THE ADVENTURES OF CASTAWAY SCHOOLBOYS! §7ierive wannariver

.

N A s ————

e

ara g s gl h
{-:‘O.A'?ll:f;

e
. fd
.

And then the pair fought—screaming and cursing.
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Dorrie was within fifty yards, and already his revoiver was within his grip.
. ..He was even taking aim when Captain Hurricane raised Nelson Lee high

above his head. And there he stood, with Neison Lee poised on the edge of
eternity. .

-
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= ?E -~ Bemg a thrilling account of the castaway schoolboys and
their final adveniures on Dorrimore Island.
concluding story of the Holiday
how the Remove of St. Frank’s malke their escape from their
island prison, and how Captain Hurricane, the cold-bleoded

It is the

Adventure series, describing

.aklpper of the Henry R, Cane, makes a final bid for liberty only to

procure for himself a just retribution for his crimes.

At last the

{ Holiday Party are homeward bound, arriving back at St. Fra.nk’
where many surprises awalt them,

o

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
TIUE SCHOOLBOY CASTAWAYS!
“[ O0X OoUT!* roared Handferth franti-

cally.

Splash!

The famous leader of Study D
executed what be described as a perfect
dive. He landed in the water with a mighty
Swish of foam; and Reggie Pitt and Church
and McClure and a few other fellows only

just managed to get out of the way in time.

“ Reckless ass!” gasped Church. ““You
might have bilied into us! Diving like that,
without giving a second’s udrmnn'”

“Diving?” repeated Pitt. ¢ Oh, sorry! 1
thought he was seeing what it felt like to
fall flat!”

By this time Edward Oswald Handforth

had ricen to the surface. Jle spluttered
v;olently, swished the water 6ut of his eyes,
and looked round at the bobbmg forms in
the blue water IIEdP by.

“ That's the way to do it!” he said breath-
lessly

““PDo what —cause a tidal mne? - grinned
De Valerie.
“IFathead!” “] was

sneered- Handforth.
diving !’ :

**Ha, Ha, ha:™

The juniors of the Remove at St. Frank's
continued to disport themselves in the tur-
quoise waters of the bay. Iar out iuto th-
distance, right to the clear-cut, hmnzon the
wide Pacmc stretehied.

The juniors were diving from a somewhat
rickety-looking staging which had been
erected just at the poeint of the bay, where
a few rocks. jutted out.

Round the bay itself, dotted about on the
silvery sands, were many tents and lean-to
sheds, and numbers of wooden cases—the
camp of the entirc party. And beyond
stretched the barren e‘cpanse of Dorrimore
Island. ke

Hearing the boys shouting with glee, and
with merry lauglter in the air, it was very
hard tao. believe that the whole party was
matrooned on ‘this speck of laud in the wide,
vast expanse of the Pacilic Orvean.
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"We were, in a way of speaking, castaways
--not, only the complete Remove, but Nelson
Lee and Lord Dorrimore and Umlosi and all
the officers ard men of Dorrie’s famous
steam yacht, the Wanderer,

In spite of the position, the boys were
enjoying themselves.

The whole trouble had come about becansz
Dorrie had taken it into his head to probe
into the affairs of a certain notorious
character named Henry R. Cane—and famed
up and down the Pacitic Coast of America
as Captain Hurricane, He was the owner
and skipper of the schooner bearing his own
name,

There was a kind of gold mine on this
island. It wasn't a secret, because many
big mining concerns had attempted to work
it. But it was of a very poor quality, and
the cost of production was greater than the
resulés. The project, in fact, was always
a losing proposition.

And Captain IHurrizane, the brute of the
Pacific coast, had evolved a daring, cunning
sclzame.

He had realised -that the mine could be
made to pay, and pay handsomely, if the
Jabhour of extracting the gold was obtained
for nothing. And he had hit upon the
extraordinary idea of kidnapping men, bring-
inz them to this desolate island, and sending
them to work as slaves. |

Wild as the enterprise secmed, it was a
big success.

Captain Hurricane had his own crew—as
villainous a set of criminals as ever
breathed. During the  course of many
months, Captain Tturricane had succeeded in
bringing - forty men to the island.

And when we had arrived, we found these
unfertunate wretches chained together iIn
gangs, working in conditions of. slavery that
weculd have staggered the civilised world—
and would do, as soon as the story became
public property.

We bhad had all sorts of adventures.

FFor a time, we, ourselves, had heen cap-
tured by the wily skipper.. We had even had
a taste of slavery. But, turning the tables
on Captain Hurricane, we had captured his
gang, ald released all the slaves.

And that, in fact, was the main cause of
tha trouble,

Thece poor fellows—seamen of all nation-
alities, for the most part—had been lcading
a life of wutter and ghastly misery for
months. The mine was situated down in
an awful pit—this latter being the centre.
of the island. To be out of that place was
like a breath of Heaven.

And the released slaves, hecaded by a brute
of a fellow named ’Frisco Mike, had over-
run the Wanderer, capturing her, and making
off. This seemed a very peculiar way of
cxpressing their gratitude for heing released.

But their move could easily be understood.

Never hoping to be rescued, their release
had cdme suddenly and unexpectedly—theoy
had become drunk with the glorious freedom.
And thev knew very little about our party.

& N WAL R

'Irisco Mike had suggested the idea that
we might merely be rivals of Captain Murri-
cane, and had come to work that goid-
mine for ourselves ’I'risco Mike, in short,
had ninted that we should put all the uen
to slavery again, and keep them in just the
same horrible condition. In all probability,
'Frisco thought this v-as the truth, fog lhe
was a man of brute strength, but Tittle
brains, .

Considering the. suffering these men lhad
had, even Lord Dorrimore could not find- it
in his heart to be angry. He rather pitied
the crowd. It was unfortunate in the
extreme that the Wanderer should have hecit
seized and taken away—but the posttion was
not so very hLiopeless.

_Captain Hurricane and his t{two chief
lieutenants, had escaped in their own
schooner, These other two men, Mr, Skinner

and Mr. Seelig, were their captor’s only help
on board the sailing-ship. They had fled
from the island, and it looked very doubtful
as to what the result might be if a tropic
storm came up and caught the schooner in
its grip.

But that was mnot our affair. If the
schooner foundered with her three men, the
world would be considerably refreshed.

But. we, wdio had done practically all the

-work—who had rescued the forty slaves from
‘their awful servitude—we. were left as east-
aways on the island.

But although it was
a barren place, with two palm trees as the
only vegetation, we were fortunate in pos-
sessing a plentiful supply of stores.

At one time Captain Hurricane had decided
to sink the Wanderer—but before doing so
he intended stripping the yacht of all her

stores—foodstuffs, linen, plate, cooking
utensils and everything that was easily
portable.

The fact that Captain Hurricane had began
putting this plan into execution was very
Jlueky for us. For we had discevered huge
piles of stores strewn over the beach.

‘There was enough food for all of us for
a monfh, at least—and good food, toa.  The
Wanderer’s kitchen staff was provided with
a tent all to themselves, and so we generally
fed at the ordinary hours, and upon excel-
lently prepared grub. We had only a fcw
ordinary items missing from the menus.

We had now been castaways for two days.

And our camp was looking surprisingly-
shipshape. Captain Hurricane’s own .tents
were heing utilised by us. Sleeping accom-
modation was rather lacking, but this was
not-a matter which worried the Remove, or
any other members of the party. Out there,
in the tropics, blankets and such like were
not vitally necessary. R ;

A good deal of stuff had been transporte:l
out of the pit to the bheach, including. the
dismembered partiy of several wooden shacks,.

"All this timbeér had been brought-down-.in

batches
will. - -
And now, big operations were in progress,
While the juniors were amusing themselves

, the yacht's. crew working with 2
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—maianly by bathing—since this was about
the only possible recreation—the men of the
party were busy with planks apd boards and
ropes, the work being superintended by
Nelson Lee and Dorrie.

A raft was being constructed. -

And it was no ordinary raft, but a huge
thing, capable of carrying fully a dozen men
in comfort. It was designed with consider-
able skill, having an upper deck which would
be well clear of the water in any moderately
calm sea. _

We had founi large numbers of barrels
down near Captain Hurricane's old camp.
These barrels were being used in the con-
struction of the raft—lashed into position
between two decks. .

These barrels, being very buovant, would
float well clear of the water, thus raising
the deck fairly high. A rail was being
placed all round it, and a kind of mast was
being put up,

Right amidships a shack was built. Ilere
protection could be obtained from the sun.
And this elaborate raft, moreover, was pro-
vided with a rude steering apparatus. Armed
with a compass, and any knowledge of navi-
zation, a man would be able to sail the raft
in a given direction.

But it would necessarily be a slow business.

“Well, T don't think we can grumble at
it, on the whole,” said Dorrie, as he regarded
thie constructional work with a critical eye.
As a ship builder, Lee, you'’re goin’ a long
way to get a first prize.”

Nelson Lee Jaughed.

““You are paying me a huge compliment,
Dorrie, by referring to this crude affair as
a ship,” bhe replied. ¢*But it will serve its
purpose. It will ride through any ordinary
«torm without question. And with plenty of
food on board, the party will be able to
remain at sea for a long period.”

“TUntil they sight another sail, eh?” asked

Derrie.

““That i3 the only idea of -the raft,”
replied Lee. “We are so far out of the
track of ships here that it might be months
before any sail appears. But in this raft
AMr. Barry’s party will be able to navigate
into more frequented waters. In the course
of a week, with any ordinary luck, they
will be in the direct track of shipping. And
then, of course, Mr. Barry can attract atten-
tion, and soon have a ship here to take us
all away.” - |
- ““A mighty fine scheme,” said Dorrie.
““S0 I think we. can reckon upon leavin’
‘before so very many days have passed.
But that doesn’t bring the Wanderer back,
does it? An’ what shall 1 do without the
old tub?”

Nelson Lee smiled,

“.You needn’t worry about the Wanderer,”
ha sald. ‘* She’s gone, Dorrig, but those men
won't sink the vessel. They’re nearly
scamen, and I believe ’Frisco Mike himself—
who iy in command—has held a master's
ticket. - Before being brought to this awful
slavery here, he was a fully certificated mate.

all |
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So he knows quite e.ough about navigatioi
to handle the Wanderer. And with forty
men—rough though they may be—the yacht
will be fully equipped with hands. You'll
have the old ship back soconer or later, never
fear.” -

And the cheerful note of Nelson Lee's
remarks was quite zeneral among the cast-
aways. We all had the feeling that our
troubles would now spon be over. The fact
that this big raft was soon to be launched
was a great source of interest and satis-
faction.

Mr. Barry, the Wanderer's second officer,
was to be in command. He would take six
men with him, and his instructions were to
attract the first ship that he sighted—and
bring it to the island. Any old tub would
do, just as long as we were able to return to
civilisation. - ‘

It would indeed be unfortunate il the
raft was unable to perform the simple service
that was required of it. Sturdily built, it
would withstand the shocks of any ordinary
ocean storm.

And it was due t- be launched on the
morrow. By then it would be completed,
and Mr. Barry was eager to be off.

Handforth was inclined to be critical, as
usual,

“It’'s a dotty idea!” he declared, as he
stood looking at the operations.

“What is?”” asked Church.

““Sending out that raft with Mr, Barry
and six other men.”” -

“Why, you duffer, it's” the best idea of
any!"” said McClure. ““1t's going to mean
rescue for us—Mr, Lee calculates that it’ll
only be a week or ten days before Mr. Barry’s
party return with a ship of some kind.”

