sorry that we only
had two mrachine-guns. We could have
done with half a dozen. Indeed, with such
a number, there would have been no
danger whatever. We could have held a
thousand at bay.

“ Well, what do you think of it?" asked
Pitt, as we collected in a knot in one of thie

rear trenches—for the fellows were not
allowed to be in the front line now.
“Think of it?" said De Valerie. ** Why,

we've got the rotters beaten!"

This was the general opinion. That first
onslaught had been bealten back so drastic-
ally that it seemed thal no fresh attempts
could meet with better success. There was
no cessation of firing, for the blacks were
still keeping in the cover of the palin-trees,
loosing off their rifles as fast as they couid
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bullets. :

““ The thing’s a swindle!” said Iandforth
contemptuously. “ I thought it was going
to be a battle—and I'm blessed if there’s
been a single nigger within a dozen yards of
me! What’s the good of a chap working
himself up to fight if he doesn’t get the
chance?”’ _ . )

‘““Hard lines, Handy!” said Pitt drily.

Ilandforth naised his heavy wooden clnb
suggestively.

““1've been waiting for half an hour to
give one of those rotters .a slosh with this!”
he said. “If I don*
shall jolly well go out and——"

‘“ No, you won’'t!” interrupted De Valeric.
““We had enough trouble rescuing you the
last time you got collared! You're a reck-
less ass, and you’H stay herel!” -
"¢ Are you ordering -me about?” snapped
IHandforth. * Don't forget that I'm the
War Minister, and I can jolly well do as 1
like!”

“That rot’s finished with now, Handy,”
‘““ Nobody minded you bheing
War Minister when there wasn’t a war omn.
But you can* expeet the chaps to take you
seriously in the midst of a battle!”

““0Oh, can’t I?” snorted Handforth. ' If
it wasn’t for jealousy, I should be in com-
I don’t want to
boast, but I could easily have had every otie
of the enemy Kkilled or taken prisoner by
this time!- I should have surrounded - the
rotters!” :

‘““Oh, that would be easy!” said Church,
“Jlow the dickens are you going to sur-
round a scattered force of a couple of
hundred men with about thinty? I reckon
:;*4:11}131’11:3| a bit of a joke as a War Minister!”
. Bitr! -

. HHandforth’s left fist shot out, and Churech
only just dodged in time. |
thudded into the side of the ftrench, and
nedrly caused it to cave in. i
stantly seized by three or four juniors.

. ““Now ‘then—no fighting among our-
selves!” said Pitt. “ We’ve gobt quite
enough to do with the enemy! There’s

no need to——-" .

Pitt broke off suddenly, for a junior was
just coming along the trench, and Pitt was
astonished to see that he was Archie Glen-
thorne. Star-shells were still being sent up
regularly, and it was quite brilliant in the
trenches. _

*“ IIallo, old things!"’ said Archie genially.

““What the dickens are you doing here?”
demanded ITandforth. ** You’re dying!”

‘* Really, laddie, kindly allow me 1o
differ!” said Archie. *“ A short while ago
I was feeling most frightfully pipped. The
good old tissues, as it were, were at «a
dashed low ebb. Absolutely!”

“You look a lot better now, Archie,”
smdv}’itt. ,

‘“ Well, mean to- say, Phipps!" salid
Archie. * Phipps, don't you know. The

man’s positively a genius! That is to say,

get a chance soon, 1

Handforth’s fist

He was in-

he’s hardly human! Ie just does a few
bally things, and there you are! A chappie
i3 able to rise from his old bed of sickness
and proceed with the biz! A deucedly brainy
cove—that’s Phipps!™

“* Ile seems to have worked wonders with
you, anyway,” said De Valerie. “Only a .
lew hours ago you were poisomed—"'

‘ Absolutely!”’ said Archie. “ My dear
old sportsman, it was positively foul! I
mean to say, it's somewhat dashed rotten,
and so forth. When a chappie has to de-
iiver up about twenty recent meals, he natu-
rally feels dashed empty! There’s a most
frightful void hovering underneath the o.d
belt, don’t you know!”

- “Well, you ought to be thankful you've
pulled through,”” =said Handforth. * Of
course, there’s no teiling even now. I don’t
want to be a wet blanket, but you’'re liable
to pop olf at any minute!”

“What?"’ caid Archie. *‘ What?
to say, as it were, pop off?”

“0Of course!” said Handforth. ' You’ve
got the poison in your system. You natu-
rally feel a bit better now. But after a bit

That is

-youw’ll go all funny, and then it’ll he weeks

and weeks before you're able to crawl
aboub again.”
“That's most fearfully rotten!”” said

Archie, with a start. * Weeks, don't you
know! DPhipps distinetly ladled out the in-
formation that I was pnactically the oid
self again. Somewhat thin and emaciated, _
but the same old .chappie, nevertheless. I
just trickled forth to gaze upon the popu-
luce, and see what was doing. What about
the bz}ldzle? Somewhat remote, by all appear-
ancest” : '

“1t wasn’t remote twenty minutes ago!”
cald Pitt. " My hat! That doesn’t seem
very remote, either.” . -

With startling abruptness an explosion
liad taken place—a sharp, shattering roar in
the front line trench just ahead—a roar,
accompanied by a blinding flash of light.

A moment later there came three other
explosions. Confusion seemed to Teign ab
first, and then the machine guns recom-
menced their shattering bark.

““ What’s happening?’ yelled Handforth.

“ Goodness knows!”

But it was not long before we found out.
A large number of blacks were creeping up,
tuking advantage of every scrap of cover
they could find, and they were now armed .
with bommbs—which exploded upon contact
with the ground.

One of theze failed to go off, and we
examined it. It proved to be a very crudely
made alfair, out of a tin box, and filled
with 3igh explosive. We did not doubs
that the Chinese had provided the cannibals
with these. deadly things—which were jush -
s llable to injure the throwers. -

But they did some -damage. .

One of the bombs exploded, and two
sallors were rather severely hurt. They were
carried into the TFort—one with a  badly



-wounded arm, and the other with a shat-

tered lep.

+ And we soon found that another type of
bomb was being used, too. This second type
wias larger, and more deadly. But it was
provided with a fuse, and did not explode
upon contact.

Two of them fell right into the trenches,
and, it was very fortunate that no eailors
weroe in the immediate vicinity when they
went ofl.  Tor they expioded with such
terrilic force that the sides of the trench
caved in, and nothing but wreckage re-
migined.

_And while theze bomb-throwers were got.
ting to work, another force of shock troops,
S0 to speak, was preparing for a rush.
They came at last—at least fifty powerful
blacks.

_Butb. long before they got near the front-
ling trenches they wavered, broke, and fled.
I'or these cannibals had now discovered the
deadly pnature of the machine-guns, and they
did not possess the pluck to face the
devastating fire. | -

The juniors remained in the tear brenches.
ouly ahle to listen. They had been strictiy
ordered by Nelson Lee to keep their heads
down. Tor a rash move might easily mean
deuth. |
_ Archie was sbill talking with two or three
‘Juniors, when there came a blinding flash
and a big report ‘close by. The - fellows
sbared in the direction of this commotion.

And then; at that very moment, a heavy
thud sounded immediately belhind Archie. Ile

gave a pgasp  as somebhing scorched his.

.ankle. Gazing down, he saw a series of
sparks shooting out from a fuse. And there
was a large metal box attached—and Archie
knew the truth, :

* Gadzooks!"” he muttered blankly.

The thing was a bomb—and it was capable

of blowing them all to smithereens, The

fuse, too, was practically at an end. ,Archie
acted on the instant, and with considerable
bravery. '

He dived down, grabbed the homb, and
hurled it with all his force into the air.

Boom!

The thing exploded less than two seconds
alfter it had left Archie’s hand. At the same
second he ducked. and yelied out a warn-
ing. The other fellows had no time to duck,
and they were flung in all directions.

“ Great Scott!”

“ My only hat!”

“ Help !

The fellows picked themselves up, breath-
less but unhurt. Their ears were singing,
and lights danced before their eyes. And
Archie bobhed up, and looked round.

“T mean to say, that was somewhat
swift!"" he observed. ‘“ What about it,
laddies? Any frightful casualties!”

“ Who—who did that?’’ demanded Hand-
forth warmly. |
T 41 did, old top!” said Archie.

“You did!” howled Iandforth.

‘¢ Absolutely!”

“You threw that bomb?" :

“ Absolutely twice!” said Archie. “In
obther words, old darling, I positively had
to do it. That is to say, I didn't quite
fancy being carved up into about five "hun-
dred and sixty-three picces!” :

“ His mind must be affected,” said Hand-
forth bluntly. *“ Of course, he’s always been
wandering, more or less, but I never thougit
he was as bad as this.”

““Dash it all!”’ protested Archie. ¢ Kindly
refrain from being so fearfully insulting,
laddie. You see, the baliy bomb dropped
just at the old feet. and commenced spurt-
ing several yards of fire over the ankle
department. I simply had to do something,
you know. So I seized the thing firmly and
delivered it elsewhere!"” '

And then, at last, the juniors realised
what Archie ‘had done.

“ Well I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Christine.
“Don’t you understand, you chaps? While
we were looking in the opposite direction,
Archie picked up that bomb and saved all
our lives! Good man! He'’s as plucky as
they make 'em!”

“Rather!"” said Pitt. * Archie, you de-
serve the V.C.!"

‘“ Absolutely!” said Archie. ‘‘That, of
course, is to say absolutely not! Pray don't
he so frightfully ridic. and so forth! The
V.C., what? Dash it all, there was nothing
in it, old tulip! The explosion mixture was
on the ground, and I couldn't Jet it stay
there, could I? And remember that I was
thinking about my own carcase, too!”

“ At the same time, if it hadn't been for
vour " quick action we should have been
hblown to bits,”" said Christine quietly.
‘“We're not so very safe here, after all.
This bomb throwing business is more than
we bargained for.” -

But, after all, very little damage was done
by the bombs. Just at the outset the
ruse was successful, but after more star
shells had been sent up, snipers got to
work, and the approaching bomb-throwers
were picked oub and shot before they could
hurl their deadly missiles. |

And no further general attacks were made.

The enemy, in fact, had at last realised
that we had dug ourselves in so securely
that they couldn't shift us. They gl
already suffered very severe losses—and thlYy
had gained absolutely nothing.

The blacks themselves would not have
attacked in this way. It was quite obvious
that they had been led by the Chinese—
who tock very good care to remain in the
background.

After an hour had elapsed even the fitful
rifle-fire had died down, and complete silence:
reigned. The air was still hot and humid,
and there seemed to bhe every indication of
a storm of some kind.

“Well, we seem to have scttled the
beggars for a bit,"” said Lord Dorrimore,
as he came round the trenches. *“It's my

| belief they've had eoough of i:, and they're
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sick of the whole business. We sha’'n’t have

any more fighting to-night.”

*“ Let us hope you are right,”” said Nelson
Lee.

They came across a group of juniors a
few moments later. The fellows were
yawning, and they looked very tired.

“1 think you had better get to your
hammocks, my boys,” said Lee. ‘* There’s
really no reason why you should remain
awake. The battle seems to be over, and
you might just as we!l get some sleep.”

'"* Right you are. sir!”

They were only too glad to take the hint,
and they went off into the Fort, and in a
very short time were sound asleep—as
though no peril existed. And it really

scemed now that the danger was over. The
blacks had retired completely, and they
had apparently gone back to their own

camp.

It was very unlikely that they would
attempt any further onslaugiits now, for
dawn was near at hand. And the enemy had
suffered such losses that they would have no
relish for further fighting.

I had not gone to bed yet. I was talking
with Reginald Pitt and Tommy Watson and
Sir Montie. They all decclared that they
didn't want to sleep, and so we decided to
wait until dawn. It wouldn’t be long, any-
how.

‘““ Might as well see it throngh now,” said
Tominmy Watson, yawning. ** Thank good-
ness we've come through safely!”

“T expect it's a bit of a shock for that
Chinese rotter!” said Reggie. ‘' He told
Mr. Lee that if we hadn't cleared ofl the
island by sundown last night, we should all
be killed. DBut it wasn't such an easy
matter to kill us!”

‘“What price a dip in the lagoon?”’ 1
suggested. ** Everything's quiet now, and as
we're all dusty and dirty, it would freshen
us up, and cool us down. The air’s fearfully
ciose!”’ _

“ Good wheeze!” said Dorrie.
your guv'nor allow it?”

“We sha'n’'t ask permission!” 1 replied.
“That’ll be the safest way. We needn’t
make any noise. Just a dip, you know.”

The others all agreed and so we stole
quietly down the trenches, and told the two
or three sailors who were in charge that
we were going for a bathe. The men
allowed us to go out without objecting. For
there had been no sign of the enemy for
over an hour past.

We reckoned that dawn would come in
about another hour, but possibly we were
wrong in this—it was more like two hours.
And I had an idea that the moon was due
to rise soon. It had been getting later and
later every night, and now the moon was
a kind of ghost of its former self.

I was down at the water first, and, some-
how, I ipnstantly became aware that the
lagoon was not the same as usual. We
had not given it muech attention from the
trenches.

“ But will

At that distance the water looked-

\;er:,’ much the same—what we could see of
it.

We only knew that it was very still and
quiet, as though it had become something
solid. But now that I was right close up
I was rather startled. For the lagoon was
absolutely alight! The effect was stunning
when seen for the first time.

The whole stretch of water was burning
with phosphoric fire—right down into the
very depths. And as I stood there at the
very water’'s edge, I could see the coral
on the lagoon bed—and every scrap of
coral was like a torch, burning and glowing,
Now and again a fish would come into view,
and it flashed by like an electric light.

‘““ Well, I'm bhlessed!” I muttered.

The surface of the lagoon was moving,
owing to the tide—which, I believed, was
just about coming in at this time. And, as
far as I could see, the whole bed of that
stretch of water was glittering.

1 put one foot into the water, and then
half turned, waiting for the other {fcllows
to come along. As I did so I removed my
foot. Pitt and Watson and Sir Montie
arrived just then, and they stared at me in
amazement.

‘“ Look at your foot!” gasped Tommy.

“ Begad!”’ said Sir Montiec.

I looked down. And then I saw that my
foot and ankle were covered as though by
some glowing sock. 1t was just as though
the foot was on fire. It was really extra-
ordinary. -

“What—what does it mean?" asked Wat-
son.

“It's the phosphorescence of the water,”
1 explained. ‘" We’ve seen it before, but
never like this. I've ncver seen anything
so marvellous in all my life.”

Pitt plunged into the water, and dived
under. Then he ecame out and stood up.
We looked in greater amazement
than before. _

He glowed from head to font, glittering
aind shimmering in the most weird fashion.

What could it mean?

at him

—— —

CHAPTER V,
DISASTER !

. EGINALD PITT grinned
: down at himself as
he saw how the water

was glowing.
“Jolly queer!” he re-
marked. “1 seem to be uall
alight, and yet I'm only

the cause of it, dear old

““It's absolutely

amazin’—it is, really '™
“1 don’'t know the exact cause, but I
think it must have something to do with
the atmospheric conditions,”” 1 said. ** All
this silvery glow is somehow connected

wet !
“But what's
boys?’’ asked Sir Montie.

| with the air. 1'd like to go out in the



THE NELSON

canoe, but that's impossible, Let's be
content with having a dip.”

[t was a remarkable experience, bathing

in that lominous water. We went right
in up to our necks, and then stood still,
watching, Fish passed to and fro, and as

they did so they left a trail of fire behind
them, asz though they were comets. And
every clump of coral within view gleaned
and glittered.

Over towards the reef we could just see
the surf and the foam. It looked like a
burning masz of fire.

And then, while we were still marvelling
at the peculiar spectacle, an astonishing
thing took place. Suddenly—just as though
somebody had touched a magic switch—the
phosphorescent glow flickered. We looked
round, and then caught in our breath.

The lagoon was black uand watery—the
silvery glow had completely vanished.

“Well, I'm jiggered!" exclaimed Pitt won-
deringly.

“ Why—why
asked Watson.

I pointed. !

“1 think that'sgthe reason,”' I replied.

The moon had just appeared above the
sea. And on the horizon there lay a hazy
beit. The moon did not look the same ns
usual, but was almost red, and had a fiery,
sinister aspect.

- ““There's something going to happen before
Iong!"" I declared. * I've.seen these signs
hefore, and they don't look healthy. Unless
I'm very much mistaken, we're in for some
rough weather."”

“Well, we can't grumble,"” said Pitt.
“We've had sunny skies and gentle breezes
ever since we've been here—except for an
occasional shower. But I can’t get over
that glow in the water, and the way it
flickered out.”

We had finished our bathe,
slole silently up the beach,
to the trenches.

did it go out like that?"

and now we
and returned
Everything wag still and
utterly silent. We were more than ever
convinced that the blacks would not come
back again that night.

And so, instead of remaining
went to our haminocks,

awake, we
and were soon in

the land of dreams. But it was only a
short spell—for we were awakencd after
about four hours. _

Dawn had broken long since, aand Fatty
Little was now bustling about with food
and hot drink. And in the daylight we

were examining our defences,
and several of the sailora were out among
the still forms on the sands. If there were
any injured they would be brought in aud
cared for. | %

I noticed one thing at once. Although it
was well past dawn, the sun was not shining,
and, indeed, the morning was strangely
gloomy. I went outside into the stockade,
and gazed upwards.

The sky was not visible. Overhead lay
a massive roof of solid clouds. They lay
in a leadeu, impenetrable ma:s.

and Phipps

I hiad never |

Archie dived
bomb and hurled

down, grabbed the
it with all his

force into the air,
e e . e . e S Y
seen any clouds quite so solid and even
before.

““We're going to have something pretty

big soon, sir,” L said, as Nelson Lee
approached.
“I'm afraid you're right, Nipper,” said

the guv'nor. * [ don't like the look of the
sky at all. And do you notice the peculiar
behaviour of the birds? They know what
is coming evea better than we do.”

I looked round.

The birds were flying about wildly, as
though absolutely agitated and ill-at-ease.
And they seemed to avoid the woods.

And, instead of the day growing lighter,
as it should have done normally, the
gloom increased.  And there was an awful
feeling in the air. Somehow, we seemed
impelled to speak 1in whispers, as though
in accord with the general hush. It was
mos{ remarkable.

I told Nelson Lee about the glow in the
lagoon, and he wodded.

‘“1 have seen something of the same kind
hefore young 'un,” he said. * You boys
had better all prepare yourselves for some-
thing which might be even worse than last
night's battle. IFor when Nature lets itself
loose in this part of the world, it does so
with a vengeauce.”

I've seen a few tropical storms, too.
But I rever remembered anything quite like
this  befora. The “very appearance of
Nature told me that this coming storm was
to be something of a vast character—some-
thing which would be deadly and terrible.

But it was probably a long way off yet—
it might mnot break upon the isloand for
hours, It might, indeed, miss us altogether
I hoped it would, although many of the
other juniors were looking forward to wit-
nessing the fury of the elements. This was



hecauze they didn’t know what they were,

in for.

And, as it happened, we were not allowed
to think much on the subject of storms just
then. For something occurred which altered
the whole aspect of the situation—something
which struck us like a blow between the
eves, We had defeated the enemy all along
the line. And yet now, unexpectedly and
dramatically, our ‘whole security was to be
shattered and wrecked.,

~All the juniors were feceling bright and
cheerful. Both Nelson Lee and Dorrie were
confident and pleased. And the sailors from
the Wanderer were satisfied that they had
given a good account of themselves. And
we all had the same supreme belief that we
had the enemy beaten.

And then, just after Fatty Little had an-

nounced that food was ready, we saw a
group c¢f figures approaching along the
gsands. This was the first eign of the enemy

that had been seen since daylight. After
that final attempt to dislodge us—the blacks
had mysteriously vanished. But now a
. party of them were returning. And they
were accompanied by several Chinamen,

One of these yellow rascals wualked in ad-
vance, carrying a leng stick with a white
rag tied to the end of it. All thoughts of
food were put aside. All discussion about
the weather conditions was shelved, and
proctically the whole party of us collected
in the front-line trenches to see what was
coming.

There were about twenty or thirty blacks
coming along behind the Chinaman, and
they scemed to be moving in a curiouely-
formed clump. And it was not until they
were practically upon us that we became
aware of the truth. The white flag, evi-
dently, was used so that we should not fire
on them. |

Suddenly one of the fellows gave a gasp,

and pointed. He was Doyle, and his eyes
were staring. He looked absolutely stag-
rered.

“* Look, you chaps!” he gasped., ' It—
it’s Mr. Wilson!”

" What!”

“ Mr. Wilson—where?”’

We thought that Doyle had gone oft his
head for the moment. Mr. Wilson was the
chief engineer of the Wanderer. And before
Doyle could reply we became aware of the

stageering truth for ourselves,

In the midst of the clump of savages
there were four figures—and we could now
sce them clearly and distinetly. One was
Mr. Wilson, the yacht's chief engineer, and
the other three were petty officers!

They were prisoners in the hands of the
cnemy !

‘** Good heavens!” I muttered.

For, in a flash, I could see awful possi-
bilities here. Four members of ocur own
paety had been captured.
very disaster of all disasters that we had
hoped to avoid. For with prisoners in their

And this was the

have

hands, the blacks would
which could destroy us utterly,

I glanced along the trench at Nelson Lee,
and I could sece that his lips were c¢com-
pressed, and his cheeks had bhecome slightly

&’ wceapon

paler., For the guv'nor kpnew what this
would probably mean. And he was sick with
fear for what might happen to the juniors.

He jumped out of the trench, and went
forward to meet the enemy. Dorrie accom-
panied him, and so did Mr. Somerfield, and
cne or two of the others. Mr. Somerfield
was the yacht’s second officer, and he had
been with us all the time—in charge of the
machine-gun party.

“ Well,” demanded Lee curtly, “ what do
you want?”

“ This is terrible, Mr. Lee!” called out the
chief engineer from the centre of the blacks.
“Don’t let these infernal hounds influence
you, sir! We’re prisoners, and we’ll sulfer
any consequences. Don't do anything——"

He was suddenly silenced by a brutal blow
from one of the blacks. I saw Umlosi grip
his spear harder, and it was only by a
strong effort of self-restraint that he con-
trolled himself. It was ®mpossible to strike
these men while they held the white flag.

‘“ What do you want?” repeated Nelson
Lee sharply.

And then, for the first time, I mnoticed
that the leading Chinaman was Ho Liang
himeelf, I had been locking at the four
luckless prisoners, and had given very little
attention to the yellow men,

“*I think, gentlemen, that I now hold the
trumn card!” exclaimed Ho Liang softly,
and with that gentle purr in his voice. *1
will admit that you gained a complete vic-
tory during the night. But now, my friends,
it is my turn.” :

L{.:lI do not understand you!' s=aid Nelson

e. -

“ No?" said the Chinaman. “I really
think you do—only you do not like to admit
it. You must allow me to compliment you
on the adequate nature of your defences.
You held us at bay——"

“ Really, Mr. Liang, I am not anxious to
receive compliments from you!” interrupted
Nelson Lee sharplv. ** You inflamed these
savages to attack us—and that attack
failed. What plan have you in mind now?”’

*“It is quite simple!” replied Ho Liang.
“A lJarge force of my men attacked the
yacht during the night. They were ready
for us, I will admit, and twenty of my men
were killed in the ensuing battle. A very
l_]tea’vy loss—but 1 think the prize was worth
b g

He indicated the four prisoners with a
wave of his hand. -

‘““ My men had precise instructions to cap-
ture not less than two members of ycur
party,” went on the Chinaman. * Fortu-
nately, four were obtained, as you can see, .
I call upon you now to surrender un-
conditionally.”

*“ Indeed!” said Nelson Lee,
somewhat optimisticl”” -

“You are



" And not without reason!" said Ho Liaug
. gently. * It is not my habit to beat about
the bush, gentlemen. 1 am a man of action
-—amd 1 am not delicate in my methods. 1
have made up my mind to force you to sub-

- mission—and I shall be successful. If you
will have these icur men live, you will
surrender!”

*“And what if we rcfuse?'” put in Lord
Dorrimore.
“1I can hardly imagine that you would he

- 80 rash,”” purred Ho Liang. But I will tell
you. If vou refuse, these four men will be
put to death ruthlessly and in front of your
very eyes. It will be for you to give a
signal of surrender at any moment you
choose."'

“@Go!"” exclaimed Lee angrily. “1 will

not bargain with you!”

Without a word Ho Liang turned. He
gave some quick orders in Chinese, and
almost at once the four prisoners were
turned about and marched away. Mr. Wil-
son turned his head and raised a hand.

“Don’t surrender, sir!"" lhe - shouted.
“ Leave us to our fate! You mustn’t let
the boys fall into the hands
- Again he was silenced—hut he was a man
of courage and indomitable pluck. HHe was
ready to die a ghastly death in order to
save the rest of us. And his companions
were with him.

The enemy force did not retreat far. They
went along the beach, and then came to a
halt about four hundred yards distant. And
“Nelson Lee stood looking at Lord Dorrimore
with a light cf agony in his eyes.

*“This is terrible, old man,”” he muttered.
]'f I ¢ould not think of anything more appal-
ine,"

*“ It certainly
agreed Dorrie.
mean it¢"

“I know they

geems to be pretty stiff!™
“ Do you think these demons |
itt"

mean replied Lee.

“ There 1s only cmre thing to be done,
Dorrie. It ia unthinkable to leave those
four men at the mercy of the blacks. In

order to save them we must surrender."”

‘“An’ then we ehall all be massacred!™
said his lordship.
‘*“1 do not think so. But in any case we

~must risk it,”" said Nelsen Lee. ** There is
time yet, and so we must wateh and wait.
But 1 do not think there can be any doubt
as to the ultimate result.”

The fellows were all talking among them-
selves. Thisz new situation had cropped up
80 unexpectedly "that they were ail taken
by surprise. And many of the runiors could
not quite realise the possibilities,

“If they think we're going to surrender,

they've nwdr:_fn bloomer!"' said Handforth.
““ After Lholdink  out against all their
attacks, it's likely we should cave in, ain’t
k™

“0Of course we sha'n’'t cave in!" said Arm-
strong. ‘‘ We won't take any notice of their
fatheaded threats. - But it's a bit .rotten for
‘Mr, Wilson and those others. ‘They're pro-

‘““ Rather!"
“They'll get it in the neck, too!”
“But I don't believe they'll be Kkilled!”

said Armstrong.
bluff."

I made very few remarks. I was watching
the enemy out en the sands. In the deep
gloom of this strangely oppreseive morning
the whole sceune looked even more sinister
than it actually was.

The blacks were working feverishly, A
number of them hurried off into the woods,
and soon returned carrying massive logs.
And these, one by one, were thrust into the
sand and .stronzly fixed in. As they were
fixed, a prisoner was tied to the rough
stake.

And in lexs than half an hour Mr. Wilson
and the threr petty ofticers were all in a
row, tied firmly and cruelly to those stakes.
They were in {ull view of us. And now,
althougin we would not admic it to our-
selves, we knew what these brutes were pre-
paring.

For there could be no mistaking the signs.

Great. londs of dried graszeg and twigs
were brought, and this influinmable stuff
was piled up round the feet of cach man.
In short, they were to be burnt at the stake
—burnt alive!

It was 59 that we felt
faint.

Guv'ner, you can't let them torture Mr.
Wilson and those chaps like that! We've
got to surrender—we've got to!"

Nelson Lee seemed to swallow eomething.

““ Yes, there is no otner course!”” he mut-
tered.

And then even the guv’nor's self-control
gave way. His eyes blazed, his face flushed
with fearful fury, he shook his clenched fist

** That's simply a piece of

ghastly :-.lmosb

in the air.

““"The infernal devils!” he thundered.
“By James! They bhold the trump card
now—and we must give in! But although

we shall surrender, we are not beaten! Wa
snall have our turn!”

‘Then, just as abruptly, he pulled hlmseli
up.

“But I am talkipz idlyv!"" he said ‘hjtterly
““This is the end, Nipper. We are in the
most frichtin! predicament imaginable. L
we refuse Ho Liang's demand we shall sec
these four men tortured in the most ghastly
manner possible. And if we surrender we
anall place ourseclves entirely at the mercy
of these curs!”

“We must surrender, old man,"” said
Dorrie. “* There's no two ways of thinkin'.
I've got an idea that Ho Liang is blulling—
hut we can't risk it, 1 don't suppose he'll
“indulge in wholesale slaunehter after we've
aurrendered. And we can’t let those men b2
burnt at the stake!”

“ (zive the signal, sir!"" shouted Church.

“ Look—they're lightinzg a torch'”

“Oh, my noudm»d”
The fc-nlowa watehed with ilntod breath.
“It's all rot—absolute . rot,”” growled

perly in the cart!”

‘U Handforth.

““We've got to cave in, of
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course-—but it's all bluff! Even these
rottera wouldn’t dare to commit a foul
murder of this kind! By George! As soon
as ever 1 get eclose to Ho Liang I'm going
to punch his nose into the middle of his
face!”

I was watcehing the Chinaman while Hand-
forth was sgpeaking. And at that very
moment Ho Liang was gragping a flaming
torch. He waved it in the air, and then
held it down towards the brushwood which
surrounded Mr. Wilson. In the same second
Nelson Lee raised his hand aleft and waved
a handkerchief.

It was the signal for surrender.

CHAPTER VI.
THE BLACK TIENDS!
torch to the ground
and stamped it out.
accompanied by a dozen
other Chinamen. There was
tion on Ho Liang's face. He had gained
the upper hand—as he knew he would do

“1 thought you would be szensible, gentle-
men,’”’ he said calmly. ** Will you surrender
take them by force?”

‘* We are vour prisoners, Mr. Liang,” said
position upon us, and we had no alternative,
We could not allow our fellow-countrymen

“80 1 imagined,” said the Chinaman.
‘““ And you must not think, my dear sir, that
your refusal, the prisoners would have died.
I am not the man to blufl!”
is never much satisfaction in submitting
tamely to a victorious enemy. First of all
file. They were compelled to carry their
armse with them and to place them in a heap
ville and Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore
and Phipps, and, finally the juniors. Their
these had to he surrendered. And when we
were thus rendered helpless, we were ordered

‘“It, is not my intention to be harsh!”
he said. ‘" You are my prisoners—but 1
surrendered, and that is sufficient. No harm
will come to you—nobody will be hurt in the
1S OV and that bloodshed is at an end.
You may proceed to act just as you think
ncbody will be allowed beyond the bounds
of these trenches. Any attempt to gef away

HO LIANG dashed the
Then he approached,
a smile of gloating satisfac-
from the very start.
up your arms voluntarily, or must my men
Nelson Lee quietly. ‘* You have forced this
-to die at your hande.”
1 was bluffing you., Had you maintained
The juniors were silent and sullen. There
the sailers were ordered to emerge in single
as they filed past. Then came Mr. Somer-
arms merely consisted of clubs, but even
within the stockade. Ho Liang followed.
shail deal with you quite fairly. You have
&l:ghtest way. I am glad that the battle
fit. But you will please understand that
will be rewarded by ewift death.” j

-

" e was etill talking with us when Mr,
Wilson and the three petty officers weie
brought in.