Handforth sniffed.

““Yes, I know that,” he said. ‘*But that’s
nothing. Why couldn’t we be on the raft--
that’s what I want to know?”’

“ Better ask Mr, Lee,” said Church sar-
castically, :

“] have done—and he just laughed at
me!”? exclaimed Mandforth, with a snort.
‘“ What do you think of that? He laughed
at me!® .

““ Awful!?? said Church and McClure.

“And it wasn’t as if I'd made a dofty
suggestion, either,” coatirued Handforth,
becoming somewhat indignant. °‘‘lnstead of
being left on the island, we ought to go
on the raft, so that we can get straight
on to a passing liner. If we did that we
should be on our way across the Atlantic
in no time,”

““The Atlantic?” asked Pitt, wh: was
standing near by. ‘
“(f course—that’'s the way home, 1s0’t

it?”?

“Considering that the Atlantic's on the
other side of the world, we should have a
bit of trouble in finding that liner!’’ grinned
Pitt. ¢ I'm afraid your geographical know-
ledge is horribly shaky, old man.”

Handforth glared. :

“My hat!”?’ he said, cxasperated. < ['ve



220 THE.

s o e B

LI T i
et
o
L =

>l

never known such elraps? Quibbling about a
mere word!??

*“Or o mere ocean or two!”? grinned Pitt.

““1 don't care whether it’s the Pacific
UJeean or the Atlantiec Ocean!’’ roared IHand-
forth., “ All I know is that we want to get
home—and if we don’t buck up we shall
bhe late for the new term., I don’t mind
tclling you chaps, I'm a bit fed uvp with
ail this globe-trotting.

Chureh and MeClure sighed.

“ Same here,” said Church. “O0h,
sight of dear old ZIngland again!”

“Don’t!”? said Pitt. “It makes me see
pictures of green fields, and hedges, andd
winding countiy lanes and—St, Frank’s! By
Jove! IVl be ripping to get back to the
ohld place.”?

“ Reather!”?

‘““ Football!* said Pitt dreamily. “Foot-
hall, with Handy in goal, and Nipper playmg
centre-forward. Me on the outside left! Go

for a

it! Over to me, Jack! Now we’re ofi—here
it comes, Nipper! DBuzz her in! Good!?

““Goal!” roared Handforth,

““ Ha, ha, ha!*?

“Q@reat pip!*? said Handforth. ¢1I can
ahmost see it!  You—you giddy ass!®? he

added, glaring at Pitt. * Talking about, S
I'rank’s, and {football, and we’re stuck hu'ﬁ
as helpless as Robinson Cruzoe!
me that whenever
‘t'repies, we get cast away on -a desert isle!*’

“Well, we’ve had the experience before,
but not like this,” chuckled Reggie Pitt,
““Cheer up, old man, We’ll soon be on our
way back to the old ecountry—and then for
foothall and all the joys of the Autumn
termn at St. Frank®s,”»

To the juniors on the island it seemed a §
dream—but it wasn’t. DBefore very long we |

and in
mental

should all be speeding homewards,
a surprisingly short time Reggles
picture would be «a reality.

But we hadn’t quite finished with Captain
Hurricane yet.

CHAPTER H.
THE FIGHT ON THE WAXNDERER!

' N UMMY!  All yom
blokes is barmy!®
declared Mr. Haw-
kins contemptu-

ously. ““I’ve seed a few idjits

in my time, but you fair take
the bloomin’ bun! Why, you
ain’t got no more sense than wot a pa“k of
binsects has!*?

And, having expressed himself in thesze un-
complimentary terms, Mr. Hawking; A.B.,
tarned away and spat overside ‘with unneces-
sary vehemence. The men who had been
listening to him looked rather uncomfortable,

They were all lounging for’ard on the deck
i the Wanderer, and the steam yaecht was
vliding steadily along through the crystal
waters of .the Pacific. She was only ¢oing
at-half speed, and her decks were leoking
~omewhat littered -and untidy. The bl"l‘-ﬁ-
work was dnll, and there was an unkempt

It seems to |
we come out to the
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=iy

L

|

ship.
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appearance about her. chie was
guite her old self.

Mr. Hawkins and the group with him .’LCI‘E
ofY duty.

Even among this reugh crowd of ex- B]th‘?‘
there was some kind of order. ‘Frisco M ke
who had appointed himself commander of
the yacht, insisted upon watches heing kept.
Any man who resisted felt the welght of
'Frisco’s enormous fist. The man was a kind
of second Handforth when it came to fight-
ing, In all other respects a compariecn
would have been an insult to Edward Osw dld

Mr. Hawkins turned, and looked at the
eight or nine men who were loungmﬂ' there,
amohmn. He had half expected them <o
reply, but as they did not do Qo, he felt
encouraged to continue,

Mr. Hawkins was one of the few British
seamen among the party. He had been one
of those slaves—having bheen kidnappcd by
Captain Hurricane six months before. XNir.
Hawkins had passed through a terrible ex-

Otherwise

| -perience, but he had managed to keep his

iiead.

“Blowed if I can make you out!*’ he wenst
on., *‘“’Tamm’'t as if you was a crowd of kids!
You’re men—echaps wot ’as sailed in many a
An’ you ain’t sufferin’ from no excite-
ment now, neither.”

.Y We gure done the .best thing, Ted:* sald
one of the others. ‘“’Frisca’s the boss, any-
ways, an’ I guess there’s no cenge in Kickin’.”

“Phat’'s wot you all sez!” growled Mr.
Hawkins. *“ But I'd like to know why this
‘ere’ l‘li'uCO is the bloomin®’ boss? °E’s only
one of us—’'e ain’t. no better! And you ain’t
got a spark of decency in any of you. You
_“mt better than a lot of crooks!®

‘““Sayv, you'd best qait that dope !*? growled
a man.

““Yus, an you'll make me, won't ver?®’ de-
manded Ted Hawkins. ‘“Come on! Let’s sece
do it! Bloomin’ ’arf-starved rat! I’ll
gay wot I likes—szee? I’ll call yer wobt I
thinks 1 will—see? An’ I ¢an tell yer
straight out I ain’t never seed =zuch a
hloomin’ pile of rubbish as you chaps!”’

The men growled and muttered.

““It’s all very well to talk, Ted!* ﬂ'runtaed
one of them. ‘¢ But, look at it as }{m_hke
'Frisco did the right thing. For all we know
them guys who set us free might have put
us back to slavery- 3

“Crnmbs?? ejaculited Mr. Hawkins-:,
disgust. ‘*That’s senze, ain’t it?*?

**What do yon mean?’

‘““ Why, about Mr. Lee, and that there lord,
and the others—the ¢ cmd wot really owns
this yacht!” said t-he A.B. * Just because
‘Frisea Mike shoves a Io_t_ of bunkum into
your ° ﬂ.db, you believe im' I ain’t gat no
bloomin’ patience! Didn't that there orﬂu:r
chap come and set us. ..l.]l free? . D'dn 1 be
take our chains qff, and say as Jow we was
at liberty?” _

“You know he did——"

“Then wot’s the .idea of talkin’
slavery??? demanded Mr., Hawkins.
them <haps “ad meant us to remain zla

in
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thoy wouldn’t "ave unchained us. Not likely !
[ tell you, the "ole thing’s wrong! Wot we
oncht to do is to go back, and ’and the
vacht over. We'll chuck 'Frisco Mike over-
hoard if he ain’t careful!” |

¢« e sure is playin’ blazes around this
craft,” said one of the oOthers. "

.+ ].ain’t sayin’ anything agin 'Frisco as
a bloke who can look arter the ship,”” went
on Hawkins, ¢ That ain't the question. But
wot [ sez is this 'ere: 'e ain't got no right
to pinch this yacht, an’ leave them coves on
the island. Lummy! They come there to
rescue us, an' all we can do is to leave ’em
in the _bloomin’ lurch! . 'Tain’t matey!
'Tain't doin’ the square thing.” .

“We don't want to go back to that all-
fired slavery!” retorted one.

‘“ You hetcha we don’t!’’ said another.

““ We ain’t taking dny chances!’? declared
another.
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impressed.  They were just Dbeginning ta
realise that this man was right: they had

:uoule the wrong tiung by coming away in the
yacht.

. All the men were of the uneducatoed,
ignorant type, and they were obstinate,

“An’ look ’ere, too,” went on Ted Haw-
king,  seizing his advantage. ““ There's
another thing wot you fellers ain’t thought.
Wot’s goin’ to become of us—hey?
Answer me that question!”

“We’ll get took aboard another
soon—-"’

‘“Yus, an’ took to 'Frisco or Los Angeles
an’ ’anded over to the cops,” said Mr.
Hawkins sourly. ¢ That’s wot’ll ‘appen to
us, mates! A bloomin’ crowd of ’arf-starved
tramps like us! No skipper—no orficers—n»
engineers! Like as not we'll be took for
mutineers, an’ shoved straight into chokey!
But if we do the right thing, an’ go back to
the island?”’

ship

When the boat was within a few hundred yards, there came another surprise.
A light appeared in one of the portholes !

“Takin’ chances!’ repeated Mr. Hawking

fluently, in exasperation. ¢ Strike me pink!
I'm blowed if you idjits don't make me wild!
Look ‘'ere! We come away on this yacht,
which ain’t ours—leavin’ the chaps wot
‘elped us on the island! That's rotten, to
hegin with. Them fellers is the right sort,
an’ don't you forgit it! British, they are—
the good ole Bull-dog Breed! See? Them
hoys, too! Reg'lar matey young fellers, if
ever there was! An' they're all left down
there in that pit—prisoners! Crikey! Wot a
vlarned shame to treat ’em like that! 1
tells yer straight, mates—it's a filthy trick!
That’s wot it is! You ain’t’ no better than
a ¢crowd of ungrateful dawgs!”

Mr. Hawkins spoke with bitterness and
Clsing anger, And his listeners were rather

i an’ I knows the compass,

¢ Wait a minute, Ted,” interrupted one of
the others, " ' If we get rid of 'Frisco Mike,
who's going to navigate the ship back to
the island.” | ' :

“ Me,” said Mr. Hawkins promptly.

“Aw, gwan!”’ growled the fellow,
ain't no sailor!”

“Tf 1 wasn't afeared of raisin’ a racket
I'd swipe you for that,” said Mr. Hawkius
grimly. ¢1I ain't no sailor, hey? Bust my
buttons! An' I've lived on the bloomin’ sea
ever since I was a kid! 'Eld a third mate’s
ticket once, too! I'd ’a’ been skipper of my
own ship by now if it 'adn’t been for the
rotten boose! That's what done me in—
that’s - wot put me in Cap’n ‘'Urricane’s
clutches! But I'm capable o' steerin’ a ship,
an I can work out

““You
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onrt position by dead reckomin’, an’ then git
back to the island. Lummy! A blind land-

lnbher could git back to that place—we
ain't left it more’n a day! Well, mates, are
you with me or not?»

'The men hesitated.

“Tell you wot,”” went on Hawkins., ¢ Talk
to the others, an’ see wot they sez. Then
we’ll meet - together to-night, arter the

second watch. If there’s thlrty of us we'll
turn on ‘Frisco. See? An’ if you blokes has
sot the sense you oughter ’ave, you'll git abl
the supporters you can.”