And now we bccame aware of something
clse, too, Scores and scores of blacks were
appearing. And they formed a complete
circle round the fortifications. They were
excited and fierce, and jabbered to one
another in their own peculiar tongue—
glaring at us occasionally with fierce eyes.

Ho Liang was not taking any chances.

Entirely encircled by these blacks there
would be utterly nc chance of our making
a break for liberty. For now we had no
arms. We were helpless. If these canni
chese, they could slaughter the whole crowd
of us in ¢old blood,

Ho Liang and his men, ‘n'nmrr seen that
the blacks were all in pﬂsmon retired down
the beach. And at last we had an oppor-
tunity of discussing this terrible situation.
Mr. Wilson was so filled with emotion that
he could hardly speak. There were, indeed,
tears in hig eyes.

‘“This is our fault, my lord!” he said,
addressing Dorrie. ** We have brought this
ghastly misfortune upon you. I wish to
Heaven you had let us die! It would have
been better than submitting to this—"

‘“ Nonsense, Wilson,” interrupted Lord Dor-
rimore, ‘" And there is no need for you to
blame yourself for what has happened. We
must bow tq the fortunes of war. I'll admit
the whole thing's pretty putrid but it's no
good kicking up a fuss.)

““I'm thinking of the boys, my lord!” said
the chief engineer ‘* Heaven only knows
what may happen to them now.”

“We simply could not let you die hefore
our eves, Wilson,” said Nelson Lee. ' Tell
us how you came to fall into the enemy’'s
hands?”

“ It was absolutely unavoidable, eir,” said
Mr, Wilson. “I'm not trying {o excuse
myself in any way, but I'll just give you the
plain facts, and let you judge for yourself.
The skipper had given strict orders that a
constant watch must be kept. There were
five or six of us on deck during the blackest
part of the night. We were listening to
the distant s=ounds of firing, and we were
wondering what was happening {0 you over
on this side.”

*“ There had bheen no attack on the yacht?”
asked Lee.

““ Not until then, sir,”” replied the c¢hief
engineer. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, some of us
had been wondering if there was any possi-
bility of rushing help across to you. Ana
1 was talking about this with one of the
men when a look-out yelled that we ivere
being surrounded by canoes,

‘“Well?” asked Dovrie.

‘“We got the cearchlight going at once,”
said Mr. Wilson. * But it was too late.
These infernal niggers had crept up like
shadows.- And as soon as the searchlight
got going we found that swarms of them
were already on deck. There were a few
dozen Chinks, too—the slimy scum Fellows



with Kknivee about a yard long, whose sole
purpose was murder—as we thought- But
we mopped up a dozen or two of them
before they finally overwhelmed us. They
came in euch numbers though, that we
couldn’t hold them back.”

“ And, to your surprice, they made no
attempt to kill you?"” asked -Lee.

‘“* No, sir—they simply laid hands on the
first four they could grab, and roped us up.
Thcn we were lowered into one of the
canoes, and brought along the lagoon and
landed. And there we were kept until day-
light came. And, leaving the subject, sir, 1
think we're in for something about as fear-
ful as you can imagine!”’

Mr. Wilson indicated the sky, and Nelson
Lee nodded.

*“Yes, there’s no doubt that the storm
will be a severe one,”” he said. *‘‘ However,
it seems to me a trifle compared to our pre-
sent predicament. So far as T can see, we
can do nothing but wait until this Chinaman
gives his orders.” .

‘“ There's just a possibility
skipper might try something, eir,” said one
of the other men hopefully. * He knows
what's happened, of cource, and you can het
he’ll do everything he ¢an to square things.”

Mr. Wilson was looking rather bitter.

‘““And this is what happens just when
we are approaching success!” he exclaimed,
clenching his fist and shaking it at the sur-
rmnulm" cannibals, ** We've got the old
Wanderer nearly fit again.
repaired, and the water’s pumped out. She’s
sound—bhut it’'s very doubtful if we e¢23n
get her afloat. Not that it matters much
now,” he added.

The juniors did not talk muech—they felt
depressed and rather scared. The =situation
had changed so suddenly, o unexpectedly,
that they were almoest taken off their feet.

The only fellow who carried on in just the
same way as usual was Fatty Little.

““ Well, a chap’s got to eat!” he said,.
“It doesn’t matter whether he's a prisoner
or not. Grub’s essential—a fellow can’t live
without grub! So I vote we help ourselves
to all the =tuffi I've prepared. No sense in
letting it all go to waste.”

But not many {fellows were hungry. The
shcek of surrendering, accompanied by the
strange depression of the morning, had a
most marked elfect upon them,

““0Oh, what's the good?”’ growled Hand-
forth. “ We do every blessed thinz—we beat
these niggers and the Chinks—and then this
is the result! Prisoners—surrounded by a
crowd of stinking cannibals.”

““ It’s a bit thick!” admitted Pitt. *‘* And
T don’t like the look of the beggars, either.
They seem to be getting more excited every
minute. They're increasing in numbers, too
—about two dozen have arrived during the
dast five minutes.”

This was quite true.

The savages were collecting r
newcomers supplementing the

that the

a{ﬁdly, many
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Ho Liang had placed round the trenches to

guard wvs. Indeed, in a very short gpace of
time all the blacks on the island were con-
gregated in a wide circle round us, That
they were excited was obvious.

We could see them in little groups, exe-
cuting war dances, and shouting and yelling
without any particular reason. And, instead
of calming down, this noisiness increased.

And then, ﬁn‘tlly, the blacks fairly let
themselves go.
1t beemed to be like some infectious

dizcase. First a few commenced the wild
dancing—an isolated group here and there.
Then others joined in, and as though Dby
magic the whole ugly crowd commencerl
dancing round, and kicking up the mosb
appalling din one could imagine.

Nelscn Lee regarded the blacks uneasily
more than once.

“1 don’t like it, he muttered—
‘“the signs are bad!”

‘“You mneedn’t tell me, old man,"” =aid
Dorrie. * These wretches are about to get
busy on something—an’' you can take it frop
me that it won’'t be somethin' pleasant!”

Dorrie was right. ;

Less than five minutes later the cannibals
seemed to go mad all at once., They broke
up out of the circular formation, and ran
about the beach like a lot of gigantic-ants
—aimlessly, and without any set purpose.

But then they gathered their wits together
somewhat. And about twenty of them raced
forward, right in the midst of us.

The blacks were powerful fellows, painted
and decorated, with nose rings and necklets,
and all manner of barbarous ornamentations.
Their hair was plastered and shaped in ail
sorts of weird designs, and their features
were the ugliest I have ever set eyes on.

We had absolutely no time to escape—even
if such a thing were possible. The blacks
were right in among wus. But they made
no attempt to murder us in cold blood—as
most of the fellcws had believed they would.
They Lad one ¢bject in view.

And this was to seize one junior. As it
happened, Sir Montie Tregellis-West was the
unfortunate victim. He was hauled out by
sheer force and whirled aloft. Then he was
swiftly carried awny.

“Stop them!” roared Tommy Watson des-
perately. *‘ Montie—Montie—"

‘* Good-bye, dear old boys!"” came a {faing
shout from Tregellis-West,

““ Good heavens!” 1 shouted, rushing for-
ward. “ They’ve taken Montie away! What
shall we do? Oh, the brutes—the horrible
heathens!”

““ What shall we do?” beilowed Handforth.
““ Why, we'll chase them, of course, and geb
Mcntie back by sheer force.”

‘““ That is impossible,” interrupted Nelson
Lee sharply. *‘‘1f you do anything of that
kind it will provoke the blacks to a general
massacre. We are unarmed—we are ‘help-
less! To rescue the unfortunate boy 18
impossible!”

“ Oh, it's awful!”

Dorrie,"’



‘“ Poor old Montie!”

® What—what can we do?”

** Nothing—absolutely . nething!” T said
tensely. ' Poor old Montie! I'm afraid it’s
the last of him, you chaps!”

Handforth shook his fists in the air.

‘“The demons!” he bellowed. ‘. 1t’'s no
good going on like this! We've got to do
something! We've got to, 1 tell you!

Look here. you chaps—who’s willing to rally
round and help me——"

"“Handy, Handy!” I eaid sharply. - * It's
no good talking like that! What can we
do against these ecannibals? How do you
suppose we can get Montie out of their
hands? They've got spears and rifles by the
rcore. And we've got nothing! We've got
to etand by and watch—just watch!”

My voice nearly broke as I spoke, and 1
felt as tiough my head was bursting. But
Handforth was pulled up short by my words,
He stood there, and his arms dropped limply
to his sides and he groaned.

“ No. it's no good!” he muttered thickly.
“It’'s-—no—gaod!”’

We stared miserably and hopelessly across
the sands; Sir Montie had vanished among
the crowd of. blacke. We couldn’'t tell what
was happening to him. But the thoughts
which were in  our minds were absolutely
ghastly.

We knew that these blacks were in the
hahit of eating human flesh. And Montie
had been ecaptured—he had heen dragged
away! And it mustn’t be supposed that alil
the'=canmibals had deserted us, Large nuii-
bers of them still circled about, so that we
could not escape. Any euch attempt, in-
deed, would have met with disaster. Our
only course was to stay where we were,

And Montie was to be the first vietim of
thieir heathen devilry!

Most of us felt like sobbing out of sheer
misery and sorrow. But we couldn’t do it—
we were too horrified and appalled to do
anyvthing except stare in the direction where
Montie had been taken.

And then, after a while, we began 1o
understand what the plan was.

The blacks, in fact, were taking a leaf out
cf Ho Liang's book. Having ¢een ithe China-
man’'s plan with regard to Mr. Wilson aud
thie other three men, the cannibals were in-
tent upon exactiy the same idea.

They bound Sir Montie tizhtly to one of
those great stakes which had been driven
into the ground. We could see the unfortu-
nate Tregellis-West as he faced us—helpless,
bound so that he could not move an inch.

And his fate was so cbvious that we did
not even dare to breathe it. We all knew
what was in store for the swell of the Re-
move. We all knew that there was only
one chance in a million of him escaping from
this ghastly fate.

The prospect of help coming from the
yacht was remote. Captain Ientley and
those few sailors who were left on board

o de-

would have all their work cut out
fend themsclves and to save the yachty from
falling into the hands of Ho Liang.

| But, suddenly, we received a Ifttle hope.
For a number of Chinamen moved towards

the blacks. Two of these Chinamen went
right in amongst the. cannibals, and we
could see that they were giving orders and
pointing to Sir Montie. .
“ Hurrah!"” shouted Tommy Watson. ** Ho
Lizng has sent instructions for Montie to
be released! You can see it as easy as any-
thing! He said that we shouldn’t be

p harmed, and those Chinamen are telling the

blacks to bring Montie back.”.
““ Joooks like it!" agreed Church.

“Does it?” yelled Handforth.
look at that!”

But we had seen. Even as we watched the
two Chinamen were fallenm upon. They were
heaten to the ground, and spears were
thrust again and again into their bodies.
The blacks were out of hand—they were
hevond control! TUntil now they had obeyed
all orders from these yellow men. But now
they had revolted. 1In their frenzy they
cared nothing. |

Two of the other Chinamen who had
approached were chased.. They vainly tried
to escape—but spears were cast accurately,
and they fell lifeless to the sands. Although
it seemed harsh, I could not help a feeling
of satisfaction glowing through me.

‘““ That's something like poetic justice!”
I exclaimed. ‘‘It was the Chinamen who
set the caupibals on to this thing--and
now the Chinks are getting it in the neck
themselves. They deserve it!”

But our -momentary spasm of hope had
now vanished. Montie was tied to that
stake, and the blacks were feverishly piling
brushwood and dried grass against his feet.
L Poor old Montie was about to be burnt at
the stake. It was too awful to contemplate.

I raised my eyes to the sky. and mut-
tered a silent prayer. And as I did =so, I
 noticed that another change had come about
in the heavens. The clouds coverhead were
now darker than ever. And a bhreeze had
sprung up—unnoticed by us in the excite-
ment. But I could feel it, and the leaves
of the palm trees and the bread-fruits were
shivering and shaking as though with fear.
The breeze increased, but not in any alarni-
ring way.

And as I watched the preparations for
Montie's terribte fate, I became subcon-
sciously aware of a most peculiar sound. I
couldn’t tell where it came from—I only
knew that it was somewhere in the dis-
tance—somewhere far off. But now, with
all my attention upon Sir Montie, I didn’t
care a jot what the sound was caused by.
[ only knew that it was there. -

It scemed to be the murmuring and
shouting of a vast throng in the far dis-
tance. And it only came when the breeze
strengthened somewhat. It was borpe t

“ Look—

| our ears by the wind itself. .
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And then the wind inereased in violence,
and it came with absolute steadiness, It
was blowing fiercely and powerfully and
rushed along the beach with a steady, even
pressure. The palm trees bent under the
strain, and the lagoon was chopped up into
impatient little waves. Upon the recef out-

side the foam roared in unusually large
IIASSCS.
But, as I have said, I hardly noticed

these things at once—for Montie was tied
to the stake, and Montie was about to
perish in the most diabolical way a human
mind could conceive of.

~The thing which 1 had noticed so par-
ticularly about the sky was that the clouds
were no longer still and leaden, as they
had been at first. On the contrary, the

clouds were moving rapidly, and appeared |

to be in an extraordinary burry to get
to their destination. And to my ears eame
that same vague sound—so vague that it
might have been fancy.

As though in Kkeeping with the ghastly
business on the beach, every atom of
beauty had vanished from the island. XNo
longer was the vision of glorious blue and
delicate greens. No longer was it possible
to stand there and admire the view—to
marvel at the wondrous blue of the lagoon,
and the glories of the tropic skies. The
place had become a picture of horror.

Not only there, on the beach, where Sir
Montie was about to meet with such a ter-
rible end, but everywhere. The greens and
the blues had gone. Everything seemed
to be of the same shade—a dull, ghastly
lead. It was drab and colourless, and there
was something about it which filled me with
awe. -

The cocoanut palms were flinging them-
sclves about in a frenzy. The wind was
now coming in mighty blasts—no longer a
steady rush. It was fitful and fierce. And

the cocoanut palms answered every mood
of the wind.

It is astonishing what the cocoa-nut palins
shew in their very attitude under the
stress of a tropical storm.

I don’t know whether the other fellows
noticed it or not, for they were gazing
inteutly and feverixhly upon the scene by
the stake. But that thundering roll in
the distance was growing louder and louder
—and so rapidly that it was like some awful
sound in a nightmare.

And then I became rigid—my eyes bulged
from my head.

Several of the insane cannibals were dane-
ing round Sir Montie's stake in a kind of -
trinumphal ecaper. They were all carrying

 flaring torches. And at last, with sereams

]
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In the midst of the clump of
savages were four prisoners. One
was Mr Wailson, the yacht’s chief
engineer, and the other three were
petty officers !

of absolnte maniacal fury, they thrust their
lighted torches into the heart of the brush-
wootk

The flames licked up, and Sir Montic w:zs
enveloped!

TIHE

TERROR FROM THE SKY!
IRACLES, they say,

M these days.
Be thas as it may,
ahsolute miracle tcok place
now that Sir Montie’'s fate

CHAPTER VII.

no longer happen in
it seemed to me that an
be sealed. The flames were

appeared to

r roaring up round him, and death weould be

certain within a minute or so—to he preceded
by horrible and ghastly agony.

I closed my eyes, shuddering.

Pitt, Jack Grey, Armstrong, Watson,
Churech, and two or three of the others were
sobbing like babies. Tears were streaming

down their cheeks, and they flung them-



selves upon the sands in paroxysms of semi-
hysterical grief and horror.

All this had taken less than a second.

And then came—the miracle.

There was a shattering, devastating crash
—a roar like the report of {ifty naval guns
fired at the same sccond. It was such a
crash, that I was stunned and blinded
and deafened.

The skies were aplit asunder from east to
west by that one mighty crash of thunder.
The clouds simply opened out. And down
came the rain—but what rain!

It was Irke one solid, slanting wave of
water. It fell in such quantities that we
were beaten to the sands as though in a
flood. It roared down— and in less than
two seconds every trace of the fire round
Sir Montie’s feot was washed out. And
This is what a tropical storm can do!

1 am not exaggerating. I saw the thing
with my own eyes; and others who have
experienced these terrible cyeclones can tell
the same tale. But never did I imagine
that a fearful storm cof this nature could
bring life with it—or, rather, that it could
preserve life. For the history of cyclones
is one that is dark and einister. Death
follows in the wake of these amazing atmos-
pheric disturbances.

Trying to get to my feet I at length
staggered up—and saw that the ecannibals
were running wildly in all directions. The

—

storm had broken so suddenly that they
were frightened out of their lives—although,
no doubt they had experienced such storms
hefore. ‘

‘* Quick, you chaps!" I bellowed. *‘‘Let’s
an and get Montie!”

We couldn't see him, for the rain was
like a solid wall between us. The sands
were streaming with water, and for a yard
the air was filled with grit and spray. 7The
whole landscape had vanished. The lagoon
could no longer be seen. The palm groves
and the hills beyond were simply no more.
This devastating downpour of rain blotted
out everything.

Under ordinary circumstances, I don't sup-
nose we could have fought against the
clements. But we wanted to bring Montie
back to us—to bring him back from the
dand !

Tommy Watson was the one who answered

my call. .

Whether the others heard cr not, 1
couldn"t say—they didn't respond. Butb
Tommy did. Montie was our own chum—
and it was only right that we should
be the ones to go to his aid. Staggering

drunkenly in the rush of the wind and
rain, we took no heed c¢f the blinding
lightning and the crashing thunder. Our
wits were numbed and dulled. We could

(Continued on next page.)
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the
feet as the thunder split the heavens.
We staggered on blindly. Aund then, almost

feel very earth shaking beneath our

before we knew it, we saw thosc .-stark
poles sticking up out of the sands, And
there was Sir Montie tied securely to one
cf them. The blacks had gone—they had
fled in every direction.

“ Montie!”” I shouted feverishly.

‘* Begad!”' gasped Sir Montie. ** Dear old
boys, I am frightfully glad to see you—
I am, really!”

‘“ Are-—are you all right?” roared Watson.

“I'm shockin'ly wet!”’ said Tregellis-West.
‘““ An’ that’s fortunate, too. Because if the
rain hadn’t come I should have been cooked
by this time, dear fellows! DBegad! What
an appallin’ storm!” -

We slashed through Sir Montie's bonds,
and freed him. I noticed that he had a
nmnher of ugly blisters on his calves and
thighs—but they were, after all, compara-
tively slight.

“It's nothin® muech, dear boy!"” he said,
_ as he saw me looking at his legs. * Just a
little scorchin’, you know. The rain came
down with such frightful suddenness that
it put the fire out before I was properly
touched. But I'm feelin’ frightfully weak
and- used up.”

It was very wonderful that Montie was
conscious or sane. Such an ordeal would
have driven many a man out of his mind.
Tregellis-West was pale, and his cheeks
were drawn. There was a strangely bright
light in his eyes. But, thank goodness, he
was himself in the main.

“Come on!” I shouted.
to the others!”

We staggered on through the smother of

rain and wind and sand.® It was the most
difficult going I had ever experienced. And
yet we dare not pause, for there was no
telling what was to follow, and we didn't
want to be separated from the others.
» We found them at last—and they were
new moving towards the Fort. The cocoa-
niat palms were waving madly. Great leaves
were whirling about the sands, and now and
again a huge branch would come hurtling
along. It was, indeed, dangerous to be in
the open.

I've experienced a few thunderstorms in
different parts of the world, but this seemed
to be the worst of any.

As soon as the other fellows saw us they
crowded roumd. And they yelled with joy
and relief as they found Montie with us.
They grabbed him—they shook his hand—
they pulled him about in every direction—
they nearly went mad over him.

And Nelson Lee and Dorrie were there,
too, and they could hardly contain them-
sclves,

It had seemed that Montie had passed
into the next life—and yet he had returned.

‘““ Boys, we can celebrate this wondcrful
thing later!” shouted Nelson Lee. *“ At
present we must not remain here—for it
might mean death. Thank Heaven, we have

“We'll get back

-

' come to our assistance.

]1 ——
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the trenches and the dug-cuts! OQur only

safety is to gain shelter.”

““ Why not get into the house, sir?’” asked
Handforth,

““ The house may be standing now, Iland-
forth, but before fhia cyclone is over it will
be nothing but a few fragments of match-
wood!"” shouted the guv'nor. *‘ Come, boys—
we must find shelter!”

It seemed that the storm would never
be gver.

It crashed and roared countinuously. And
we were down in the trenches now-—almost
happy once more. We hadn't got any
weapons, but this terror from the sky had
It had driven the
cannibals off, and we were one party in-
tact again. Somehow, I felt that this was
to be the turning point. We had sufiered
the worst. And now it would be our turn
to laugh.

Not that there was any laughing just yet.

It seemed to us that the storm was in-
creasing instead of abating. And then, in
that curious way which is common to
tropical hurricanes, the wind dropped, and
the rain ceased. The inky blackness altered,
and there came down from the heavens a
pale kind of spectral light.

*“ Hurrah!” vyelled Handforth. ““ The

- storm’s passed!”’

“ Hurrah!”

“It’s all over, you chaps!”

“Good!"”

‘“ Wait, boys—wait!”’ shouted Nelson Lee.
‘“PDon't dare to venture forth! Get into
the dug-out, and remain there! Heavens
ahove, do you realise that this is the worst
of all? The real cyclone has yet to come!”

“ But—but we’ve had it, sir.”

“ The centre of the cyclone is approach-
ing!” exclaimed Lee grimly. * Listen!”

We all stood perfectly still, After the
fearful uproar that had been raging, every-
thing seemed to he silent. Once again we
could eee the lagoon—tossing about
agitatedly—and we c¢ould see the palms and
the surf battering upon the reef and the
sandy heech, There were no signs whatever
of the blacks or of the Chinese. But 1'm
wrong. The junk was there—within the
lagoon, having evidently come through the
reef for shelter, In the lagoon there was
protection.

We heard something coming out cf the
silence—something that made us stare at one
another. It was like the humming of some
cnormous piece of machinery—it was like the
droning of a hundred aeroplane engines. It
was like all sorts of other things that I
could name—but never did we dream its
actual cause.

‘“ Do you hear, boyst”’ demanded Lee.

‘*Yes, sir--yes!”

“ That sound is caused by the very centre
of the cyclone,” said the detective. * 1 have
experienced one of these violent e&torms
hefore—but this, I thiuk, is far worse. The
devastaticn that will oceur in a few
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moments will
be appalling.
QOuronly chance
to live through
it is to get deep
down . into the
dliF-mltS.”

‘ But—but it
can't be worse
than what's
happened, sic! ™

cyclone, Imy

L1

A

! ous circular storm,"”

said Nelson Lee
quickly. It iz a
hhurricane in the

form of a circle—a
ring. Aund this cir-
cle whirls across
the ocean with ex-
traordinary speed
and with appalling
fury, - Amazingly
enouch, however, the
very centre of tho
cyclone is a place
of- absolute peace!”

“ What?"
‘“ Peace, sir?"

“But — but  you
said that the worst
was to come.”

*“ Exactly and
then we shall get
the centre—the: very
_ ceatre,” replied Nel-
son Lee. * Boys, if we are zafe after the
onslaught you will see something that will
fill vou all with amazement. Down—down
into cover!”

The fellows didn't hike going——many of
them wanted to remain behind and see the
cyclone for themselves. They <¢ould mnot
posatbly believe that the worst was to come.

1f they had remained in the open they
would have understood.

The noise of the storm centre came nearer
and nearer. Even below in the dug-outs the
sound struck our ears with such sharpness
that it hurt us. And from
could hear strange crashings and roarings.

‘T'his was caused by the trail of the ¢yclone
as it erossed the island.

And then, like a million
cyclone broke.

It was like the crashing of a world falling
asunder. If anybody had ibeen out there in
the midst of it, the very noise would pro-
hably have deafened him for weeks. Even
to us, down in the security of the dug-outs,
it was terrthle. Later we found that the
cars Oof some of the fellows were bleeding.

In the same
second Nelson Lee
raised his hand
aloft, and waved a
handkerchief. It
was a signal for
surrender.

demonz, the

boys, is a tremend-

a distanrce we

4

The sudden devastation in Shark Bay was
frichtful.

Palm trecs were torn up as though they
had been mere weeds. The Fort, and the
house which we had spent so much time in
building was lifted up as though by a giant
hand and torn to tiny shreds. It was bat-
tered and smashed to smithercens. And 1t
was strewn to the heavens.

Where the Fort had stood there mow only
remained a few sticks—a jumble of tattered
remains—fallen palm +trees, hundreds of
cccoanuts, and maases of smashed leaves and
branches,

It was a hopeless confusion.

Even greater damage was wrought in the
interior of the island.

Whole forest glades were laid flat, as
though some enormous steam-roller had
passed over the spot. And the horror of this
thing continued. It thundered and boomed
and crashed. To anybody who has never
experienced a c¢yclone the thing is utterly in-
conceivable.

Then, just as suddenly as the Satanic com-
motion had begun, so it ceased.

Peace came-—utter peace.

1t was so abrupt that we hardly realised
it. Then there was a rush for the open.
We scrambled out of the dug-outs—where
we had been eafc and -snug, although the
very ground itself shivered and shook.
More than once we had expected the walls
of the dug-out to cave in and bury ue.

Qut in the open air, we gazed round
bewilderment. |

The island was changed—it was another
place altogether. ‘

Where there had been peace and beauty,
there was now nothing but havoc and
wreckage. The whole stretch of bheach was
one conglomerated mass of debris—branches,
twigs, leaves, whole trees, and a hundred

In

and one other things. There were great
gaps in the palm trees, too. But we did
not pay much attention f{o thiz at tho

moment, for there was something else which
claimed our interest.

“ Look—look!” velled De Valerie in amaze-
ment.

He pointed straight upwards—right into
the sky.

** Oh, my hat!'"”

“ Great Scott!”

“I—I mean to say, what!™

“Well I'm jiggered!”

The juniors fairly shcuted in their
astonishment. For one of thé¢ most extra-
ordinary sights imaginable wuas there. The

whole air was filled with butterflies, insects
and birds. Every kind and every species.
And .they were all journeying in the very
hreart of the storm—under its protection,

For now we were in the exact centre of
the c¢yclone. Here was peace. -The de-
vastating commobtion raged all around us.

Like a whirlwind it raced in the manner of
a top. And we were in the. very middle.
And here the air was absolutely still. ''here
was not a trace of wind—not a breath,
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But from every point—from every side,
came the fearful, horrifying screech of the
hurricane.

We cculd hardly hear ourselves talk, the
noise was so tremendous. The storm wae
raging in the most stupendous manner. It
was like a yell of fury—it was like that roar
of a millicn giants, And yet, amazingly
enough, there was not a breath e¢f wind—
only peace! :

And that’s what the centre of a cyclone
i3 like—where insects and hirds travel in
safety, and where an aeroplane cculd have
flown without a tremor, providing it kept
within that central space. Onee on the mar-
gin, however, it would have been smashed
to insignificant atoms in one second.

We had time to think—we had time to
realise this marvel of nature. For, indeed,
it was one of the most startling things a
human being could see or hear. Only a very
few people in this world have such an ex-
perience in a lifetime. And I'm not so sure
that they are fortunate,

‘When a {fellow is in an ordinary storm,
or even an extraordinary storm—he is half-
hlinded by the rain and the rcar and the
commaotion. He hasn't got his full wits
about him, because there isn't time.

But here we¢ were in the dead centre of
the cyeclone, and theé raging commotion was
on every side. We had time to listen to
every movement of the storm, to hear its
gargantuan voice blaring forth s shocking
ferccity.

And we took interest in the msecis and
the birds, too. There were gulls, of course,
and almost every other kind of bird one
could think of. And they seemed to travel
almost as though they were dead, and in a
dazed kind of way, And then we were
cbliced to seek cover.

Nelson Lee made violent signals, and
shouted at the top of his voice. And even
then he only just succeeded in getting the
fellows down to the dug-outs in time. For
as the last junior dropped into safety, the
other edge of the -cyclone crashed upon the
island in one prodigious, shattering roar.
And again the wheole commetion reigned—
again the frightful damage was caused. B85
it can easily be imagined what the whcle
aifair was actually like, '

The c¢ycelone had passed now—and we were
being treated to its wake. For hours tihe
wind howled and the rain fell, But at last
the fierce fury of the storm subsided, and we
were able to emerge.

And we came out to gaze upon even worse
havce than before. The wisdom of getting

into the dug-outs was. apparent at once. The
trenches were battered .and smashed in.
Palm trees lay aecrcss .every trench. And

if we had crouched there we should surely
have been badly injured, if not killed. In-
dead, some of the fellows. were nearly im-
prisoned in the dug-outs. .. . .

But we. all emerged. The sky was wan,
the air was fresh, and there was a sharp
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t-qng in it. And the
wildly in the high wind.

And we were appalled by the zreat differ-
ence that lay before us.

trees were waving

—I-d-l'—-l—-

QIAPTER VIIL
SAVED EY THBE ELEMEN1S!

“YSN'T it awful?”  ex-
claimed - Pitt, in a
hushed voice.

‘““ Terrible!”’

' Shockin’, dear old boys!”
“ Absolutely poisonous!”

We gazed rtound as we
stood on the beach. The destruction -among
the palm groves and other trees was almost
tragic. Gazing at the woods, we could see
vast, gaps here and there. It was not until
these gaps were examined at close quarters,

however, that the true nature of the
destruction was apparent.
Cocoanut palms lay smashed down as

though they were mere sticks—great trees
which seemed strong enough to withstand
the greatest hurricane that Heaven could
create. Yet they had been felled with one
swift blow. And all round lay nuts—nuts
of every size and condition., For on one
cocoanuf tree you will find nuts in every
stage of development.

In places it seemed as though a fleet of
tanks—tanks of gigantic proportions—had
crashed through, clearing a path. This had
been caused by the main ceatre of the
cyclone. In other parts of the woods theré
were emaller paths, caused by the subsidiary:
whirlwinds of the storm. ‘

But the most pitiful feature of all, per-
haps, was the extraordinary number of dead
insects and birds. Yaou would come across a
few feathers here and there—the torn and
battered wings of butterflies, the smmashed
bodies of other insects. A cyclone is a
wonderful thing. It js:powerful enocugh to
wreck a forest. And yet, at the same time,
it will rip a tiny leaf in half. .-

But we did not examine these things now.

There were other things to <laim our
attention, We were gazing mostly-out into
the lagoon. The whole surface of the water
was scattered with wreckage—not merely the
wreckage from the island, but the wreckage
of the ecannibal canocdes. They had been
picked up -and smashed to smithereens.
There was not a canoe left in ome whole
piece. The blacks had left them on the
heach, drawn up in apparent .safety. And
the storm had broken with such swiftness
that there had been no time to do anything.