Mr. Hawkins considered that he had said
enoligh. And he turned -away, and gazed
over the water. The men
away in different directions.
further could be done until later
evening, '

14 was all dark, and the Wanderer was
steaming algng at only half speed, when the
time for the secound meeting arrived. ’Frisco
Mike was taking a spell below, having put
the wheel in the hands of one of lns OWN
gpecial supporters.

‘Frisco had been drinking heavily, and was
now sleeping like a log. Everything was
goine smoothly—the yacht moving through

And notmno
in the

the water at an easy pace, with her engines.

in the c¢are of men mho knew samethm#

about their job.

Mr. Hawkins -was supposed to he at nor::f
aeecom-’
panied by every other man who had been-
hrought-

in the stokehold, but he left this,
working there. Mr., Hawkins had
{hem all round to his own view. _

In fact, a real mutiny against 'Frisco Mike
was in the wind.

On deck, for’ard, other men had gathered,
Ted Hawkins was more delighted than he
conld say. For, with himself, there were
twenty-five men in this erowd. The majority
of them had Jeft their posts in order to
attend the meeting. It meant that there
werz only fifteen non-partisans in the move-
mezt. Of these fifteen, five were sleepine,

L“D were on the lJridUe and the rest below,
“Mates, I knew as ’ow vou wouldn’t fail!”

caid Mr. Hawkins. ““Look at it which way
you will, the best thing we can do is to go

back to the island. Good for you! It won't
take us no time to git control.”

“ A1l right, Ted—we’re ready!?

i SUI'E Py

“We ain't going to he sent to prison!®

“We'll go back to the island, and get
things straight!”’
The others agreed, and while they were

talking two more men came up to join them,
Mr. Hawking, being a_ seaman, was
superstitious.
pair .arrived,

“ Lummy, that's nood'”_ he =said.
only leaves thirteen! See, mates? °Frisco’s
gang only makes thirteen—an’ that’s
bloomin’ unluck:,' namber! It won't {ake us
a )ifly to wipe ‘em up!* '

One of the men on the bndge had heen
- looking at the crowd forlard for eome
mmuteﬂ and now lhe came down the Jadder,

& That

gradually went

a bit |
He grinned amaably as this |}

and joined the group. He was & big, burly
iellow. |

““What’s this?” he dJdemanded harehiy.
“ Listenin’ to that Emnglish hobo again?
see!  You've sure got fool ideas into your
heads! Cut this guy out, and get back to
your ]Ob%"’

*Grab ’im, mates!?? said Mr. Hawkins
curtly. “’E’s one o’ the wust!®?

The newcomer was seized on the epot, and
:n_spite of his yells, he was forced into -sub-
mission. He was finally silenced in the most
simple manner possible—for. one of the muti-
neers delivered a fearful kick which caught
;‘.he unfortunate man on the front of he
1ead.

The affair had estarted nbw—-&ﬁd there

wasg no drawing back!

The next man to go was the one who had
command of the wheel on the bridge. A
erowd, led by Hawkins, went down to the
engine-room. Here four others were seized
and roped up.

In the meantime the rest had been made
prisoners—with the single exception of
‘Frisco Mike. And he, awakened out of his
drunken sleep by the unusual (:{)mmotson,
was just coming on deck.

He looked round, and it took him only a
few moments to realise the truth. The
Wanderer’s engines were silent, and there
was . nobody at. the helm. She was just

drifting. : -
- “By gosh!” roared ’Frisco violently,.
**What’s this? Mutiny, you doggone hohoes!

Say, this is the work of that blamed English
nny' I’ll sure choke the life out of him—
the durned skunk!* ,

“Ho, you will, will yer?” shouted' Mr,
Ha,wkine, striding up. “ All right, me lad—

vy it on! RLummy! If 1 was afraid o’ you,
Id he no gocd for amythink! You sloshed

me once, hut I wasn't prepared for yer.:

Hawkins didn’t wait for the burly Ameri-
can to attack. Iiawkins himself rushed in—

for he considered that it would be a big
vietory if he defeated °’Frisco Mike single-

handed—and it would also make’ hja
porters stick to him.

It was a grim business. ;

‘Frisco Mn:.f_e was the bhetter man, Dut his
brain was still slightly befuddled with drink
—he had not regained all his swiftness of
movement. And this disadvantage enabled
Mr. Hawkins to make rings round the fellow.

One blow from °Frisco's mighty fist would
have knocked the A.B. clean “out—but Haw-
kins was 23 nimble as a squirrel, and dodged
this way and that, m‘mdmg every one of
Mike's deadly thrusts. g

He could never have done this I Mike had
heen in his usual condition. And, finding
that all his blows went astray, ,’Fr";m be-

zup-

cante desperate. * Hé commenceéd  kicking
wildly, ,
And thie, ‘indeed, 'was his undoirg.

Quick as a flash, Hawn.ine seized the .man’s
foot as he kicked.” With one heave, I-Lmkm%
pulled, and 'Frizco Mike crashed over on. bis



hack.  His head struck the deck with a
fearful thud,

1 recken that’s fAnished vou, matel”
ulmttﬂ Mr. Hawkins.

And 1t had.

‘Frisco  Mike lay there, groaning—too

Lbeaten to even move. He was pounced upon
at once, and hustled straight to the side of
che Shlp One of the higger lifeboats had
heen lowered—at the orders of Mr. Hawkins.
And i1t was now lying there close up against
the yacht. But for the steady Pacific smfll
the sea was smooth and calm.
"¢ 0Over with him, mates!”
curtly.

said Hawkins

'Frisco Mike was just coming round. He
was pushed over the side, and ordered fto
¢ling on to a rope. He either had to cling
or fall—one or the other. He pulled himself
together sufficiently to make the descent.

The others were bundled down after him—
eleven altogether. For one of the fatal
thirteen had trraned completely rotind, and
was willing enough to place lumself under
Hawkins' orders.

The  twelve cursed and swore violently.
Thiey were true to 'Frisco Mike, and Ha“hms
wonldn’'t have had them on board in any

case, They were all lowered into the bhoat.
“1 ain’t takin® no chances!"” said Mr.
idawkins, ¢I might have kept you blokes

cn board—but it's too risky. Like as not
voit'd zet out, and then we'd ’ave the whole
trouble over agin. Best place for you is in
that there boat, where you can’t do mo
arm."’ -

¢ Say, cut out this foolery ! shouted one
of the victims. ¢ 1 guess we'll go back to

the island! We won't turn on you,
Hawkins !
The A.B. nodded

““You worl’t 'ave no chance!” he replu,d
““When I sez a thing, I means it! ‘An’ 1
ain't 'avin' none o’ you scum on board this
ship! It was you wot supported -'Frisco
when all those innocent chaps was left on
the island. You meedn’'t get the wind up—
you won't come to no ‘arm!”

HawKking had prepared exervhhmq, and
plentiful supplies of water and food were
Inwered down-into the boat. There would
be enoush to last the twelve men a full
month, and the lifeboat itself was biz and
sPlWO['thh Sconer or later they would be
picked up by some vessel.

. And as the lifeboat drifted away from the
vacht's side, 'Frisco Mike recovered -his full
~¢lises. He raved and cursed in vain. And
ie only had himeelf to thank for this terrible
state of affairs,

it e had acted right in the beginning, he
would have suffered no fate such as this.
H,., had had no justification for seizing the

vacht, and now he was paying the penalt}

“Hawkins had had the right idea from the.
He was now about to do the

very first,
correct thmg—to find his way back to the
island, and rescue the good people who had
done so much for the unfortunate slaves.-
Within twenty minutes Hawkins had his

B

watchies arranged. Men were  sent below
into the stokehold and engine- room, and
Hawkins himself took the wheel.

And eoon the Wanderer was under wav

again. She turned about, and steamed back
into the direction of the island. And all the
men on board were feeling rather relieved.

The responsibility of this vacht was begin-
ning to awe them slightly. They would
prefer to hand it back to its richtful owners,
Hawking had fully convinced them all, by
this ‘time, that it was the only right thing
to do.

As for 'Friseo Mike and his own particular
friends, they were helpless.- In that lifeboat
there wag no danger of death from thirst
or starvation—no danger of capsizing in a
storm.

Sooner or later they were certain to come
within sight of a sail.

But nobod;y guessed what was to be the
result of this unexpected change. For Fate
‘was working-things out in a strange manuer.

——

CHAPTER TIIL.
HAWKINS TURNS UP TRUMDPS!

LANG—Clang!

The eound came
drifting across the
sunlit beach from the

encampment—a kind of clat-
tering noise made by a piece
' of rock hammering against an
old tin can. And this, indeed, was the 'll'."bdrl[
source of the sound.

Fatty Little, whtio was bathing,
violeut start.

“Lunch!” he gasped frantically,

He commenced dashing out of the water
as if half a dozen sharks were after him.
He blundered into Handforth and Pitt, aund
one or two others.

“ Ass!” smapped Handforth., **What's the

Fatty.

gave a

idea of going mad?”’

“JIt’s lupch time!”  panted
“Dida’t you hear the gong?”

““Of course I did; but that's no reason to
bash into me,” said Handforth.  Besides,
vou can't eat any lunch! I saw you wolling
biscuits and things less than half an hour
.lgD 12

“Leggo?* said Fatty wildly, as Handforth
clutched at him. “I think it must be the
air, you know. I get as hungry as any-
thing on this island. It's given me a ter-
rific appetite.” =

“1a, ha, ha!” -

I'atty apparently thought that he had
had no appetite previously.

He and the others soon arrived in the
camp, -and they found an excellent luncheon
all prepared by the Wanderer's regular
kitchen staff. Stewards were there, ready
to wait upon the party. For dlncxplme was
blemg mamtamed just the same as on board
sl

IE was a special occasion. For the rafi
was fully completed, and all ready to he
 launched. She lay there, in the bay, look-




ing quite an imposing craft—with her mast,

J.ll equipped witfi a makeshift sail, with her
Lrttlle charthouse, and with the surxoundn r
rail.

She floated well out of the water,
her *““deck  would never be awash, except
in a fairly rough sea. Mr. Barry, the
second oflicer of the Wanderer, was fully
prepared for his trip, and the men who
were going with him were quite eager to
be off. They regarded it an honour that
tfiey had been chosen.

There had been some talk of delaying the
actwal start until the dawn of the next
.mormng, but Mr. Barry would not hear of |
this, -He was determined to go abt comnce.

so that

it il

[ of the island. And as Pitt looked, be
ﬂu-‘ill&-.'s.

“The look-oul’s sigrealliog, sir!” he ex~
claimed quiekly. ““Look! He’s waviog like

mad!”
“By gad,” said Dorrie, “so he is!”
Everybody stared up at the figure which
was plainly visible on tlie fop i the hill
Night and day a look-out man was kept
there, besides a temporary flagstatf, from
the top of which fluttered an improvised
signal of distress. .
“My only hat! Perhaps he’s seen a saill”
“Let's rush vp and see!?
“Hurrah!*
“ Steady, boys—steady!”

shouted XNelson
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im] the voyage was due to begin immedi-

ately after Tanch:

It was a kind of farewell feast—a big
send ofl.

And the juniors ate with unusually hearty
appetites. They felt that their <{roubles
would soon be at an end. Once the raft
was gone, it would only he a matter of a
few days before rescue would come.

““Nothin’ to worry over now,” said Dgrrie
ecasily., ““Of course, this has messed up our
plans a bit—all this delay—but these little
ifiings are sent to try us. We’'ll be laughin’
at our troubles before long.”?