The canoes must have been lifted in that
first devastating blast and ripped to shreds.
There was not a trace of one left. Hand-
forth’'s famous dug-out was intact. This was
another trick of the e¢yclone. The clumsy
craft had hceled cver, having been partially
in the water, And there it lay, in abqut five
feet of water, soaked. but: whole,



motor<boat had come through,
equally safe. She had been jammed stmlght
into the sands. TPossibly the armour-plating
which had been fixed on her deck made her

And the

heavy enough to withstand the etorm, We
could never tell why it escaped. It was
providential, at all events. For it was the

ouly craft we had left that would be service-
ahle,
“But what are the blacks going to do

now?' asked Handforth. * They can't get
away—they're bound to remain here with
us!"

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Yes, and they'll jolly soon be on our,

track agam'” said Pitt. * We haven't got
a gun between us, and we shall be at thelr
mercy !’

“ We must never let that happen, boys!”
exclaimed Nelson Lee. * We're frec now—
and our object is to get straight to the
Wanderer.”'

“Hurrah!”

‘“ That's the ticket, old man!' said Dorric.
““Once we get to the Wanderer, we shall
e as safe as a bank! Do you think we
shall be able to do it before these blacks
recover from the shock?"

“I do!’ replied Iece. * They must be
utterly demoralised—if, indeed, any of them
escaped. For they were out in the open, and
received the full fury of the cyclone. But
we will not search—we will get the motor-
boat going and transport all the boys to the
yvacht at once. Then we will come back for
the others.”

“ Hurrah!"

“ But what about the Fort?"” asked Hand-
forth. “ We can’t leave that—"

“ Where is 1t?'? asked De Valerie, pointing,

Handforth turned round and gaped.

“Well I'm jiggered!” the panted. “The
—the giddy place has @one!”’

The house, the stockade—everything, in/
fact, had vanished.- The storm had lifted
it and scattered it to the four quarters of
heaven. Our only course, therefore, was to
get to the vacht.

There was not a sign of any black. We
didn't seemn to care about them, for we
avere practically convinced that no danger
lay in that direction now. The cannibals,
even if they were still alive, would not

1
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{ windows were broken.
{ nature

age of many canoes. And in two places
we came upon ghastly objects—the floating
bodies of npatives. DBut we  forgot these
as soon as we¢ hiad rounded Sandy Head.

For we now came within gight of some-
thing which we had npot expected to sce.

The Chinese junk!

There it lny—a wreck!

“Great Scott!” shouted one of the fellows.
“The junk's oun the rocks—busted up! It
jolly well serves 'em right!"

“ Hear, hear!"

“ Retribution!"

I was on the launch, and I stared out
across the lagoon, and there I could see
the Chinese junk. The big vessel was lying
with a heavy list to starboard. She had
crashed upou the coral reef, and her bows
were stove in. There were no masts left
standing, and the decks were a litter of
debris.

Figures could be seen moving about on the
deck, but it was quite clear that the
Chinese pirates had suffered many casual-
ties in the storm. Then we progressed on
our way, and came within sight of the
Wanderer.

We had been rather anxious about the
yacht.

And it delighted us to sece her lying there,
sturdy, and looking Just as intact as ever.
But this was only a view from afar. When
we actually got on the Wanderer's deck,
we found that things were different.

The damage was enormous.

Masts were down, deckhouses had been
| ripped to atoms, and hundreds of glass
Everything of a loose
had been lifted fromm the yacht's
deck aud whirled away.

I'ortunately, nobody had been killed, al-
though two sailors were rather severely
hurt. Captain Bentley wag overjoyed to
see us, and to learn that we were all safe
and sound.

There was much rejoicing, in fact.

Soon after we had boarded the vessel, the
motor-hoat put back, and ultimately returned
with another batch of juniors. These came
on board, too, and again the motor-boat

have the nerve to attack us even if they { went off.

were close by.

We set out in the motor-boat, after the
engine had been started. Dorrie was in

“Well, we're all tngethcr now!" remarked
Ilandforth with satisfaction. * Of course,
I sha'n't feel satishied until the rest of the

charge, and the interior was crowded to{crowd comes on board. There's no telling

the utmost.
this was a very tight squeeze.
We smashed our way through the wreck-
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Ten juniors went—and even | what these cannibal rotters will get up to!"

“0Oh, everything will be all right,”” said
Church. *“ Don't you worry!"

“It's bound to be all right!” said Pitt.
‘“ After all these tlungn have happened,
I can't believe that we're gomg to have
any more disasters. Why, it's absolutely
amazing, when you come to think of it.”

~ ““Rather!"" said Iandforth. * We .were
in a hopeless position. We should have all
been burnt at the stake in the end, but then
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that cyclone comes along and puts every-
thing 0.K.”

“Yes, and it makes the Chinese and the
niggers prisoners like ocurselves!” put in
De Valerie. *“ We can't get away from the
island, because the Wanderer is agrouad.
The Chinese can't get away because the junk
is a wreek. And the blacks can't shift
because all their canoces were husted up.”

“ Phew!"” whistled Pitt. *‘‘The position
seems to be a bit warm, you know. We're
all compelled to stay here now—and it'll

be a queer thing if we don’t have some ruc-
tions. But still, I reckon we're safe encugh
now." ‘

““On the yacht, you mean?”

““ Rather!” declared Pitt. ‘* Safe as eggs!
The blacks wouldn’t stand an eurt,hly if
they tried to attack us here. We've got
plenty of machine guns, plenty of rifles, and
plenty of everything. You can take it from
me, my lads, that we're the top dogs now!”

“LEvery time!” said- Handforth. all i
those rotters come nosing dhuut the Wan-
derer, we'll jolly soon smash ’em up! Of
course, I knew all along that this was
going to happen—-" '

‘“ XIa, ha, ha!”

“ Good old Handy!”

“Didn't T say that there'd be a whacking
great storm?” demanded IHandforth aggres-
sively. _

“ Did you?” grinned Pitt.

“0f course I did!”’ roared Handy. *“ It
only shows that I'm a bit of a prophet.
Directly I spotted the sky I kunew that a
storm was coming——""

“Wonderful chap!” I chuckled, coming up.
A kid of six could have told that! There
are certain signs that can’t be mistaken.
But we don't want to discuss that now.
I want to know if you fellows are going to
get decked out in white flanuels, or whether
vou'll still wear these grass Kilts.”

“* Let’s wear flannels!”

““ Hear, hear!”

‘““ Just for once, anyway!"”’

After all our excitements on the other
side of the island, we were only too glad
to have a change. And so, by the time all
the other members eof our party had been
brought from Shark Bay, we were looking
spick and span in ecricket shirts, and white
flannels trouserse, and white shoes.

Archie was in his full glory.

Downstairs in his cabin, he was talking
to Phipps. |

“ This, as you might say, is positively the
stuff to supply them with!"’ he observed.
““ What-ho, Phipps! Back to the -civilisa-
tion stuff, and what not! I think we'll
wear the flanuels, what?"’

i Unduubtedlv, sir,” said Phipps.

“ And we’'ll come f}ut looking spick and
span!” went on_ Archie, with relish. * The
fact is, laddie, I'm just aljput fed-up with
kilts, and all -that kind of rot! There's

|

nothing like the real goods, if you grasp my -
meaning.’’
. No, sir!” -
““ Absolutely!” said Archie. * And I don't
think we’ll do any more work, Phipps.
Work, don’t you know, is most dashed
exhausting. It deesn’t agree with me. It
wouldn't be a bad idea to indulge in forty
of the best, what?” -

“You mean a little sleep, sir?”

* Absolutely !”’

“ Just as you wish, sir,” said Phipps.
“ By the way, I trust. you are feeling a
great deal better now?”

‘““ Better?”’ repeated Archie. “ Why, my
dear old scream, I'm positively in the pink!
I am, as it were, rolling in several yards
of the best quality robust! The old tissues
have recovered their full vitality. The eye
has réegaincd its old gleam—the fliery optic,
what?”

‘“ Exactly, sir!”?

““1 mean to say, observe the lung (lepart-
ment!’’ went on Archie, expanding his chest.

‘“ Absolutely dxsgustmg, Phipps! I shall
positively burst large assortmenti of
buttons, don't you know! This is what

comes of living the bally old simple life.
It makes a chappie so bally healthy, and
so forth, Well, old onion, kindly trot!
In other words, reel forth mto the offing,
and leave the young master to waX: off into
the dreamless LOH(l'tIGII'”

“Very good, sir,” caid thpps
shall I call you, sir?*

‘““Oh, ah!"” said Arr:}n_e. “‘ When shall
you call me, what? Well, 'what about
dinner-time? Allow me about a couple of
hours for dressing purposes, a.nd I''shall be
absolutely all serene.’

“ Dinner will be ready,
hours, I should say.’ .
“ But, dash it all, what. about the oid
nap?” asl\ed Archie, in dismay. ‘' Some-
what kyboshed, to use a fearful term! How-
ever, Phipps, perhaps we can do the titivat-
ing business in one hour, and that leaves
me time to pay. a visit to the slumber
section!”
‘Archie lay
dozed off.

By the time he was awakened by Phipps,
it was evening, and everybody was ‘on board
the Wanderer. DBut there had' been no
cessation of effort: Just - because we were
safely in this haven of refuge, it did not
mean to say that we were iree from all

peril.

For all we knew, considerahle hordes of
the blacks were skulking in the woods—
waiting for an opportunity to attack us
afresh. It was quite certain that the canni-
bals would be more fiercely opposed to us
than ever before.

There could be no doubt about this, for
| we had Kkilled mapy of their numbers, and

- When

sir,” within two

down on the tu:'f ‘lounge and
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they liad received no satisfaction. Aunud so
all the members of the yacht's crew were
geh to work.

Machive-guns were placed on every deck,
so that every portion of the surrounding
lagoon could be swept by continuous fire.
‘Ammunpition was stored handy, and dozens
of other precautionary measures were taken.

For we had not only to guard against
the biacks, but Ho Liang and his men, too.
They were safe, at all events.
although partially wrecked, was not at the
!mbtu;n. And Ho Liaug was a cold, calculat-
ing villaiu. Out of sheer revenge, he would

The junk,

do his utmost to bring dire destruction
upon us.

And we were all compelled to share this
one island!

Fate had played us a strange trick, in-
deed. We were safe—we were all together,
and intact. But we could not leave Lagoon
Island, and we were still menaced by uan-
known daugers. At the same time, we
helieved that the worst of our perils were
over.

If we could only have peeped into the

future, we should have received a prelty
severe shock!

THE END.

—
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Fditorial Announcement.

IMPORTANT.—AI!l correspondence relating to “ The Nelson Lee
Library” should be addressed to The Editor, *“The Nelson Lee
Library,” The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

My Deasr READERS,—As I look back
on the splendid stories which comprise
this unique holiday adventure series,
find it difhcult to pick out what I con-
stder to be the best yarn up to the pre-
gsent. IKach 13 excellent 1n its own way,
though different from the others. The
most tmpressive, to my mind, 1s this
week's story. Perhaps some of you, dear
readers, do not agree with me. That is
why I am invifing you to drop me a
line—a postcard will do—giving me your
opinions.

About Our New Feature.

Our new short complete detective
stories of Nelson Lee and Nipper should
be warmly received by all old admirers
of the famous detective and his brithiant
young assistant. These stories are being
specially written for THE INELSON Lrk
LLIBRARY 1n response to numerous re-
quests by old readers for more adven-
tures of Nelson Lee as a crime investi-
gator at Gray's Inn Road. As to whether
I shall continue publishing these short
complete detective adventures of Nelson
Lee, that is a malter for you to decide,

my chums, and I would like to hear from
you about this as early as possible.

Approaching the Grand Climax.

With regard to the forthcoming ad-
ventures on Lagoon Island, the final
story of this wonderful series 1s close at
hand. Don't be alarmed, my chums, for
it will not be the end of the holiday ad-
ventures. There is much more to come,
only it will be in another part of the
world, a part of the world as yet unex-
plored by man. Since it would not be
fair to spoil your interest in the present
stories by peeping too far into the future,
I must refrain from saying any mere on
this subject for the present.

Next Week !

Next week's long complete storyv will
be entitled ‘“ The Secret of the Pirates’
Cave!” There will be another thrilling
story of Nelson Lee and Nipper
| . Also, two
handsome pholos of famous footballers
will be GIVEN AWAY!

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.
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Editorial Office,
Cabin C,
| The Wanderer.
My Dear Readers,—It is sad to think
that the ¥ort, upon which we expended
so much labour, is now ccmpletely ob-
literated as if it had never existed. Now
we know what a cyclone can do in these
parts. In the article given below some
explanation of this wonderful pheno-
menon should prove of exceptional in-

terest.
Your old pal, |
NiprrEr (The Editor).

THE CYCLONE.

WHAT IT 1S8.

A cyclone is really a moving whirl of
air like the whirlpool of the ocean or the
eddy of the river., It travels over the
earth, spinning in a spiral formation, and
18 the harbinger of bad weather, varying
in degree according to the rate it is travel-
Iing, A typhoon, a hurricane, a whirl-
wind, a simoon or tornado are all various
forms of cyclones,

HOW IT IS CAUSED,

The cause of a cyclone, as with any
cther variations of the regular trade and
anti-trade winds, is the ‘disturbance pro-
duced in the air by the meeting of cool and
hot currents of air. These inequalities of
heat 1n the air are due to the great irregu-
larities of land and water comprising the
earth’s surface, and that while water
retaing heat longer than land, land be-
comes heated more quickly by the action
of the sun than water. Thus the air above
land varies in temperature with the air
above the sea. _

A SIMPLE ILLUSTRATION,

The tendency of air, as with all con-
ductors of heat, is to equalise its tem-
perature, and In its endeavour to do so
it produces a wind. The sea breeze at the
seaside 1s merely air equelising its tem-
perature between land and sea. Jf you
optn a window top and bottom of a heated
rocm, what happens ? The hot expanded
air rushes out at the top, and the cool,
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denser air enters in at the bottom. A
draught is created until the room becomes
the same temperature as the air outside.
This simple illustration is a miniature
cyclone in principle, and on a much larger
scale, the wind produced results in a gale
or a hurricane.

ITS SPIRAL FORMATION,

To sum up, then, the inward flow of air
towards a centre of low local pressure
results in a cyclone, or cyclonic movement,
and an ountward flow of air froin a centre
of high pressure forms an anti-cyclone.
In both cases the air does not pour straight
in or straight out, but moves in a spiral
course. This spiral motion is caused by
the earth’s motion, and varies in direction

AN ANTI-CYCI.ONE.

An anti-cyclone is the opposite to a
cyclone. It is a stationary eddy, and is
usually ascociated with fine weather. In
the northern hemisphere an anti-cyclone
spins in the same direction as the hands
of a watch, but in the southern hemisphere
the reverse 1s the case. A cyclone, of course,
spins in an opposite direction to an anti-
cvclone of the same henmisphere.

WHY VIOLENT CYCLONES ARE COMMON IN
THE TROPICS.

It 18 not coften we experience in the
British 1Isles very. desiructive forms of
cyclones. That 1s because we live in a
temperate climate. The extremes of heat
which occur in the tropics bring about
the most devastating whirlwinds. Such
violent whirls are always caused by the
rapid Jocal heating of the lower layers of
air, 0 that a column of hot air rushes up
like the hot air that rushes up a furnace
chimney. '

MINIATURE CYCLOXNES.

Miniature tornadoes are often seen
whirling albout on hot deserts, or even on
hot roads, raising little fountains of dust
as they whirl, and in our own courftry they
are scldom seen exceptin such miniature
form. In South Africa they are often strong
enough to lLift a man bodily in tho air,
should he be unlucky encugh to be caught
i1 the vortex of one of these ministure
whirls, |
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ALAN MORTON.

outstanding players since the

SCOTLAN[) has producced many
and Alan H. Morton, the

war,

. nippy little winger who runs aboul on

the extreme edge of the Rangers leit
attacking flank, is one of them.