Reggie Pitt looked up suddenly, and gazed
towards the top of the hill—the steep,
rocky prominence which formed the centre

b wWas in

Yee. “There’s mno need to gebt. excited,
Perhaps there’s no—°

But it was quite useless for Nelsocn Leeo
o talk. All the juniors with the excepticn
of Fatty Little had left their places, and
were rushing up the rocky slope. Fattly

preferred to eat his lunch in comfort.

The look-ont man was signalling so ex-
citedly that even Lord Dorrimore and Nelson
Lee began to believe that something special
the wind. They niurried up .the
slope, too. ,

Handforth and Co were first to reach the
top, with Tommy Watson and myself almost
on their heels. Quite close here was that
deep, grim pit—that awful chasm with a
sheer drop of five hunpdred feel—wlere
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Captain Hurricane had kept his unfortu-
nate slaves. But we didu't give it a look
or a thought. . -

We gazed out to sea.

“It's a sail—a ship!” yelled Handiorth
joyfully '

“ Hurrah!"

“Coming this way, tool!”

““My goodness! So it is!”

There was no question whatever that the
Inok-out and the juniors were right. Ifar
away, and still hull down on the horizon,
a tiny speck was to be seen. As yeb it was
ilmpossible to judge what kind of a vessel
this ship happened to be—except for the
one comforting fact that she was a steamer.
l*‘fr sinoke was rising in the clear, blue
SK7T.

ft was this smudge of smoke that
first caught the look-out’s aticention.

1t wasn’t long before almost cvery mcm-
ber of the party was on the hill top with
the luncheon completely forgotten. It looked
very much as though Mr. Barry would not
have to go on his journey, after all.

““She’s getling nearer!” said Handforth.

And we all continued to watch—eagerly
and ‘intently. And, at length, we could
even make out her shape, and form a rough
cestimate of her size and design. The vegsel
was coming straight towards the island.
4Lt}md as I looked, I suspected something.
seemed too good to be true. 1 certainly
aidn't want to raise false hopes. I went
over to Lord Dorrimore, aund touchcd his
arnl.

“Dorrie! I whicpered. “I belicve she’s
the Wanderer!” |

His lordship grinaced.

“That’s what I was thinkin’, my Jad, but
it seems too good to be true,”” he replied.
“Gad! That would be fine, wouldn’t it?
The Wanderer! Between you an’ me, old
con, there's not a question about it?”

“You really think 2

“] know!” said bis lordship. ¢ By the
Lord Harry! Do you think I don’t know
my own.boat? I even recognise her smoke?”

And the truth soon got out.

The excitement, of course. was cven in-
tensified. Not only were the juniors Balf
dotty with joy, but all the members of the
crew cheered and capered about with just
2s much vim and enthusiasm as the Re-
movites. '

““The Wanderer—and
straight here!”

“Hurrah!”*

“Now we'll soon be off ! _

“But what does it mean?” demanded
Handforth. “ Why is she coming back so
soon? Perhaps those rotters on hoard have
come back to fight, or something? If so,
we're jolly well ready for them!™

But there was no question of fighting.

or- after an hour had elapsed, the Wan-
derer was once again in the bay. Her
anchor was lowered, and she luy there, look-

had

stie’s coming

first I +thought I was mistaken—it .

=

9 .
e R i
ing  hardly any the worse €for her ad-

ventures.

Two boats put off, and in the foremost of
them was DMr. Ted Hawkins—looking very
spruce and clean for the occasion. Ile had
just bad a shave, his hair was neatly
brushed, and he was wearing a new sailor's
uniform that he had found in the men’s
quarters.

As he jumped out of the boat, he found
Nelson Lee and Dorrie waiting on the beach,
with Captain McDodd, Mr. Barry, and the
other yacht's oflicers. Hawkins smanrtly
saluted.

“Brouglt the ship back, sir!” he said re-
spectfully.

“80 1 observe, my man,” said Dorrie.
“But what's the idea? I wouldn't dream
of troublin’ you, but I'd really like to know
why you went away at all? I'm rather
curious on the matier.”

““Wasn't me, sir—'Frisco Mike 'ad charge
tlien,” replied Mr. Hawkins, “°’E done i,
sir.  Took the yachi, an’ ail these blokes
was Kind of barmy. But they’'ve ’ad some
sense knocked into 'em by now, sir. Soon
as 1 got command, I thought the best thing
was to come back ’cre.”

‘And BMr. Hawkins saluted again. _

““What part did you come from—Rother-
hitiie?* asked his lordship.

““No, sir—Wapping.” ;

“ Thought I wasn't far wrong,” grinped
Dorrie. “Well, you seem to be the right
sort, old man. I shall certainly sce that
yYou are fully rewarded .for your common-
sense attitude, an’ your homesty. An’ the
tusk of bringin’ this yacht back was no
hghb_one. There might be an openin® for
you in the crew of my yacht.”

Mr. Ilawkins' eyes sparkled joyfully.

“You mean it, sir?”’ he asked eagerly.
“Lummy! I'd be in luck, then!”

,Ca.pta;in MeDodd lost no {time in taking
ihe chief engineer and Mr. Barry. And
hey forthwith went on. board. Mr. Col-
gate, the chief officer, had gone in advance.
And it was soon known that the Wanderer
was unharmed.

Untidy, with dull brasswork, but materi-

| ally she was the same as ever.,

Captain McDodd was a new man when he
felt the sturdy deck planks bencath his feet.
He had beecn lost without his beloved yacht.
And within balf an hour the entire crew
were at work.

- The men went into their task with ter-
rific cnergyv. They tad not expected this

! wonderful stroke of good fortune, and they
‘were more than eager to make up for lost

time.

Mr. Hawkins told the full
lrad happened.

“1 dou't altogether agreo with your move
in setting ’Frisco Miko and his companions
adrift,” said Nelson Lee, at length. “It
would have been better if you had im-
prisoned them below.”

“Too risky, sir,”

'story of what

declared Hawkins,
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« Weot with a crowd of blokes like this ’ere,
filere ain’t no certainty of ’em stickin® by.
Most of ‘em is tramps and such like, and
they're as iggeraut as blackies! Lummy!
I ain’t arf ’ad a time with ‘emi.  You'd
never bhelieve, sir!”

“Thare’s no need to worry about that
Eoatload, old man,” said Dorrie. ““They
were pmvlﬂed with plenty of water and
food, an’ they’re bound to be picked up by
gome ship or other.”

}verybody was supremely tiappy.

This meant that everything was now al!
zerene—the return of the yacht made things
sinooth and easzy for us. IFor weo should be
able to leave the lﬂlflud within twenty-four
hours now.

Besides that, there was thie eminently
satisfactory feeling that we should soon be
ltomeward * bound. Although 1he fellows
dido’t like to admit it, many of them were
Lecoming astonishingly I]nrne-1uk

me mention of Eni;:hnd caused them to
discuss the Old Country eagerly and with

voices that clearly expressed their longing.

And the prospeet of an early return was
deeidedly alluring. And now there was no
further obstacle in the way—the path was
SMmootas.

Neison Lee, of course, would decide what
vwas fo be dobe witli alI these men—ihe ex-
«laves of Captain MHurricane. TFurthermore,
there were the prisoners down in that chasm

-——members of Captain IHurricane’s band who
were now being kKepé in captivity. They
had to be dealb with.

But, as far as the juniors were concerned,
they had no further worries whatever.
Nelson Lee was soon en board tho Wan-
derer, and bis first visit was to the wireless-

at-.sfnct-lon. he found

room. To his great s
The appara-

that everything was in order.
tus was in no xh\y harmed.

And, without ‘delay, Lee scnt messages
hr.{)adeuat, instructing all vessels to be ou
the loegk-out for Captain lurricane’s
schooner, and also the open boat countaiuy-
itg 'Frisco Mike and his companions.

Repiies eame from one or two ships, but
the meost interesting of all was frem a
British naval vessel—a light ecruiser which
was comparatively close at hand. Lee ob-
tained her position, and found that she was
at no greater distance than thirty miles, on
her way to one of the outlying posts of the
British Empire,

Word was received from this cruiser tniat

shie would at once alter her courze, and
search for the schocner and the boat.
“ Well, of course, everythin® in the

garden’s lovely,” declared Lord Dorrimaore,
when he heard this piece of news., *“ Qad!
. 1t’s funny low these things come all at
cnce. A few hours ago we were lonely cast-
aways, with no prospect of comimunicating
with ihe outside world, An’ noew we're
standin’ on the good old Wanderer, an’
we've just been in commiunication with half

NELSOH EEE L!BR&RY
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a dozen ships—-includin’, if you piease, a
British eruiser!”

Nelson Lee smiled. '

“Yes, Dorrie, things do hiappen like Hmt -

he replied. ¢ And I think we can cafely say

~that our worries are now completely ended.”,

' Absolutely!” agreed Lord Dorrimore.
But there's many a slip—

CHAPTER IV.
"FRISCO MIKE'S REVEXNQE!

APTAIN TIURRICANE
SWOTe with lurid
fluency.

“I’'ll have my time
vet!” he declared. i« By
gosh! Those guys figger I'n
-beat; but I'm not the kind of
feller to play second fiddle! Gee! When
my tGtime comes they’ll sure wish they’d
never been born!”’

Mr. Seelig, the mate, grunted.

“Aw, cut it ouwk, eap!” he exclaimed
arufily. ““TOat kind of talk cuts no iee.
Guess we've got to hand it to the bunch
that they've mt us beat. Say, what’s the
good of thinking anything else?”

“(Guess I'm with you, Seelig,” said the
third member of the party. ‘ Best thing
we can do is to quit—make for the Solomnon
Islands, or one o' them groups. 1 figger
these waters ain’t safe for us. Gee, cap,
you kinder make me tired! When a man’s
down, the best thing btie can do is to admit

if

(Captain Hurrieane brought his fist down
with- a crash-on the eabin table, -
“By tweck!

“Down, am I?” he sncried.
We’ll see who's right!™

He swallowed a big gulp of neat rum, and
proceeded to rave violently and at random.
lTe was nearly drunk, and was going the
right way to become almost incapable. His
two companious were rather more cautious.

The schooner, Henry R. Cane, was lying
listlessly upon the ocean. At the time there
was practically no wind, and the disrepu-
table old vessel lay there with sails that
slatted idly in the gentle breeze. Iler wheel
was lashed, and sho just managed to keep
a cerbain amount of steerige way.

These three men were the sole oeccupants
of the schooner.

They tad escaped from the island when
the c¢atastrophe had come. The other
members of the crew had been left behind.
In the caze of a sudden storm, thie scliooner
was hopelessly undermanned, and it would
be a bad thing for these three, indeed.

The captain was in such a state that he
didn't care what happened.

But the mate and the other
rather more thought for their own skins.
They refrained frem getting entirely drunk
—in case a tropic steorm should s iddenly

main had

blow up. Left to - hercelf, the schooner
would undouhtedly feunder, if calied upon
lo fight against .L-L}'Dh‘)ﬂﬂ OT come cuch

stmospherie disturbance.



There seemed no prospect of it at preseut.
The weather was gloriously calm, and the

glass was steady. The absence of wind made
progress very slow. Moreover, Captain
Hurricane had not even {froubled to set

ilhie sails with any care. And the schooner
was just ambling along at a bare two knots
to the  hour.

The three men were down in the cabin. It
was evening, and the light was rapidly
failing. None of the trio cared anything
about seeing to the ship’s lights. They just
sat in the cabin, talking and drinking.

“ "For, indeed, they had lost everything.