Morton wa3s born at Glasgow ‘aml his
first big league club was Queen’s Park,
which he joined in 1913, and in whos¢
amateur ranks he played until 1919
before turning pro. and being trans-
ferred to the Glasgow Rangers.

During his career he has left many
milestones of success behind  him.

After the war he struck the best vein of

his form and helped his club to win
many matches, besides playing 1or hs
country in sceveral representative ganies.
He is a clever dribbler with an amazing
furn of speed, and has a repertoire ol
unorthodox little tricks that often
bafite the opposing defence. He can
seore poals, too, when occalion ariscs,
ag witness his successiul record during
the last two scasons.

There is not a great deal of Morton,
but what there is a mixture of football
scicnce and ingenuity which makes

opponents swear, and carns for Alan |

many plaudits from the home sup-
porters of the I1brox Park ground. His

speciality is a high dropping CToss shot |

—an invaluable medium to his centre
for goalscoring and a shot which has
offen beaten opposing custodians. He
and Cunningham are a pair which make
the Rangers left flank the most danger-
ous in all Scotland.

Height 5 ft. 5 ins. ; weight 10st. 210,
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Q. UTLEY.

UTLEY, the stalwart
the Sheflield United

half-back line, i3 one of those
lucky footballers who have earned
practically every honour that the game
has to give. Up to date he is the
possessor of two international caps,
two Cup winners' medals, league and
international trial match distinctions,

| and also holds the honour of being the

United's captain.

He first saw the light of day at Elsecar,
and as a yvouth he played for the junior
footbali club of that name, and a club
called Wentworth, It was whilst play-
inz for the latter club that Sheifield
Wednesday, secing in him a star of the
future, retrieved him and persuaded
him to throw in his lot with them,
George signed forms as an amateur.
but he never played for the Wednes-
day, for shortly after his entry into the
Wednesday's ranks he et with a bad
accident which Kept him out of football
for the best part of a vear. Upon his
recovery he severed his connection with
the Wednesday, and took the plunze
into professionalism with the Barnsley
club, whence he won his first English
Cup medal. After playing with much
distinction for DBarnsley, he became
attached to Sheffield United, and it
was with this club, in 1913, that he won
hiz second Cup medal. Though he is
now getting towards the veteran stage
as footballers go, he is still a sturdy
player, and it will be many years yet
ere the football world will lose sight ol
his familiar form on the United’s
aground. .

Height 5 ft. 10 ins. ; weight 12 35t. 81b.
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The Tyneside Mystery.

A Stirring Complete Story of Newcastle, and the
Nelson Lee,

assistant, Nipper.
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and his clever.

CHAPTER 1.

Newcastie--What Happened on the
populous, thriving city of the Tyne.
Away in the congested heart of the

Tyneside.

N town, the several church eiocks were
proclaiming that it was the half-hour after
sleven. Yet, giant furpaces still lit up the
iky, and would go on doing so until dawn
came, and hosts of workers ence again
toiled in their lurid glare. For Newcastle
never actually sleeps.

Picture iron works, ship-building yards,
%imber yards, chemical works, and mile upon
rnile of wharves and warehouses, the pum-
Her and size of which exceed over znd over
again those of London’s Thames banks.
Tmagine this scene, and you will have some
slight idea of Riverside Newecastle, and the

immense part it takes in the cominerce,
not only of Great Britain, hut the world.
All was quiet by Hexham’s Engipeering

Works, situated at no great distance from
the Side.

At first glance, a passer-by might have |

thought that the great building was de-
serted, yet such was not the cace; for, in
his office on the ground floor, Tom Barton,
the night watckman, was enjoving a sur-
reptitious pipe; whilst, up in his private
room above, John Hexham, the aged head
of the firm, sat at his roller-desk, penning
a letter.

“1 can’t understand t’ guv'nor lately,”
muttered honest Tom Barton, who was a
grizzled man of lifty or so, and whe had
been employed by the firm for many years.
*“ He’s for ever stuck in his offce, working
late, and turning night into day. Well, well,
t’ business is his life, so to speak, 1 suppose,
and he knows his own affairs best. But,
give me t’ chance, an’ 1'd be tucked oop in
bed an’ asleep by this time.”

Laying aside his pipe, the night watch-
. man sat pondering vpon the vagaries of
his employecr.

IGHT had fallen over Newcastle, that

| It was true what he had said. Just

recently c¢ld John Hexhawm: had seemed un-
able to tear himself from his busipess, and
for the past month, on and off, he had
remained in his private office, steadily toil-
ing until eleven and twelve o'clock at night.

Italf an hour passed, and Tom Barton
rose to his feet to go upon one of the
rounds he was accustomed to make at inter-
vals during the leng night. -

Carrying a lantern, he reached the foot
of the staircase leading up to the offices,
which were situated oo the first floor. Then
sndderly be started anpd stood rigid, listen-
ing.

“ Help! Help!”

Again there floated to him the cry he had
thought he bhad heard. He had wondered
at first if his ears had played him a trick,
but there was no doubt in his mind now.

The distressed cries were real enough, and

 they could come from no one save lis
employer.
| Help!?
Foer the third time John Hexham's voice
rang out, rising to a scream. Thoroughly
alarmed, the watenman stood his lantern
upon the stairs, thien rushed up them and
sprang into a corridor running past both
the now unoccupied general offices and the
works-owner’'s private sapctuin,

Thréugh a glass partition, which extended
for their whole length, it was possible to
look into the offices frcm the corridor. The
watchman hurried to where a glimmer of
light marked the poesition of the private
L roomn, and he uttered a gasp of dismay as
he peered through one of the panes.

By the faint illumination of a desk light,
Tom Barton saw his employer, Jobn Hex-
ham, a somewhat feeble, white-haired man
of sixty cr thereabouts, lying back in his
chair,and over him bent a second figure—
that of a man who was seizing the works-
owner by the collar of his jacket with
one hand and brutally dashing the knuckles

of the other into his upturned face.
Barton lcapt to the oflice door, but, as
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he seized the handle and turned it, it was]|
only to find that the door was locked.

It was also fitted with a glass panel, and,
without hesitation, the watchman attempted
to break it with his clenched fist. But it
was plate glass, and resisted his efiforts, and
even as he drew back to fling himself
bodily at the dcor, he witnessed a sight
which filled him with a mad indignation
and chilled his blood with horror.

Lifting John Hexham, who now lay quite
limp and seemed to be unconscious, the
intruder, whom the watchman could glimpse
had a heavy, reddish beard, bore the old
man towards the window.

It stood wide, and a frantic cry burst
from Tom Barton's lips, as the red-bearded
man heaved the body of his vietim through
it into the night.

For on that side the office was out-jutting
and rested upon piles, and the swiftly flow-
ing Tyne lay beneath.

With.all his strength, Tom Bartnn thudded
his shoulder against the door. On this
nccasion the glass panel was shattered, and
the watchman thrust through his arm to
turn the key, which had been left in the
lock on the opposite side.

His fingers found and gripped it, but,
at the same time, the brutal . attacker of
John Hexham darted a glance his way, and,
uttering an alarmed ejaculation, he flung
a leg out of the window. As the watchman
dashed open the door and rushed into the
office, the man was seated upon the sill,
and before Tom Barton could clutch at him
he had taken a quick, desperate leap.

There was a loud splash as his body
struck the water below. The night was
very dark, and Tom Barton could see no-
thing as he craned over the sill. The next
moment he ‘heard the splutter of a motor-
boat’s engine heing started, and then the
steady * chug-chug '™ as the small craft

shot away from the building.

Determined that the man responsible for
the outrage should not escape if he could
prevent it, the watchman drew in his head,
spun round on his heels, and ran back to
the corridor. |

He clattered down the stairs, bent on rais-
ing a hue and ecry after the burglar, for
he presumed him to be that. In a matter
of seconds, he was in the street outside the
works, and shouting energetically for help
and the police.

Two figures loomed ouf of the darknecs.
They belonged to a tall, athletic-looking
man, with a clean-shaved face and keen
and steady eyes, and a bright-faced lad.

““ What’s wrong?’’ asked the first, as he
pulled up before the watchman.

‘ Murder, or somethin’ very near it, sir,”
Barton answered hoarsely; and then quckl;
he told what had happened.

Thte tall man gave a low whistle of excite-
ment.

‘““ Never mind the police just yet,”” he said

crisply. “ I happen to be Nelson Lee.”

b

‘““The great detective!"” Barton cried in-
voluntarily.

**I have been called that,”” Nelson Lee
admitted, with a shrug of his shoulders.
“ Quick—which is the way to the rivert?”

CHAPTER I1.
The Fruitiess Search—Neison Lees Investi.
gates.

ARTON had led the way down an alley
which led to a wharf connected with
the works, and Nipper—the lad with
the famous detective was, of course,

he—had secured a boat.

Nelson Lee joined him, as Nipper brought
it alongside.

‘““ Now yon had bet-ter fetch the police,”
he said to Barton. ** We will see if there
is any-chance of rescuing your employer,
though T am afraid that, if he was uncon-
scious, as Yyou think, when he was flung
into the water, we are too late.”

With a nod, the nightwatchman turned
and disappeared into the clinging darkness,
and, as Nelson Lee produced a pocket-
torch, Nipper pulled round to the piles
beneath the office window.

With the detective flashing the white beam
of light upon the dark waters, they made
a thorough search. But there was no
sign of the unfortunate works-owner, and it
seemed that he must either have sunk, or
been carried away by the tide. Reluctantly
Nelson Lee abandoned the search, and
returned to the wharf.

He and Nipper discovered the police in
possession of the private office when they
found their way to it. A constable, who
stood by the door, saluted, and moved on
one side, as ¢the detective and Nipper
approached along the corridor.

A sergeant was within the office, talking
to Barton, whose story he had jotted down
in his official-looking notebook, and all the
lights had been switched on.

*“ Hallo, Mr. Chambers!"” exclaimed Nipper,
as the sergeant turned upon their entry.
“So we meet again, as they say din the
story-books.”

““Yes, Nipper,” the official agreed, his
face grim. *‘This is a bad business appar-
ently. You did not find him, of course?

Both Nelson Lee and Nipper shook their
heads. They had come to Newcastle to look
into a certain case in which they had co-
vperated with this self-same sergeant and
other members of the Newcastle police. Hav-
ing completed it, they had spent the evening
rambling about the riverside, which both
had found interesting, and they had been
about to return to the County Hotel, where
they were staying, when they had been
arrested by DBarton’s cries.

‘““ Robbery was the motive, I suppose?”
Nelson Lee said, as he glanced sharply abouf

the office and ‘noticed that the door of a
safe stood wide.
““ Yes, that's fairly obvious,” Sergea.nt



Chambers nodded. ‘' The burglar doubtless
knmew that Mr. Hexhamn has of late been
accustomead to work up here alone to a
late hour. There's ouly a hundred or so
in the safe, but he probably counted upon
more, and meant to silence the poor old
chap before he could raise an alarm. As it
was, Mr. Hexham was able to bring the
watchman up from below, and the criminal
had to eut and run and got nothing. It
may have been he who locked the door after
entering by the window. He could have
reached that by means of a telescopic stick
and a rope-ladder fitted with hooks that
wonld grip the sill.”

Nelson Lee turned to Barton.

“ Was your employer accustomed to work
with the door of his office locked?” he
inquired. "

“That I can't say, sir. He has never
called me to him, and T have not had any
reason to coom oop to t' offiee whilst he has
been here.”

“Tumph! It'’s a small point, but one I
shouid have liked to settle for certain,”” the
detective murmured. * I should say that
Mr. Hexham locked the door. Surely the
burglar would have taken steps to render
him silent before he troubled to cross the
office and turn the key.”

Nelson Lee walked over to the roller-
desk, by which the works-owner had been
seated when Barton had seen the unknown
intruder attacking him.

Ile bent his gaze upon an unfinished busi-
ness letter, whiech lay upon the blotting-pad.

“So Mr. Hexman was left-handed,” le
commented.

*““T had never noticed, sir,”” said Barton,
shaking his head.

““Well, he was,” Neleson Lee returned, with
conviction. ** The writing here tells me
that. We can take it, I suppose, that he
was writing this letter when the burglar
entered and attacked him, and—" '

Nelson Lee stopped abruptly. As he had
been speaking, he had taken up the pen

Mr. Hexham had becen using. His brows
were drawn together, and a puzzled light
had ecrept into his keen eyes as he in-
snected it.

“ Strange—very sirange!” he muttered,
half to himself, as he laid the pen down,

“Iallo! What have we here?”
As he spoke, Nelson Lee's hand had

darted to two objects which lay at one
side of the desk. They were a bar tie-pin
amd a small stud, such as is used to fasten
one's collar at the back. Again the detee-
tive wheeled, and azddressed Barton.

“Lan you tell mme whether your employer
wore soft or starched collars?’”’ he asked,
his eyes a little narrowed.

‘“ Starched ones, sir. I any almost sure
I have never seen him wear any other kind,”
was the watchman’s reply; and Nelson Lee
pursed his lips, and regarded the tie-pin
thoughtfully.

“ Then, supposing this belonged to him,
as seems fairly cerlaip, it must have been

used to sceure his tie at the bottom,” he

said. “ 1 wonder why he removed it? The
stud, of course, might be a spare one,
though, in that case, one might have ex-
pected it to have been dropped into ona
of the drawers of the desk. There are
many points of interest in this affair, ser-
zeant, if one takes the trouble to look for
them.”’

The sergeant nodded wisely, though, if the
truth be told, he failed to see where any
particular interest came in. The case
appeared to him quite a usual and sordid
one—just the usual episode of a brutal
criminal being disturbed in the act of his
crime, and venting his spite on an almost
helpless victim ere he fled. But then he had
failed to see much that Nelson Lee's keen
eyes had shown him, and was looking at the
affair from a very different point of view.

Nelson Lee began to make a general
examination of the office and its contents.
FFrom the roller-desk he turnmed his attenticn
to the safe, pausing to pull out the drawers
and to glance within. After this, he turned
over the pages of a shipping guide he focund
lying on the top of the desk, and then
examined some cigarette-ends lying in an
ash-tray.

Next he came to a cupboard, which proved
to be locked, though a key had been left
in the door. Nelson Lee turned the key,
and opened it, and again his eyes narrowed,
as he made rather a curious discovery.

The cupboard was empty and devoid of
shelves, though on either side were battens
where shelves had originally existed.

‘“Do you happen to know, Barton, when
the shelves were taken from this cupboard?”’
he asked, pointing into it.

*“ As it happens, I do, sir—for my son,
heing a carpenter, came an’ took them down
for Mr. Hexham. It was six or seven weeks
ago that he had this done, though what
his idea was I can’t say.”

Nelson Lee gave a rather abstracted nod.
[Te looked down at the flocr of the cupboard
and saw that a good deal of dust had
accumulated there. Producing his powerful
pocket-lens, he dropped to one knee and in-
spected it through the magnifying-glass.

‘“ Come here, Nipper!” he said, turning
his head and beckoning his assistant. * Look
through my lens, and tell me what you
see.”’

Nipper came forward and took the glass.
As Nelson Lee rose and moved on one side,
the younger detective inspected the floor
of the cupboard through the lens, as his
master had done hefere him.

“ Well?” Nelson Lee queried, as Nipper
alanced up.

““ There are marks in the dust like small
footprints, guv’'nor,”” Nipper s=aid. ** They
might have been caused by a very small
man, or woman, or a child, who has stood
in the cupboard; but, more likely, the im-
pressions have been made hy a small pair of
boots or shoes having been left there.
For there is hardly anv dust beneath where
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they hafe stood, and as the dust about
themmn must have taken weeks, I should say,
to accumulate, no living person could have
remained there all that time."”

Nelson Lee smiled in approval.

“ Good lad!” he exclaimed. “ You reason
just as I reasoned. Suppose we assume,
then, just for the moment, that the marks
were left, as you suggest, Nipper, by a pair
of small shoes or boots—probably a child’s,
seeing that the shape of the impressions is
very indefinite—having remained standing
therc for some while. The next question
we must ask ourselves is, to whom did
they belongz? Did Mr. Hexham have any
children, Barton?”’

“ No, sir—at least, not young children,”
replied the watchman, shaking his head.
‘““He has one son, Mr. Jasper, but he is
twenty-five or more, and just now he is away
in Paris, I think, studying.”
~ ““ Studying?” Nelson Lee raised his brows
inquiringly.

*“ Yes, sir—studying how to paint pictures,
and do sculpturing, an' that sort of thing,
so I’ve heard.”

“ Ah!"" Nelson Lee murmured;
went down on his knees again,
“templated with great interest two faint,
parallel lines, or scratches, which were
visible upon the surface of the lino bordering
the cupboard. *‘‘ Now ''—as he arose, and
~going to the chair by the desk, seated him-
‘gelf in it—*I want you to reconstruct just
what you saw, Barton, when you looked
through the pglass panel of the door.
Amagine that I am Mr. Hexham and you
are the red-bearded man who attacked him.”

‘“But I'd have to lay hands on you, sir, to

do that,” the watchman protested, hesitat-
ing. : :
- **Never mind,” Nelson Lee answered, with
‘the ghost of a smile quivering about the
corners of his mobile lips. “* Hold me just
a8 you say the man was holding your
employer—but leave out the actual punching
part of the business.”

Rather sheepishly, Tom Barton -stepped
up to the chair, and, stooping, seized Nelson
Lee by the collar of his jacket, at the
same time clenching his other hand and rais-
‘ing it. Then he shifted his position, as he
realised that it had hbheen on the other
siddle of his employer that the red-bearded
burglar had been standing; and to do this
it was necessary for him to reverse lhis
hands.

*“ Thank you! That's all that is necessary,
Barton!' the detective snapped; and as the
watchman stepped baek, and he came to
his feet, Nelson Lee's eyes were glinting
with excitement and his nostrils quivering
like those of a highly-trained hound on a
strong scent.

Nipper, who had seen these signs many
times before, knew that his friend had made
some highly important deduction, and he
-was a-thrill with excitement and curiosity,
as, having finished his investigations, Nelson
‘Lee presently left the works.

and he

and con- |

“ What have you found out, guv'nor?" he
asked eagerly. ** You have discovered some-
thing that both the police and yours truly
have been biind to. I feel sure of that!"

“You =are right, Nipper,’”' Neison Lee
agreed, as they walked towards the Side,
en route for Neville Street and their hotel.
“But, though I am almost certain I am
on the right track, and that a startling
surprise awaits everyone connected with the
case, go far, I am in only the theorising
stage, and I prefer to keep my own counsel
for the present. There might he work for
you to do in the morning, lad. In Grey
Street, near the Monument, there is a large
marine-store and mercantile outfitters. [
may want yvou 1o go there, and, im my name,
purchase a diving suit, if they have one."”

At the mement, they were passing beneath
a street lamp, and Nipper turned his head
andtstared at his friend in blank amaze-
ment.

‘““ A diving-suit, guv'nor?” he gasped.
“What on earth for?"

Nelson Lee shook his head at him and
smiled. Ile was plainly in oue of his

mysterious moods,

“1 will tell you, if it is necessary to buy
it, Nipper,” he said; ami, though utterly
puzzled, with this the young detective had
to be content.

= CHAPTER III.
The Truth—Nelson Lee Explains.

TTIRED in a well-cut, grey lounge-
suit, Nelson Lee quitted the County
Hotel soon after nine o’clock the
next morning.
He had left Nipper, who had been
a trifle late in rising, discussing ham and
eggs and coffee in the large and well-
equipped dining-room, giving the lad in-
structions to remain in the hotel, in case
e wished to communicate with him by
telephone.

The County IHotel stands on the corner of
Neville Street, where is situated the Central
Station, and populous Grainger Street, which
is made up of handsome shops and businessa

ofiices.

As Nelson Lee turned into the latter
thoroughfare, he saw a bare-footed news-
hoy with a placard fluttering before his

knees, reading:

“ STARTLING OUTRAGE IN NEWCASTLE.
POLICE BAFFLED!”

and, with a rather curious little smile
curling his lips, the detective beckoned the
archin, and bought a paper.

jle had not troubled to read an account
of the affair of the preceding night whilst
preakfasting in the hotel, and even now
12 merely glanced at the paragraph which
stated that, so far, the red-bearded man
who had attacked Mr. Hexham had not
heen caught, but that the police were

L energetically searching for him.
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“1 fancy that he never will be caught,”
‘Nelson Lee murmured to himself, as he
foldad the paper and walked on; and again
he scemed inclined to smile mysteriousty.
““ Now, let me see, my first call had better
be at Hemmingway’s branch here.”

Hemmingway's are a well-known firm of
busivess inquiry agents, with branches in
nearly every part of the United Kingdom.
For quite a nominal yearly subsecription,
business men can go to them at any time
and make inquiries as to the financial stand-
ing of other firms, or individuals, with whomr
they propose to trade., in order that they
may know what credit it is advisable to
allow, and the like.

Nelson Lee wus a subscriber, and he spent
some half an hour in the firin’'s Newcastle
office, which was situated midway down
Grainger Street. Mis eyes were very hard
and bright when he at length emerged;
and after he had spent the rest of the morn-
ing calling upon certain business houses
amd making a number of discreet inquiries,
he went into a public call-oflice and raung
up Nipper.

“ Hallo! That you, my 1ad?” he said,
as he was presently connected. *“ You may
go zlong and hire or buy that diving-suit |
I spoke of. When you have it, take some-
one from the police with you, and try to
arrange to descend at the spot where Mr.
Hexham’s body fell into the Tyne. It will
not he the first occasion on which you have
dived, so I can leave this to you with every.
confidence. You will, of course, try to obtain
a suit fitted with a compressed-air equip-
ment, to save the bother and delay of hav-
ing an air-pump brought to the riverside
and fixed up.”

- " I'll do what you want, guv’'nor,” Nip-
per's voice answered. ‘' But I'll never find
Mr. Hexhant's body, if that’s what you are
thinking. You forget that the tide will hy
this time have carried it for miles—into the
sea probably.” |

*“I forget nothing Nipper,”
ratorted, a trifle curtly.
to do as I ask.”

" He rang off, and quitting the booth, made
his way to the police-station, where he
found Sergeant Chambers. Owing to having
the important case of the previous night in
hand, the latter had not gone off duty.

- “1 want you to come with me to the
Quayside. Chambers,” Nelson Lee said. ** The
Tyne and Tees hoat, bound for London, is
due to leive within the hour, and T have
reasons for thinking it might be to our
advantage to watch it.”

“It is already being watched by one of
our plain-clothes men, Mr. Lée,” Chambers
answered. ‘' 1f the red-bearded merchant
tries to leave Newcastle by that, he’ll be
nabbed for a certainty.”” .

‘“* Nevertheless, 1 should like you to gome
there with me,” Nelson Lee persisted. ‘1
think.you will fiud that your time has not
heen wasted.”” ' ' ‘ -

Nelson Lee

“ Pleas ange L - ' : { i
GUSC ATTANEE & L iled cry, his face a dirty grey with fear.

the sergeant to glance at him sharply, ana
to rise and pick up his peaked cap without
further protest. :

The two men left the station, and made
their way down to the river. They pro-
ceeded along by the waterside until they
came in sight of the Tyne and Tees steamer,
wlhich was béing made ready to depart.

An almost imperceptible wink was ex-
changed between the sergeant and a quictly
dressed man who stood near the already
lowered gangway. Then the latter, who wus
the plain-clothes detective, tock no further
notice of Chambers and his companion, and,
48 the first of the intending passengers by
the steamer began to arrive, they might
niave been total strangers.

Nelson Lee stood with the sergeant, keenly
studying all the passengers as they mounted
the gangway and passed on board. But
no one with a red beard, or, for that
matter, hair of that description, made their
appearance, and as, with steam fully up,
there was a general scurry and bustle
aboard, and the time drew near when the
hoat would cast her moorings, the ser-
geant began to think that Nelson Lee had
wasted his time, after all.

Then there tottered towards the gangway
an apparently very old man. A long, white
beard fell almost to his waist, he was bent
and palsied, and his sight appeared 1o be
affected, for dark-tinted spectacles pro-
tected his eyes. .

Nelson Lee gave him an all-embracing
glance, then paid particular aitention to
his beard.

Next moment, to the surprise of Chambers,
the private detective took a bound which

| carried him to the side of the elderly pas-

senger, as he was about to step upon ilie
gapgway. Lee’s hand flashed out, grasped
the stranger’s beard, and, with a sharp
tug, he dragged it from his face, provieg
it to he false. .
Anotlier abrupt movement and the man's
spectacles had been whisked from his nosec,
and undisguised he staggered back, with a

The sergeant stared at him as though he
could not credit the evidence of his_eyes. .
‘““ Good heavens, Mr. Lee, this is-the man
we thought murdered—Mr. John llexham!”

he eried. “ What does it ail mean?”
“ Look out—ecateh him! He's going to
faint!’”’ Nelson Lee exclaimed; .and the

half-dazed police official was cnly just in
time to slip an arm about the man Nelson
Lee had unmasked, as he swayed and sagged
forward. : ' B .

The sergeant still. continued to gaze
blankly at him, as he lay limply in his
arms. For he was indeed the works-owner
whom the watchman, Barton, had seen—or
thought he had seen—pitched into the river,
the man whom everyone in Newcastle—save,
perhaps, Nelson Lee—had believed drowned!

It "was only a few moments. later that
the sergeant and Nelson Lee had got the

‘Something in the detective’s voice caused

L swooning man out of the.crowd that had
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begun to collect. sThey half-supported him,
half-carried him to a cab, where the plain-
clothes detective from~ the station took
charge of him.

‘““ Keep a sharp eye upon him,"” Nelson Lee
said grimly. *“ You will want him on a
charge of attempted fraud. Now, sergeant,
if you will return to the riverside with
me, I think I can give you another sur-
‘prise, and after that I will explain.”

It was to the wharf connected with the
Hexham Engineering Works that Nelson
Lee conducted the bewildered Chambers.
They were just in time to see Nipper,
garbed in the grotesque helmet and rubber
suit of a diving outfit, being helped on
to the landing-stage by a couple of con-
stables, whilst an inspector stood near,
looking omn.

In the young detective's arms was a
sodden figure which Chambers and the
other members of the police at first took
to be that of a man. Then, as Nipper tossed
it rather unceremoniously on to the wharf,
exclamations of surprise broke from them.
I'or the ‘“*body " Nipper had retrieved from
the depths of the Tyne was composed of
wax—a waxen effigy, with a lined, drawn
countenance, and rather long white hair,
which, in spite of the hours it had been
submerged, still bore a striking resemblance
to the man Nelson Lee had just enabled
the police to arrest—John Hexham!

It was dressed in clothes which the watch-
man, Barton, would have recognised, had
he been present, as those his employer
had been wearing when he had settled down
to work late on the precedindg night.

““My aunt, guv'nor, wasn't the plaguey
thing heavy?'" Nipper gasped, as the helmet
was removed.

“ Naturally,”” Nelson Lee agreed drily.
“When he sank his double, John Hexham
tried to make sure that it would never

rise again, and I expect, if you look, you will
find a2 good many pounds of lead in the
pockets of its clothes."

“ I, of course, entered upon the case with
the belief that it was one of attempted
robbery with violence,”” Nelson Lee said,
when, some half an hour later, he was
seated with the inspector and sergeant in
the police-station, to where John lexham's
waxen replica had followed him. * But when
I began to look into matters, I came upon
certain facts that soon caused me to grow
suspicious that all was not as it seemed.

“ JIad Mr. Hexham been in the middle of
the letter which was found upon his desk,
unfinished, when a burglar entered through
the window, he might reasonably have been
expected to drop his pen and spring to his
feet. Now I noticed when I examined the
nib that it had bheen carefully wiped. This
gtruck me as exceedingly strange. Though
it might be a man's habit to wipe his
pen when laying it aside—and it was un-
douhtedly a custom of John Hexham's—he

would hardly pause to do this wheun on the |

F

point of being attacked by a desperate
man who had breken into his oftice. So
much for point number one.

““ Next, there were that tie-pin and back-
stud, which I found lying upon his desk.
They suggested that at some time before
nhe was attacked and flung from the window
he had removed his collar and tie. Why?
Point number two.

“1 examined the interior of the cupboard
in his office, and was at once struck by
the strangeness of the whim—if mere whim
it was—that had prompted him to have
the several shelves removed, especially as
the cupboard was empty and nothing was
kept there. Then 1 asked myself the ques-
tion—but had it always been empty? And
when I examined the dust that had accumu-
lated on the floor, T found what [ first
took to be either the footprints of some
diminutive man, or woman, or a child. But,
as you heard Nipper reason, sergeant, no
iving person could have stood there long
enough for the dust to gather about their
feet. What, then, had caused the impres-
sions? A pair of children's shoes, perhaps?
[t was scarcely feasible, as Mr. Hexham
had no young children, though he possessed
a son, who is said to be in Paris, studying
the arts of painting and sculpture—sculp-
ture, mark you, gentlemen! What, then,
had stood in that dismantled cupboard?
I found marks of two objects of some kind
having been dragged from the cupboard
across the linoleum, and a glimmering of
the truth began to steal into my mind.

‘““John Mexham's writing had told me he
was left-handed. I asked the watchman
to reconstruct what he had seen, and to
take the part of Mr. IHexham’s attacker.
At first he gripped my collar with his left
hand, and made an action as though to
strike me with his right. Then, though
you may not have noticed, he realised that
the burgiar had been on the other side of
Mr. Hexham's chair, and, shifting his posi-
tion, he seized my coat ceollar with his
{Igf;ht hand and raised and cienched bhis
eft.

“ 1t was enough! It showed me that the
burgiar, as well as Mr. Hexham, had been
left-handed, which was point number three
in the startling theory I was beginning to
form. And as I remembered that John
Hexham’s son had studied the art of model-
ling, T became next to sure that I was
on the right track.

“ I'or some reason best known to himself,
John Ilexham had staged a very pretty
“frame-up "' with a waxen figure—doubtless
made by his sculptor son—with the face
modelled to duplicate his features, which for
some weeks he had kept in that empty cup-
hoard.

“ It was the figure, dressed in John Hex.
ham's clothes and linen, which Barton had
seen ‘ attacked ' and flung from the window,
and John Hexham himself, attired in =»n
different suit and a false red wig and beard,
had been the ‘desperate burglar.” The
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“marks left in-the-dust in the cupboard were |if a little grudgingly, the police nodded their

*where the small, shapeless feet of  the
dummy had stood—the lines on the oil-
cloth caused by those self-same feet, as
John Hexham had dragged out his double
to carry out his scheme.” -

““But what was his motive?’’ asked Ser-
geant Chambers, who was still puzzled and
very much in the dark.

“*That I had little difficulty in discover-
ing this morning,”” Nelson Lee answered, as
he carefully lit a cigar. ‘ Inquiries proved
that the firm he controls is insolvent, and
that a crash is imminent. Knowing that
‘ruin and poverty lay before him, "if he
remained openly alive, Hexham planned to
‘** die,”” and begin life again in some country
on the other side of the world with his
fortunes restored.
~ “My investigations in the city this morn-
ing also disclosed to me that his life was
~insured for fifty thousand pounds.