They were lucky-enough to have got away

at all. Each one of these men was a mur-
derer. During  the course of the last six
months, while they bad developed their

‘scheme of slavery, more than oune unfor-
tunate wretch had losbt his life. And these
cold-hearted villains were  directly re-
sponsible. They were brutal murderers,
every ohe. - '

Even Captain Hurricane himself knew
that the game was up. He told himself
constantly that he would have his revenge—
that he would go back to that island, and
continue the scheme. But he knew, in his
stuny heart, that all such ideas were mere
dreains, |

The end had come—and the only thing
to flee. - :

And the schooner was idly dallying—and
would continue to do so until the- skipper
~came out of this drunken orgy. From
experience, the mate knew that Captain
-Hurricane would not be himself until two
or three days had elapsed. Then he would
thirow the drink aside, and become intenzely
-active. And the only thing was to make
for one of those groups of islands in the
wide Pacifie. Perhaps it would be possible
to obtain a living by means of trading. In
any -case, a return to San Franisco or Los
Angeles was out of the question. These men
had only to set foot in either of those ports,
and arrest would foliow. Both Skinner and
Seelie knew this full well.

" The trio was. not a happy one,

‘They constantly bickered and argued.
-Again and again they went over all the
adventures that had happened. And Captain
ITurricane . roundly abused his two cronies
for failing him. -

Indced.*on more than one occasion, it
-seemed as though an open quarrel would
‘result.  Snariing at one another, hour after
hour, this seemed to be the inevitable
;‘e?ultv—-it was bound to come, sooner or
ater, _

But at present they were just managing
to maintain peace.

was

And it was necessary, too. For unless
these three clung together, death would

almost. certainly result. - The schooner would
never .reach the islands,-:of the Southern
Racitic’. without encountering two or three

storms.  Aand the old schooner was by no
means an easy craft to handle in bad
weather. Undermanned, she would require
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‘And these were the men who had
caused the torture! They were
there—the three of them—Captain
Hurricane, Skinner and Seelig.
And all three were sprawling in
awkward attitudes in the cabin.

every attention to bring her safely througi.

And each man knew this—and they all
feared death., ¥ach one was unfit to live,
and yet they were afraid to die. They hud
lived lives of the most vile and atrocious
character.

Mizsfortune had now come upon them.
Just when they had been at the height of
thieir prosperity, this blow had come. It was
retribution, for that prosperity had been
ga.ir;ed by means that were inhuman  and
foul. :

And while they thus sat round the cabin
table, the schooner lay there upon the calin
waters. And, rfar away, almost invisible,
there was a tiny, speck. Through a tele-
scope this speck would -have revealed itself
as a boat.

But the villainous trio were below—and
saw nothing. |

In that boat were twelve men—'IFrisce
Mike and the others who had been set adrift
by Ted Iiawkins. They were not an ex-
tremely merry crowd. But they were
certainly sober—for they had no means of
being otherwize. _

Their bhoat contained a plentiful supply

of food and water—but not a drop of in
toxicating liquor,



They had been adrift for many hours, and
darkness was now approaching. Ior the
avcater part of the day they had quarrelled
with one another. ’Frisco Mike had. been
condemned again and again for leading them
all into this predicament. And Mike had
“laid out more than one man. He was still
the leader—he allowed no insubordination.

“ A erowd of snivellin’ skunks—that’s what
youn are!”” he sa.d contemptuously. - As
for them guys who put us here—I guess
I've got something for them! I'll sure
mark every one of ‘em!”

“Yes—if we see land again!®® growled one
of the otherz. By the look of things, we
shall go to the bottom! There’s not- much
chance of sighting any ship in these waters.”

“ And, =ay, what’s going to happen when
we do sight a ship??” asked another man.
“I guess we’ll have a heap of difficulty,
explaining things. Gee! We sure were dog-
. gone mutts to monkey around with that
yacht.”? |

““Quit that talk!’ snapped ’Frisco Mike.
“ Get busy on the oar, you! I sure figure
it’s time for your fﬂpell, anvway!”?

The fellow grunted, but obeyed. He knew
very well that if he didn’t he would be
knocked out. Life in the boat was exceed-
ingly charming. ’'Irisco Mike compelled the
others to take turns at the oars.

If they had chosen, they could have joined.
forcesand thrown Mike overboard. But they.

all knew that this would be fatal. For the
burly ruffian was the only man amongst them
who knew anything about navigation. ’I'risco
fully realised his power, and used it.

The short tropic twilight was near at hand.
And one of the men, who had stood up to
shift his position, suddenly gave a hoarse
cry.

““ Sail-ho!’”’ he shouted, his voice cracking
with excitemeut.

Instantly half the men were on their feet,
and the boat was rocking dangerously.

“Sit down, you scum!’ roared ’Frisco.
“Are you ftryvin’ to capsize us, or what?
Holy gee! You're sure right! There's a
sail 'way over to stabbord!”

He stared eagerly, his evil eyes lighting
up with hope.

The ship was far distant, and almost Iost
in the slight haze of coming night. She was
a =ailing vessel of some kind, and appeared
to be making little or no headway.

But it was impossibie to tell
distance.

“ Now then, vou swabs!¥
¢“Get, busy on them oars!
you!
or we'll lose her. She don’t seem to
showing any aurned lights.”

The men needed no ordering.

They were omnly too willing to work, and
every oar was wielded with full energy. 1t
was bad enough to be in this open boat, with
prospects of storms and sudden tropic hurri-
canes,

It- would be good to. feel a =olid deck
beneath their feet. This ship would ceitainly

at such a

roared ’Frisco.
All hands, nmind

We’ll sure make this ship right now—-
be

And once

take them on board. Land was
recached they wouldn't care. There would be
a way out of the difiiculties someliow.

The boat fairly flew through the water.

And as darkness was dcswndlng in real
earnest, it camec within a short distance
of the vessel-—-which now revealed herseif as
a schooner. There was still just a little
daylight lefu.

And ’Frisco Mike stared hard at the ship.

He c¢ould see her lying there, cutlined
against the fading sky. He could sec her
masts, sails, and the general cut of her. And
memories were stirred within him. The man
suddenly clenched his teetl. |

“By gos=h!” he muttered.
Henry R. Cane!”

‘“ What!” said those near him.

“ Sure!” went on ’Frisco. “This is Cap-
tain Hurricane’s old schooner. Guess 1'd
know her among a dozen! 8Say, but what's
the blamed idea? Not a light showing—and
she's not moving!”

“ Gee! It sure looks queer!’”” muttered one
of the others uneasily. »

There was, indeed, something strange and
uncanny about the .appearance of this
schooner, Perhaps the gloom lent somewhat
to this effect. But there was no doubt at
all that the vessel had a strange appearance.

There was absolutely no sign of life on hicr
decks. v

She carried no lights, her sails were slai-
ting idly as she rose and fell with the oily
motion of the sea. Anrd her general appear-
ance was one of untidyness and desertion.

““ She’s sure a ghost ship!?? said one muan,
sliivering,

“Cut ont that

rm

¢« She’s tho

dope!’? snarled 'Frisco

Mike. “This ecraft’s the Henry R. Cane—
and it sure seems to me that she’s just
driftin’. Say, I reckon she must have

dragged her anchor off the island, and got

adrift with no hands on beard! By gosh!
It’s a bit of luck for us!”
’Frisco Mike was highly elated. He

believed that his surmise was correct. There
was certainly no indication of life on board.
The schooner was like a dead thing, idly
drifting on the calm sea.

Buft then, when the boat was within a
few hundred yards, there came another
surprise.

A light appeared in one of the port-holeb

‘¢ Gee!” muttered ’Frisco. “She ain’t
deserted, after all! Say, go casy—let them
oars rest a minute. I'm figgerin’ that Cap-
tain Hurricane’s on board.”
~ Some of the men started back, with scared
glanees.

That name was a terrible one to them.
They had received nothing but torture from
Captain Ilurricane. The very mention of
his name was enough to frighten them. They
had been slaves for so long that they coull
not realise that mhctory was theirs. :

'I'risco Mike examined the- 'ic'hooncr
closely as they  gilently slid nearer and
nearer. He had cautioned the men to remain
absolutely quiet. On the deck of the zhip



there was no sign of human life. The wheel
was deserted. Where one would expect men
to be, there were no 1nen.

“S.i), it's durned gueer!”’
"¥risco. <1 guess we'll slip alongside, and
inake fast. Then I'll creep on board, and
look around. You guys will wait, and get
ready for action.”

The rest made no objection—they were
not very keen upon stepping on hoard this
til-famed craft. it was the one that had
brought them from freedom into slavery.
% heir memories of it were painful.

With scarcely a bump, the boat tcuched the
schooner’s side. She was held fast there,
and ‘Frisco Mike stealthily scrambled on
board. He crouched there for a few seconds,
zazing up and down the decks.

Everywhere, the ship was deserted.

But a llght gleamed upwards from the
cabin gkylight. Mike crept forward cau-
tiously, Obuomly, there were men below-—
but it was quite clear that the ouly human
beings on board were in the skipper’s cabin,

muttered

Bverywhere eclse the vessel was dark and}
silent.
As ’Frisco crept aleng the deck tiie only

sounds were those of the creakipng spars,
caused as the schooner jogged idly up and
down to the swell. And then ’'Frisco Mike
urrhed at the skylight.

It stood wide open, and he peered down.
““ Gosh!”’ he breathed “The three of ’emn!
Say, I figger this is where we sure get our
revenge! The doggone skunks will—pay!?
’Irisco spoke in a low, vibrating whisper.
In those few seconds he pictured himself
as he had been down in that terrible pit—
chained to a gang, compelled to work twelve
nours a day—lashed and whipped if he dared
to offer the slightest resistance.

And these were the men who had caused
the torture! They were there—the three of
them—Captain  Hurricane, Skinner and
Seelig.  And all three were sprawling in
awkward attitudes, in the cabin.

Captain IIurricane was obviously dead
drunk. The mate was in a condition which
was nearly as bad, and Mr. Skinner was
fielping himself to another drink with an
unsteady hand.

And nobody else was on board!

‘Frisco Mike dragged himself away, and
swiftly ran along the deck. Ile leaned over
the side and stared into the boat.

“Up you come—the whole ecrowd!” lLe
called softly, ‘“Say, no noise! T guess
we've got these durned guys just where we
want ’em! The skipper, Seelig and Skinner!
Gee! We’'ll have our revenge!”’

The mea swarmed on board in a crowd.
And then, all becoming imbued with ’IFrisco’s
confidence, they followed him down the com-
panionway towards the captain’s cabin. And
they, too, were remeémbering the terrible
times thm had passed throuwh They were
“in a d(mqerouq mood. |

With a crash, ’'Frisco Mike hurled open
tite cabin door. r
Skinner dropped his glass and started
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IIis face went the colour of puttiy,
and a scream arose from his throat. The
face of ’Frisco Mike leered at him—alight
with evil imtent. And to Skinuer it seeuied
that this apparition was some awful ghost,

But he soon found that the intruders were
very real!

He and the mate and Captain Hurricane
were seized. They had no time to fight--
no opportunity of defending themselves.
They fell easy victims to these invaders.
And within five minutes they were arou:cd
from their drunken stupor.

Carried up to the deck, the three were
placed in a row, with their backs to the
bulwarks. Captain llurricane was trembling
with fright. The men he had tortured now
held the wupper hand! Instinctively tlic
scoundrelly skipper knew that the lLour of
reckoning had come.

It was only with difficulty that
Mike kept his companions away.

““VWe'll kill the doggone brutes!”
-““Throw them overboard!”

““Seud ’em to the sharks!”

€< gureiﬂ

““ Let's shoot the dogs as they stand!™

“* Say, quit that!” ruared ‘I'risco  Mike.
“1 guess we ain't lettin® these skunks oil
as easy as that! Quick dea.th ain't good
enougi—I guess we'll give em something «a
bit harder than that!”

Captain Hurricane found his voice.

“You scum!” he raved, attempting to
exert the old influence. ¢“Listen to me! 17
youw’'ll man this ship I’'ll reward every one

you! I'm short handed—I guess I'll pay
you well if you—=—"’

JIe was brought up short by °‘Frisco Mike.
who suddenly whirled a rope’s end through
the air, and brought it slashing against the

"Irisco

skipper's cheek. A raw, livid mark was left.
] guess you're in'my power now, Captain
ITurricane,” snarled ’I‘risco Mike. ¢ Ior

mcnths I was in yours! You and your scum
whipped me—Kkicked me—treated me like 1|
was a beast! Say, it’s my turn!”

The captain shrank back, shaking
fear.

“We're all in thiss 'Frisco—we’ve all got
something to pay this coyote!’” shouted one
of the other men. ‘ Guess you oughter let
us do as we like! T ligger we’'ll soak the
guys in paraffin, and set ’'em alight!”

“Yep, sure!”’

‘““You said it!”’

““ No—no!” sereamed Captain
“ Not that! You—you devilz!
burn us alive like that!”

'I'risco’s eyes gleamed.

“Say, that’s sure a dandy scheme!" he
exclaimed. “DBut I guess it’s too risky—
we might set the ship afire——7"?

“We can drop 'em in the boat!”

“Sure!”

The men elamoured round, shouting wildiy.

They were quite ready to carry out their
dreadful purpose. Their prisoners  had
treated them so shockingly that the ordeal
of being burned alive seemed only a fitting

wilh

Iturricaue,
You would:u't
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punishment. DBut ‘Frisco Mike saved the trio
from this terrible eud. ]

‘“No!"” he thundered.
better scheme,
alive—but

“I've sure got a
: It’s @ good idea to burn "em
it’s too swift! Guess they’d be

all in within two minutes! Nope! We'll
put the guys in that boat and sct ‘em
adrift!?’

“Aw! That's no dogzgone use!”’

“You're mad, ’IFrisco!”

“We'll set 'em adrift!” repeated 'Frisco.
“They’ll have no oars—no food—no water!
I guess they’ll drift until they die! Get
me? Until they die of thirst and madness!”’

The men listencd eagerly. :
““There ain't no chanee of themn being
picked up!” continued ’Frisco.  Guess we’ll
force salt waier down their blamed throats
to begin with! By to-morrow they’ll be
gasping with thirst. Then the sun will come
cut—they’lt have no v-ater—no food! Gee!
That’s what we’ll -do”

IS was a terrible, ghastly revenge.

For no torture in the world could bhe as

bad as this—get adrift in an open boat,
without oars, without water, under the
fiercely burniiig sun of a tropic sky. But,

knowing sll the facts, who could say that
such an end was not deserved?

The scheme was put into operation at
onee.-
The Wanderer’s lifeboat was not used.

Instead, one of the schooner’s own small
open boats was put overside—a tiny cockle-
shell in whieh the three men would hardly
have room to move. Ifere they would obtain
no shelter from the sun—no rest or ease
whatever. .

And, one by one, they were dealt with;
thicy were held by many willing hands, and
~ecach was compelled {o swallow at least a

quart of sea-water. It was forced down
their  throats, gulp by gulp. Kicking, .

screaming, cursing wildly, they were helpless
1 the power of these avengers,

And at last they were dropped into the
hoat—each one utterly exhausted. And the
hoat, itself was set adrift.

The revenge of the ex-slaves was compleie!

CIIAPTER V.
FATE'S CAPRICE!

I Ienry R. Cane stili
drifted.

At least thiree hours

had passed, and night

had descended fully, with

Licavens.
calm and unrufiled,
less swell,

: The Pacific Iay
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Butl thcre was no peace near the Henry R.
Cane. ’

Across the waters camle the scunds cf
shouting, singing, cursing, wild laughter and
the playing of a cracked concertina. "It
would not have been at all. difficult for any
observer to guess that ’Frisco Mike and his
companions were making merry.

Butf, there were no observers.

The schooner was without any guiding
hand. At the very beginning, after Captain.

Hurricane and Seelig and Skinner had been
cast off in the boas, there had been some at-
tempt at discipline.

'Frisco Mike, had, in fact, madec himse:f
skipper.

He had appointed two of his special friends
as mate and bao’sun, and for the first half-hour .
the Henry R. Cane had picked up a little
speed, and it seemed that things would socn
be going in orderly fashion. .

But then the celebration had commenced.

Somebody had found a ease of whisky
bottles. Drinking had commenced. ’Frisco
Mike, thinking - that his men would work
better, allowed them to indulge in a few tots,

This had led to further drinking—until,
indeed, ’Frisco himself was well-nigh incap-
able. Aund with the only leader hopelessly iu-
toxicated, the rest simply went wild. They
drank until they were quarrelsome—until
they becawmte wild and merry.

And now there was mo man on hoard in
a sober condition. ‘

It would have been a {errible thing for
the schooner if a sudden storm had come
down, But, fortunately, there was every sign
of continued calm weather. And the old
Henry R. Cane lay there, like a helplescs
derelict. : .

If those on hard had been on the alert,
they would have seen the lights of a ship
appearing over the horizon—they would have
seen these lichts coming nearer and nearer.

And they would also have seen a power-
ful searchlight sweeping over the waters in
every direction. But the drunken wretches
were below, and the decks of the schooncer
were bare and deserted.

The approaching ship was none other than
the British light c¢ruiser, The Norbury., And
she was on the lookout for the schooner her-
self, and for the Wanderer's boat containing
'Frisco Mike and Co. Her commander hardly
expected to find both at one and the same
time. '

But this was what he did discover.

Before long the disreputable old sailing
ship eame into the beam of the searchlight,
There was a good deal of interest on the
eruiser, and she bore down upon the Henry
. Cane at full speed.

Many bluejackets lined the rail as the
cruiser came to a stop. Officers were given
instructions, and they, ‘in ‘their turn, rapped
out some sharp orderd: "A boat was mauged, .
lowered, and pushed off, -~ a

And in a very short time the deck of the
schooner was swarming with ‘cager hilce-

(Continued cil poge 15)
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CONTAINS THE VERY BEST DETECTIVS i N g
BTORIEE. il { biia? g i '

A clever Detective Story, fea-
turing the brilliant exploits of
Nelson ILee versus his most
dangerous and unscrupulous
opponent, Professor Mark Rymer,

FIRST CHAPTERS, ad evidently been too late; for when he

But for a son by a secret marriage, the | yentured to raise his eyes again, the pro-

heir to Lord Easington would fall to Pro- fessor had put spurs to his horse, and was

fessor Mark Rymer, the crafty and un- galloping through the bush as fast as tlc
scrupulous cousin of the late peer. The {Jladed animal could cover the ground.

story opens in Sydney, Australia, with The detective at once followed suit, and
Nelson Lee and his opponent, Rymer, - | for a little while a4 nace ensued. But the
setting oftf in search of the missing heir, pace was too hot to last. DBoth horses liad

who, as Richard Seymour, is employed already done a hard day’s work, and
as a stockman in the interior of New although they weroe still good for another
South Wales, Rymer’s intention is to thirty miles if allowed to take their owu
get Seymour out of the way of the time, they were in no condition for racing.

inheritance. Consequently, ere many minutes had passe:
(Now read on.) the animals began to slow down, the gallep
P deteriorating into a trot, and ending finally

TRAPPED IN DINGO GULCH. il an easygoing amble,

MOMENT later the professor hap- This fact did not worry Nelson Lee in the

pened to glance back. Then fie, too, | least.

raised his glasses to his eyes. In- “ After all,”” he mused, it doesn’t matfer

stantly, Nelson Lee crouched down |{to me fhiow slowly we crawl, so loug as 1
over Lis horse’s neck, hoping to conceal | keep Rymer in sight until we reach BMac

his face. But, quick as he was, the action | pherson’s station.”
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{ OUR DETECTIVE:

did mnot take
With a baek-
Nelson Lee, he

The professor, however,
matters so cowplacently.
ward, vindiotive glance at
"rt}WIEd to hunself

““Curse him! He's going to give me as
much trouble over young ‘m.y.nnu: as he did
over the Silver Dwarf! If only 1I'd brought
a rifie with me! If only his horse would
fall lame! If only something—anything—
m)uld happen to keep him back for an bour
or two!
Lee, I'd wait till he came within range, and
then I'd open fire with my revolver. But 1
daren’t risk it. Ile’s a better shot than 1
am, and it’s a_thousand to one that I should
bhe the one to he winged!”

He ambled oun for another hour and a hmf
his chin sunk on his breast, and his dome-
+haped brow wrinkled with ranuety At the
cnd of that time he cume to the foot of
the Nynawarra Mountains, a lofty range of
hush-clad hills, some over two thousand
feet in height, which stretched from east
to west for a distance of thirty miles.

The northern aspect of the range rose
sheer, like the wall of a house. To cross
such a formidable barrier and get to Garoo
Downs, which lay on the other side, seemed
an impossihility.

Reference to the map, however, rcvealed
the fact that at one particular spot the
range was pierced by a deep and narrow
ravine, which cleft its way through the hi II~_,
like some titanic sabre-cut.

This ravine was known as Dingo Gulc,h,
and it led straight to Garoo Downs. The
only other way of reaching the Downs was
by riding round by T\Tymdoe(, a distance
of twenty miles or so. Therefore, boti
Mark Rymer and Nelson Lee struck a bee-
line for Dingo Gulch.

1t was clme upon six o’clock when the
professor rode into the ravive, which was
nowhere more than a quarter of a mile
wide, and was bounded on cach side by pre-
cipitous heights.

Except for 'a narrow bridle-path running
down the centre, tho floor of the ravine, as
well as the hills on either side, was covered
with the =all-pervading scrub. "Not a single

tree or streamlet was anywhere to bc seen |

—pnothing but the interminable bush, which
rolled down one side of the ravine, across
the bottom, and up the side, with the
bridle-path runping like a dark-brown thread
through the centre of it.

For upwards of a mile Mark Rymer rode
along this path, his facc sullen and dejected.
J"hen, suddeuly, the look of despondency

vanished as if by magic, and his decep-set
eyes glinted trinmphantly.

““ A magnificent idea!” he muttered.
“ Why didn’t I think of it before?”

He glanced back over his shoulder. XNclson
Lee had nob yet entered the mouth of the
ravine. Spurring his horse into an unwilling
'rallfp, ihe professor Kkept the poor, jaded
hrute
g0, cre. once again he rose in his stirrups

at the stretech for another mile o1

If it was anybody else but XNelson |

s

and ﬁlamul backward. Thab glance showed
him that Nelson Lee had just ridden into
the ravine.

With an evil chuckle, \l.irn Rymer rcined
in his horse and sprang to the ground.
Having Gastily collected an armiul of dry
twigs, he divided themn into two heaps, one
on each side of the bridle-path. Then he
struck a match and applied the flame to his
miniature bonfires.