“'The som, at present in Paris, was 2s
deep as his father in the plot. When the
clder man’s death was presumed, in due
course, the son would have claimed the
insurance money, - quietly slipped out of
the country, and joined his father.”

** By jove, guv'nor, you have nipped in
thec bud one of the most clever swindles

ever attempted!” exclaimed Nipper;

agreement. ‘‘ But what made you so sure
Hexham would attempt to leave by the
Tyne and Tees boat?*

““ John ITexham made several small slips,
as do all criminals, however clever they may
be, Nipper,” Nelson Lee answered, as he
flicked the ash from his cigar, and examined

its glowing end to make certain it was
burning evenly. ‘“* He was, apparently, an
inveterate cigarette smoker, and In a

shipping guide, which lay on the top of
his desk, he dropped some ash. It was
rather unfortunate for him that this hap-
pened, and that it was left in that part
of the book which showed the dates of
sailing of the Tyne and Tees steamers.”

He laughed softly.

‘““ Then again, what better means of leav-
ing Newcastle could he find than on a vessel
where he could keep, if he will, to his
cabin during the whole journey? If you
had comnitted an offence against the law,
and were aiming at leaving a certain city
in disguise, how would you like to take the
risk of sitting opposite to scmeone in a
railway carriage who knew you? Always
place yourself in the shoes of the man you
are hunting, lad. It is usually an excellen}

and, plan, I assure you!”

THE END.
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EEING THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF

om Tartar at School ™

EVERY BOY SHOULD READ
THIS ABSORBING STORY OF
SCHOOL LIFE, WHICH HAS ONLY

e

JUST STARTED!

FIRST CHAPTERS.

Mr. Achilles Chopps, the new tutor, arrives
at Wrasper's School. There is sometRhing
.mysterious about him, for he will allow no
one to enter his room, where he plays
sweet music at night on a kind of har-
monium. Since the new usher's arrival
there have been strange appearances of a
phantom hearse. Considerable interest is
aroused at the visit of Mr. Chopps' uncle
to the school.

(Now read on.)

"CHAPTER XI1V.
A Weird Midnight Adventure.
NCLE JOSIAH was pacing up and
down the corridor, and as Tomn
ascended he had his back to him.

‘*“ Ahem!"" coughed Tom.
It was only the slightest possible move-

ment on the part of Uncle Josiah, the tenth |

part of a turn, buf it was - a moveinent,
and Tom’s face flushed with the light of a
sudden discovery.

He bounded into the dormitory, and sank |

down upon the side of his bed.

‘““ He heard me!"” he muttered, *
more deaf than I am. Whew!
that mean?”

He had no time to reflect upon it just
then, so, having found his book, Tom left
the dnrnutorv

In the corridor he again encountered
Uncle Josiah, this time face to face.

Through the dense blue spectacles Tom
could just see two eyes fixed upon him.
They were dark and piercing he was sure.

““ Nice morning, sir!" said Toin.

“It's no use talking to me,” replied
Uncle Josiah, shaking his head. “ I'm
nearly stone deaf; it’s a horrible aflliction.'

Tom put on a lugubrious expression of
face, and with a nod of sympathy dis-
appeared downstairs.

It was an unusual thing for Tom to do

and is no
What does

1

{ this occasion,
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any shamming, but he descended to it on
a3 he did not want Uncle
Josiah to know that he had found him oub.

‘“But I don't believe he is as old as e
pretends to be,”” thought Tom, as he re.
entered the school. I wonder how okd

he would look with his hair cut, or all of it
ﬂl}!!

He resumed his seat without looking ab
Mr. Chopps, although he felt that the eyes
of the tutor were upon him.

Uncle Josiah did not reappear that day.

He kept to his nephew’s room, and Perks
waited on him, '

Perks was getting
about the face.

The strange boy was burdened with soma-
thing a little too heavy for him, which he
dare not, for some recason or other, reveai
to anyone.

The next day, Uncle Josiah went out in
the mornmg for a walk, and he did not
return until it was getting dark.

e went straight up to his nephew's room,
shutting the door with a bang.

No wonder everybody in the house thought
him an odd old fellow, or that the boys
freely discussed him in their moments of
leisure.

Tom saw no reason to hide what he had
discovered, and the general opinion was
that the uacle was a * fraud.”

“ But why does he come here masquerad-
ing?'"" asked George Hammerton.

very tiain and wora

** That is what we hLave to find out,"”
replied Tom. “ Now, Sam, Johnny, Law-
rence, all of you, put your wilts to work,

and see if you can help me. I am going.
to. get behind the blue spectacles of Uncle
JUSiH‘Jl !.’

Perks had never been a plump boy since
he came to Wrasper's school, but for some
time he had been getting thinner aud
thinuer.

His face, ab no time very youthiul in its
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getting the

wis
haggard old man.
Everybody noticed it,
of his precocious love for Jane had become
known the boys put it down to that.
The idea of Perks wasting away from a

appearance,

and as the story

broken heart was not without its humorous
side,

Uncle Josiah showed no signs of terminat-
ing what was to have been only a few days’
visit. e stayed on at the schocl, and, as
a recoguition of the hospitality he was
receiving, presented Mr. Wrasper with a box
of choice cigars, and Mrs. Wrasper with a
valuable bracelet. Also he tipped Wooden
Jerry and Jane, the housemaid, liberally,
and ordered some huge cakes and boxes of
sweets from town for the boys. _

. It was evident that Uncle Josiah wished to
make a good impression, and to a certain
extent he succeeded.

But whenever he chanced to meet Tomn
he frowned and looked upcomfortable, and
got out of the

The old fellow was,
fond of walking, and
and Achilles Chopps
strolls together.

One night, at bed-time, as Tom ascended
the stairs in company with Geoarge Ham-
merton, he saw Uncle Josiah going on just
before him,

The corridor was lighted up, and as tlie
boys reached the top stair, Tomn said:

‘“ Good-night, sir!”

Again there was that half turn on the part
of the old man, and from his lips escaped

It appeared, very
in the evenings he
went out for long

wha‘}; may be called the fragment of a
1‘-’01‘ . :
But he checked himself again with a

hurried, angry movement, turned the handle
of the docor, and eutered his nephew’s room.

“ Did you see that, George?’’ whispered
Ton.

“1 did, old fellow.”

““ And what do you think?”

‘“As you do—that he’s no
than we are.” | |

The other boys were coming up in batches,
and soon the dormitory had its full com-
plement of occupants, pulling off their
attire, and piling it on the chairs by the
side of their respective beds. '

“It's a fine night,” said Willie Qdrey;
‘““draw up the blind, and let us have the
moonlight in.” '

Cautious Johnny, who was wucarest, coni-
plied with his request.

*“ Halto!” he cried,
window.  Somebody’s
gate.”

**Who is 1t?” asked Tom.

*“T don't kuow,”’ repiied J(Jhnn}'.
like Perks; but I am npot sure.

more deaf

peeping through
gone out of

““ 1t looks

‘“ He's gone 1:0 recite his love-sick verses |

said Sam Smith. * "ood
-I'm sleepy.”
““ Good-night "7 to©

to the moon,”
night, you chaps!

They chorused ~each

other, and in a few minutes obliviea came

wito wue¥ . too
¢! Yetks

over them all, even Tom,
tired to thitk out this pr-oh!c:r:

look of a

way as quickly as possible. |

having to go out after midnight on some
mysterious errand for Mr. Chopps.

On the night following Tom had provided
for him fou:% for surprise.

He reckoned it was about midnight when
Ihe suddenly awoke from a sound sleep.

It was just as if somebody had silently
aroused him, but nobody as far as he knew
had spoken or laid a hand upon him.

e was completely wide awake on
instant.

The sound of a slight movement in the
corridor fell upon his cars.

In a moment he was out of bed and
groping for the handle of the door in the
darkness.

Cautiously he opened the door and put his
head out. He could see nothing, however,
except the dim outline of the stained-glass
window at the end of the passage.

But on the stairs there was a sound of

the

| movement—a faint shufiling of stockinged

or bare feet.

Tom stood there a moment, then went
out upon the landing, and felt his way to
the head of the stairs.

There he stopped aund listened.

A sound of whispering voices came up
from the hall. But so soft and low were
the whispers, that Tom could wot properly
cateh a single word.

The whisperiug ceased, and was foliowed
by other sounds. Stealthy footsteps, and a
cautious drawing back of bolts and bars.

“ They're opening the front door,” thought
Tom. ** Wonder if it’s Chopps and Lucle
Josiah? I must find out.”

He darted back to his cubicle, slipped cn
his clothes and boots, and hurried down-
stairs. The front door was closed, but he
opened it and stepped outside.

The night was dark, but noft quite so

- dark as it seemed to be within, for there
b was o

mocn behind some dense, black
clouds.

In a2 minpute or so his eyes became used
to the gloom, and he could see across tlie
playground with sufiicient clearness to make
sure that nobody was moving there.

Whoever had left the house had gone
clean away.

“I don't see what good I can do now,”
said Tom; ** but I'll just have a- look up
and down the road. I might see somethipg.”

Swiftly Tom crossed the ground, intending

‘to go out by the gate; but as he neared

it he distinetly heard voices :md fﬂotsteps

~not far away.
the |
the

He cast a backward glance at the house.

All quiet and dark there.

Then he stepped up to. the wall to =
spot where a foothold had long ago been
made in the brickwork for the purpose
of climbing up and peeping over.

Of this youthful blt. of work he now
availed himself.

e knew the spot so exactly thaé e was
not likely to make a mistake. One sweeping
movement of his hand ;md he 11.-,1(1 fcm!d the
foothold.

Juct as he put the t“e of his- lmot into
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it the light of the moon began to assert
itself.
There was a siugle rent in the vast dark

cauopy - above aund through this canme a
flood of light.
The moon appeared.

Tom kunew he ran a risk in peeping over
now bhut the veices had ceased, and all he
could hear was a faint shuffling of feet.

lle popped his head over the wall, and for
a moment looked upoa a scene that fairly
astounded him.

Iustead of seeing, as he expected, Uncle
Josiah and Achilles (Chopps, he saw the
latter and Perks in company.

But this was not all.

Perks was wheeling a barrow laden with
boxes, and Achilles Chopps staggering along
under the weight of a large bundle.

But the greatest marvel of all was the
silence of their movements.

Neither was speaking, the barrow did not
creak, and their very footfalls had ceased to
give oubt apny sound.

The whole thing was ghost-like and un-
natural, and Tom only looked upon it for a
moment, for surprise relaxed his hoid and
hhe dropped to the ground.

The noise of his falling sounded distinct
and clear in the silence of the night.

- At the same moment the moon was hidden
again by the murky clouds.

Tom not only dropped upon his feet,
fell into a sitting position.

He was on his feet again in a moment,
and fancied as he arose that he heard a
gcampering down the road.

but

lie raa to the gate and, opening it, lookedﬁ

out.
Nobody or anything living was in sight.
It is true he could not see very far,

but it certainly seemed impossible for Perks |

and Chopps to have vanished s0 quickly.

Whither had they gone?

Tom waited a few minutes, in the hope
of seeing or hearing somethiog.

But nothing happened; so he hastened
back to the house, undressed, and got iuto
bed again. -

Betweea the sheets he lay, thinking the
matter over. Nothing could he make of it,
however. The whole thing was a mystery.
- He sought to uaravel it in vain, and then
fell asleep.

CHAPTER
Mystery on Mystery!

EXT morning, before breakfast, Tom
called his chums together, and told
tliem of this latest midnight mystery.

Needless to say, they listened with
the utmost amazement, and then proceeded
to discuss the affair among themselves.

What was the cherubic Mr. Chopps up
to that he must needs select the darkest
hours of the nigit for his work? And why
should tks GOuge-noszed Perks hava been
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the.

selected tutor’'s coafidant and
assistant? _

No answer had they found to these ques-
tions when the bell summoued them to
breakfast,

Achilles Chopps sat the head of the table,
looking fresh, ruddy, and cheerful.

1le did not in the least lock as if he had
been out all night.

In a careless way, he said to Tom:

“You do not look quite so well as usual
this morning, Tartar.”

“I1 am very well, sir,”” replied Tom.

“It secms to me that you have slept
too soundly,” said Mr. Chopps. ‘Do you
ever have the nightmare?”

““ No,”” replied Tom.

‘““Ah, it 1s a good thing. When [ was
your age I often had ugly dreams.”

He turned away and talked a little to
George Hammerton, and did pnot so much
as look at Tom again.

Perks waited at the table with aun in-
scrutable face. :

As usual, he was very attentive to Mr.
Chopps, and took up his position behind
his chair when he had nothing to do.

In Perks' eyes there was just a suspicion
of heaviness, and once Tom caught him ia
the act of yawning.

Wooden Jerry was the servant who brought
in the hot water and extra supplies ol
bread-and-butter, and so on.

At first he did it in his accustomed dcgged
manoer, but ere the meal was over he
exhibited signs of excitement.

He looked like a man who had something
to tell, but needcd permission to open hus
mouth.

““ Is there anything the matter with you?"
asked BMr. Chopps, who had glanced two cr
three times at the agitated Jerry.

‘““ Another rum job, sir,”” replied Jerry.

““What do you mean by rum job?" de-
manded Mr. Chopps.

‘“ Another mystery, sir,”” replied Jerry—
a cart broke down in the village.”

‘““That is a terrible mystery,” said Mr.
Chopps, with a short laugh. *‘ Don’'t talk
nonsense, man!"

“ But nobody knows the ecart, sir,” said
Jerry; ‘‘and it's got a wheel off.”

‘“ Well, where is the driver?”

‘““ Nobody's seen him."”

‘““ And the horse?”

‘““ Horse, harness—everything is gone, and
nobody has even so0 much as sct eyes on
that cart afore.”

‘* Pooh—rubbish!"" said Mr. Chopps. * Have
you finished, boys?”

They had finished;
from the table.

He took no further notice of Jerry and
his wonderful report of a strange cart left
broken down in the village.
ibTom’ however, wauted to know more about

a8

i

and the¢ tutor rose

'He_ did not question Jerry, but Ieft the
(Continued on page iii of csver.)
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matter until morning school was over, and
then slipped off to the village,

There he found the broken cart.

1t lay on one side of the road, with a
broken axle-tree, surrounded by a few curious
observers.

Iavnes, the carpenter, was among them,
and to him Tom addressed himself. )

* Have you found cut whose cart it is?"
lie asked.

“* No, sir,”" replied Baypes; *“and not
likely to. It ain't one that’'s bheen made
in three paris, or heen seen afore. There's
- something wrong about that ecart, and 1
should advise everyboedy to leave it alone.™

“Oh, it isn’t a ghost cart!” said Tom,
laughing. .

“T don't say that,” returned Baynes;
“*“but 1 say there's something wrong in it.
Look at the felloes of the -wheel—did you
ever see the like?  Wuas they made for
common wear an' tear? - An’ what's 1t got
a false bottom for?”

“Has it one?" _asked Tonr

“ Look for yourself!” said Baynes. ‘' See

the thickness of -the bottom! D’ye think
that’s all solid wood? No, young gent:
there's a bottom six inches deep right

throughout—and I'll bet there's summat. in
it as oughtn’t to he!”
“But what should there be?™ asked Towm.
“That's what the police are goin' to find

the inspector along

out. We're expeetin’
every minute.” _

Tom looked al the vehicle with interest.
Outwardly it had the appearance of =a
farmer’s rough cart, but it was finished ol
much better than those vehicles usually are
Every bit of it was oak, save the axle, which
was of willow. A natural flaw in it had
caused it to spap in two.

(To be continued.)
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