The result may be imagined. No rain
having fallen in that district for many
months, the surrounding scrub was as dry
a3 tinder., A stiffish breeze was blowing up
the ravine from the direction of Garoo
Downs. In less time almost than it takes
to tell the bush was blazing merrily, and the
bridle-path was encloscd befween two living
walls of flame.

Onwards and sideways the fire spread with
incredible rapidity. In fite minutes’ time
it had reached the foot of the hills, and was
creeping up their precipitous sides. In fen
minutes’ time a continuous belt of smoke and
flame was sweeping up the ravine iun the

‘direction of Nelsou Lee.

Nething daunted, the delective put spurs
to his horse, and ”alloped to meet the ad-
vancing line of fire, hoping to be able to
force his way through; but the attempti was
doomed. to - failure. As soon as the horse
came in sight of the flames it wheeled round

‘with a snort of terror, and endeavoured to
"gallop back.

Whilst the detective was strmng to re-

strain it, a blazing twig, borne by the wind,

settled on the horse’s flank.

With a screain that was almost human,
the terrified animal suddenly bounded for-
ward. Taken off his gunard, the detective
was flung violently to the ground, and the
next instant was lying om his back within
fifty vards of the advancing flames; whilsh
the maddened horse, freed from its rider’s
weizght, was gd,]loi);ur up the ravine in a
series of frenzied leaps and bounds.

—
CAPTURED BY BUSHRANGERS.

IHE shadows of evening were stcaling
across the sky when Professor Mark
Rymer, tired but triumphant, drew
rein at the foot of the verandah steps

of a lonely looking house on the edge of
Garoo Downs. The clatter of his horse’s
hoofs had already announced his arrival, and
a typical middle-aged squatter, with iron-
grey bair and ruddy cheeks, was standing at
the door.

“Good-evening!” said the professor, dis-
mounting and raising his hat. “Mr. Andrew
Ma,c herson, I presume?”

hat’s me, sir,” assented the squatter.

“ My .name is Shaw,” said the professor,
lying with his aceustomed facility ; I am
onec of Mr. Dudley Sinclair’s agents. Yoeu
know Mr. Sinclair, I .believe?” -._
“The Sydney detective?” asked .-.L).Lpller-
:01] :

ycq bR

said the professor. “You may



posaibly remember that he wrote to you a
few years ago with reference to a stockman
i your employ—a young felHow named
Richard Seymour.” |

“Yes; I remember,” said Macpherson.
““But you're wrong about him writing. He
didn’t write; he came up here himself, and

- hie questioned Dick for nearly an hour about
his early days, and his mother, and how long
he'd been in Australia, and heaps of other
things. Young Dick was flabbergasted! lie
couldn't make it ouft at all, and Sinclair
wouldn’t tell him anything, for he said he
was sworn to secrecy, and wasn’t at liberty
to divulge the name of the person who had
sent him, or the obiect of his inquiries.”

““Quite so0,”” said the professor -gravely.
“That was perfectly true at that time.
Since then, however, the seal of secrecy
which was set on Mr, Sinclair's lips has been
removed. That’s why I am here.”

**Man alive, you don’t mean to say you've
come all the way from Sydney to see Dick
Seymour?” gasped Macpherson.

“(Certainly 1 bhave!” said the profcssor.
““1 haven’t come to tell him anything, how-
ever. As a matter of fact, I know no more
than he does himself. I have merely come,
by Mr. Sinclair’s orders, to ask you to be so
zood as to allow Richard Seymour to 2o back
with me to Sydney at once. There Mr. Sin-
clair will tell him-—* :

** But—but you don’t secem to understand!®
interrupted Macpherson. “Dick Seymour
isn't here!””

““Not here!” cried the profcssor in dis-
mny,

“No. Me left my service three years ago!”

- It a bombshell had suddenly exploded at
Mark Rymer’'s feet, he could hardly have
displayed more consternation than he did
upon hearing this news. Never once had the
possibility occurred to him that Dick Sey-
mour might have left Macpherson's station.

““I don't wonder you feel mad,” said the
squatter sympathisingly. I should {feel
rmaad myself if anybody had sent me on a
wild-goose chase like this. Mr. Sinclair
ought to have written to ask me whether
voung Sevmour was still in my employ be-
fore sending you on a four-hundred mile
iourney.”

“Yes, yves, he certainly ought!’? agreed the
professor huskily., It is '
annoying! Do you know where Seymour is?”’

““In New Zealand, I believe. At least, he
was there when last I heard from him—but
tilat’s two years ago.”

With difficulty the professor choked back
a savage oath.

":Clan you give me his exact address?* he
ds5Ked.

“I'm afraid 1 can’t,” said Macpherson.
“But let us go inside. You must be hungry,
thirsty, and tired out. You’'ll stay the night
here, of course? My wife is away at

present; but, all the same, I fancy we can

make you fairly comfortable.”
The professor hesitated before accepting
tiie proferred hospitality. He was thinking

annoying—most

of Nclson Lee, and of what would happen if
the detective found him there.

“0Oh, come!” exclaimed the aenial Mac-
pherson. “ You will stay, of course! You've
ridden over from Nyngan to-day, I suppose?”

The professor nodded.

“T guessed as much from the look of
your horse,” said the squatter. * The poor
brute seems completely done up. le'll
carry you no farther to-night, that's
cerfain; so you'll have to put up witli such
acconmodation as 1 can offer you.”

“Thanks!” said the professor, with a
tingce of reckless desperation in his voice,
“If you’ll have me, I'll be very elad to
stay.”

Maecpherson accordingly called to on¢ of
his men and instrueted him to take the horse
round to the stables. Then he led the pro-

I fessor into the house, and set him down tc

a plain but substantial supper.

““ And now about Dick Sevmour,”’ said the
professor, when the table had been cleared,
and the two men had 1lit their pipes.
“When did he leave you?”

““ About threc years ago,” replied Macpher-
son. ‘I rather fancy he'd inherited a bit
of money—mebbe a hundred pounds—f{rom
his mother, and he'd saved about as much
himself. e never really settled down to a
squatter's life, and on the day ke was
twenty-one he came to me and told me that
he was going to ftry his fortune in New
Zealand.

““ He wrote to me about six months aftcr
he left, telling me that he had invested his
savings in a small frozen-meat concern in
Napier. He wrote again, a few months later,
saying that his partner had absconded, and
had left him a bankrupt concerf on his
hands; but he hoped to be able to pull tha
business round and set it on its legs again.
Whether he sueceeded or not I cannot say,
for from that day to this I have never had
another line from him.”

“Do you remember the name of hiz firm?"'
asked the professor. '

“I'm sorry to say I don’t,”* replied
Macpherson. “I burnt his letters as soon
as 1'd read them, and all I remember 15 that
they were written from Napier.”

For more than an hour the professor
closely questioned Lis host, but- without ob-
taining any- further information of-import-
ance. Then he knocked the ashes out of hi3
pipe. and rose to his feet.

“Y think I shall go to bed, if you've no
objection,” he said, stifling a yawn. “I've
had a pretty hard day to-day, and I shall
have another hard day to-morrow.”

«“You intend to return to Nyngan, then, 1
suppose?” asked Macpherson, as lie ushercd
him into his bed-room. L

““Yes,” said the professor. <1 shall ride
back to Nyngan to-morrow, take train to
Sydney on Tuesday, and Cross to New
Zealand by the first available boat. Good-
night !’

e waited until Macpherson’s footstejps



died away, then he dragged the bed across
the rcom, planted it against the door, and
unfastened the window.

“In case Mr. Nelson Lee arrives in the
milgdle of the night!” he murmured to him-
scif.

IT¢ cxamined his revolver, saw that it was
loaded in every chamber, and laid it on a
chair by the side of the bed. Then, without

undressing, he flung himself down on the
bed, and in ten minutes’ time was fast
asleep.

It was six o'clock when hLe awoke.

Macpherson had been up for more than an
hour, and greeted him with an annpounce-
ment that made his blood run cold.

“Don't cuss,” he said, as he shook the
professor’s hand, “but you can’t go back to

Nyngan to-day! In fact, I shall be very
much surprised if you’re able fto get

through to Nyngan before the end of the
week !,

~ For a moment the professor stared at him
in speechless consternation. -

*What do you mean?”
hoarsely.

““The bush is on fire!” said the squatter.
“l've just come back from .Dingo Gulch,
where the fire appears to have originated.
1t must have started shortly after you rode
through the gulch yesterday evening.
Luckily the wind is from the south, so that
the fire isn’t spreading in this direction, but
it is creeping across the plain, on the ncrth
sidde of the mountains, in the direction of
Bobalong., The line of fire idlready extends
for miles and miles across the plain, and,
considering the dry state of the bush, it will
certainly be three or four days, and may
be a week, before it burns itself out.”

The professor ground his teeth in impotent
cxasperation, The biter was bit! Ile had
fired the bush to delay Nelson Lee, and now
it appeared that the fire he had kindled was
going to keep him a prisoner at Macpher-
son’s station until Nelson Lee arrived. It
was just possible, of course, that the detec-
tive had perished in the conflagration; but
the chance was so remote that Mark
- Rymer dared not count on it.

*“ Is there no other route by which T can get
back to Sydney except via Nyngan?”? he
asked. '

“Yes,” said DMacpherson. “There’s " a
:;,»‘nuthern route, by Eauabalong and Condobo-
in.
this morning and runs to Eauabalong, which
i3 seventy or eighty miles from here. Trom
Faunabalong another coach runs to Condobo-
lin, and from Condobolin the railway runs
to Sydney. Come with me.”

fIe led the professor to the door, and
pointed to a crystal stream which threaded
its way across the bush-clad downs.

“If you follow that stream for about nine
miles,” he said, “you will come to a fairly

he demanded

hig wood, which is kuown as Barnby Coppiece. |

The road from Nymagee to Eauabalong rans
through the middle of that wood, and is
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A coach leaves Nymagee at six o’clock |

carried across the stream by a wooden
trestle-bridge. TFhe coach is due 2t tihat
bridge about hali-past eight.”

“ And it is now a quarter-past six,” said
the professor, pulling out his watch. ** Half
an Nour for breakfast, and an hour and
threc-quarters to ride to Barnby Coppice—
capital! Nothing could be more convenient!
But what shall 1 do with my horse after 1
have joined the coach?”

“I’)1 buy him, if
Macpherson.

But I shall nced
Barnby Coppice.”

“(f course,”” said Macplerson. ‘“DBut as
soon as you reach the bridge you can tether
the horse to one of the rails, and I'll send
one of my stockmen for him Jater in the
day. 1’d send one of them with you now,
and then he could bring the horse back with
him, but they’re all engaged at present, and
are waiting for me to join them,”

“Then pray don’t let me detain yon,” said

the professor. ‘“Give me a glass of milk and
a loaf of bread, and I shall be as happy as

you'll sell,” said

him to carry npic to

a king.” '
The Thospitable squatter gave  him
something a little more substantial than

hread and milk, and at a quarter to seven,
the richer by twenty pounds, the professor
mouited his horse and rode away.

It was twenty minuntes past eight when he
rcachhed the bridge which Macplierson had
described. It iwas situated in the very heart
of the wood, and from each end of it the
road ran steeply uphill—in one direction to-
wards Nymagee, and in the other direction
towards Eauabalong. '

Both sides of the road were lined by a
perfect forest of trees.

Before dismounting, the professor decided
to ride to the top of the bill, on the north
side of the bridee, in order to see if there
was any sign of the coach. Before his horse
had taken a dozen strides, however, a couple
of villainous-looking cutthroats, armed with
rifles and revolvers, sprang out of the woed
and called upon himm to hait.

Acting on the impulse of the moment, he
dug his spurs into his herse’'s sides. But
even as he did so one of the men made a
grab at fthe reins, whilst the other seized
him by the leg and dragged him to the
ground. An instant later a dozen other
;jt_}fﬁa,us leaped into the road, and surrounded
i,

“JIlurry up, or the coach’ll be here before
we're ready !’ cried the man who had seized
Rymer’s borse, and who was evidentiy the
leader of the gang. “ There isn't time in
secarch him now. Truss him up, and stuff a
handkerchief into his mouth, and we’ll rifle
his pockets when we've stuek up the coach!”

It only needed this speech to enlighten
Mark Rymer as to what had happencd. 1%
was plain {hat the men who had captured
him were bushrangers.

Having gagged him with a pocket-handker-
chief, they dragged him into the wood, and
bound him to the trunk of one of the trees,



"Their own horses were hobbled close by,
and, as soon as the professor's had been
similarly treated, the whole [fourteen re-
turned to their former positions, and
silently awaited the arrival of the coach.
Five minutes passed. Then the distant
thunder of horse’s hoofs and the rumble of
iron-shod wheels were heard. Nearer and
nearer came the sounds, till the coach itself
came into sight.

I'rom his position in the wood, Mark
Rymer caught a fleeting glimpse of the coach
as it thundered down the hill towards the

the terrible peril by which he was menaced
served only to stimulate him to fresh vigour;
and in less time aimost than it takes to tell,
he scrambled to his feet-and bolted up the
ravine as fast as his legs would carry him.
VWhen he reached the end of the gorge he

was relieved to find that the horse had
partly recovered from its terror, and was
quietly Jjogging back in the direction of
Bobalong.

Needless to say, he lost no time in giving
chase; but by the time he had caught the
beast the fire had reached the mouth of the

| But even as he did so one of the men made a grab at the reins, whiilst the

other seized him by the leg and dragged him to the ground.

An instant later

a dozen other rufifians leaped into the road, and surrounded him.

bridge.
The man in the middle was the driver. The
man on his left was a Government trooper.
The man on his right was Nelson Lee!

¢ pAlL UP!”

HEXN Nelson Lee was thrown from
his horse in Dingo (Gulech, within
fiity yards of the advancing line of
fire, he might well have been

excused if he had yielded to despair.
S0 far from this being the case, however,

On the box-seat were three men, |

ravine, and was spreading east and west,
as well as north, with incredible rapidity.
It has already been explained that the
only other way of reaching Garoo Downs—
except through Dingo Guich, which was now
impassable, of course—was by riding round
by Nymagee, a distance of twenty miles.

A hurried reference to the map disclosed
the fact that the road, which was little more
than a bridle-path, ran through the bush for
five or six miles in a westerly direction,

{crossed the Garoo River at a spot called



Vi ﬁ

Stony sord,
of the \Jm‘nmrm Mountains,

wound round the western spur
and finally-
joined the coach-road from Cobar to Nyam-
gee, a mile and a half to the north of the
latter town.

As soon as Nelson Lee had mastered these

facts he mounted bhis hhorze, turned the
animal’s Lead towards the west,

him forward,

IFast as he rode, hgwever, the fire spread
«till faster; and wiren at last he came with-
in sight of the river, about seven o’clock in
the evening, he was dismayed to find that
the bush on each side of the road had fallen
a prey to the all-devouring flames, and that,
in order to reach the ford, he would have
to ride for nearly half a mile between Lwo
walls of fiercely blazing scrub,

Nothing daunted, hé sprang to the ground,
and bLlindfolded his berse with his handker-
chief, 1Ile¢ then took olf his coat and wrap-
ped it round- his lead, leaving only the
tiniest of .peepholes for his eyes. Finally,
having vaulted - back into. the saddle, he
woiund the reins around. his wrists, bent him-
self mnearly double aver the
drove his spurs into the animal’s quivering
sides, and dashed inlo the lane of fire at &
furious reckless gatlop.

Words fail to deseribe the
perils of the next few minutes. Death
imenaced him at cvery stride. Long, snake-
like tongues of flame darted out at him from
cach side of the narrow track.
rained down on him in a ceaseless shnwer.
So fierce was the heat that it blistered his
hands and scorched his clothes;
air was filled with dense, black clouds of
suflocating smoke, which m ade breathing all

but 1mpo-‘smie.

The memory of , that awful ride Was
branded on his. brain in literal letters of
tire. 1lalf a dozen times, in the course of
half as" many minutes, he gave himself up
for lost. But at last, just as he was be-
ginning to succumb to the heat and smoke,
the welcome sound of running water fell on
liis ears. With a %uperhuman effort, he
roused himself from his apathy: but even
as he did so his horse began to reel, and an
instant Iater, with a gasping moan, the poor
brute stumbled forward on his knees and
rolled over, dead!

Ifaif dazed though he was, the detective
Iiad stitl retained sufficient presence of mind
to extricate his feet from the stirrnps and
slip 1o the ground as the horse fell.

Ilis fate now seecmed to be sealed, hut,
with indomitable c¢ourage, he staggorerl
blindly forward through the smoke, and had
covered perbaps a dozen yards, when all at
once the ground scemed to sink from under
his feet, and he fcund himself falling
thirough space.

An involuntary wail of despair burst from
him at this new and unexpected catastrophe;
hut almost before the cry had crossed his
lips he plunged into five or six feet of cool,
refreshing water, and realised that he had

horrors aud

and urged

horse’s neck,

Blazing twigs

whilst the
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 merely stumbled over the river's edge and
had fallen into the streamni.

This discovery galvanised his flagging
energies into lifc again, for he knew thab
the river would form an impassable barrier:
to the further advance of the fire, ‘and . that
if he could reach the other side hIS trounles :
would be over. -

Sustained by this hope, he rosesto the sur-
face, and struek out for the opposite bank.
When he reached mid-stream, the force of
the current proved almost more than his
strength could battle with; but by dint of
heart-breaking exertions, he at last snc-
ceceded in gaining the shore, and haulicg
himself out of the water.

No sooner had he done so than his over-
strained nerves gave way, and after scramb-
ling up the sloping bank, he tottered forward
-for a yard or two, qtood for a moment with
both hands clasped to his aching brow, and
then pitchizad forwards on his face in 4 swoon.,

It was broad daylight when his wandering
wits returned. The tire had burnt itself out
on the opposite side of the river; but away
in the distance, in the direction of Bobalong
and Nyngan, a dull, red glow and an over-
hanging pall of smoke, bore witness to the
fact that its devastating mareh had by ro
means been arrested.

!On the west side of the river, however, all
was clear and tranquil, and as soon as the
 detective had wrung some of the water from
his' clothes, and had fortified himself with
a pull at his spirit-flask, he started out for
Nymagee.

Five o’clock was striking when he entered
the little town and dragged l]lb v.eary limhs
to the nearest hotel,

“T want a horse,” he said to a clean-
shaven, ruddy-complexioned man, who ap-
pearcd to be the landlord.

“Do you, now?” replied the man, survey-.
ing him from top to toe with .a not too
friendly stare. “ Well, I'm sorry to say that
I don’t happen to Ime any horses to give
away at present!”

““Pon't be an ass!” said the detective,
somewhat tartly. “1I don’t want to heg a
horse—I want to hire one. My name i3
Nelson Lee.”

“The detective?” gaaped the landlord.

(41 Yeg.SJ .
“Well, I'm blowed!  And I took you for
tramp! What in thunder has happened?”?
Briefly the detective told him.

“Ah! Now I understand,” said the land-
lord when he had finished. “You want 2a
houe to ride to \Iﬂcphersons station, on’

iaroo Downs.”.

“ Bxactly!”

“Well, take my advice, and go by the
coach,” said the landlord. f“You'll he there
almost as quickly as on horseback, and it’ll
he a jolly sight easier: for you in 3,0ur pre-ent -
limp condition.?? : i

“To what coach do you refer?”

“The coach from here to L'mah.a ong.”

“When does it start??

' “In an heour's time?”’

a
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““ From this hotel?”

“¥Yes. It crosses Garoo Downe, and will
set you down at Barnby Loppme which isn’t
more than a couple of hours’ \Mlk 1mm Mac-
pher=son’s station.”

Nelson Lee decided to do as the landlord
suggested. -First of all, however, he pur-
chased a fresh suit of clotheq from a neigh-
bouring store, and then, having had a bath
and changed his things, he sat down to a
substantml breakfast. Just as he was finish-
ing, the landlord came into the coflee-rocn.

«“The coach will be ready to start in tive
minutes,” he said. “I've booked you a seat
on the hox. There’ll be nobody in front but

vourself and the driver and the trooper.”’

“The trooper?” said’. Nelson Lee. * Does
the coach carry a trooper?”

“ Always.”

«“« But, surely there aren’t any buslirangers
round about here?”

«“ Aren’t there, though!’’ replied the land-
lord, shaking his head. “It’s plain to be
seen that you’re a stranger in this district.
ilave you never heard of Bush Billy's Gang??’

‘«« Never,” said the detectne “Who are
they?”’

The landlord explained that “Bush. Billy’s
Gang ¥ was the name of a gang. of IJuqh

rangers whose lawless doings had made them
notorions - throughout the whole of the
western region of New South W ales.’

Their leader was an escaped conviet, whase
real name was William Randerzon, but. who
was better known by the nickname of < Bush
Billy.””. Under his skiltul guidance, the gang
had ravaged the district between Cobar and
Eauabalong-for over five years, thg cattie,
raiding st-ations, sticking up coaches, and
occasionally looting a bank.

The Government police—commonly - known
az “the troopers’’—had made desperate
efforts to run this rasecally gang to earth,
but hitherto without the slightest suecess.

It was known that the gang had a secret
vetreatt somewhere in the mountains, but
though fabulous sums had been offered_for
information [eading to the discovery of its
whereabouts, no one had yet come forward
to claim the reward.

“The scoundrels have heen lying low of
late,” said the landlord in conclusion.
“ Nothing has been seen or heard of them
for over eleven months. Some {olk think
that the gang has been disbanded, but I'm
not of that opinion myself. In former
times, every coach that crossed the downs
was accompanied by an escort of half a
dozen troopers. Four or five months ago thic
eseort was reduced to three, and now it’s
reduced to a single trooper, who rides be-
side the driver_and carries both a rifle and
a revolver. It’s a mistake not to have mcre,
and some day—— But there goes the horn!
You’d -better be taking your seat.”

The detective accordingly Ieft the hetﬂl
climbed up on to-the front of the coach, and
seated -himself -- beside the driver. 'The
trooper followed suit a moment or two later,
and punctunally on the stroke of six ©

Tuns down through the wood,

g !
slock

the driver cracked his v.h:p and the coach :
started off on its erghty miles journey to
Sauabalong. .
I'or_ the tirst twehe 01‘ fﬂurteen miles the
road was more or less up-hill all the way,
and the horses dragged the coach across the

i}usél -clad downs at a sober, monotonous
rot. —
~Then, suddenly, the roazd began to run

steeply downhill, and the horses bmlue mtcr
an easy, swinging canter.

‘““That’s Barnby Coppice,”’ ‘Sald the drner,
turning to Nelson Lee and pointing with his
whip to a thickly planted wood at the bot- -
tom of the hHl. *The road, as you see,
aeross ‘that
bridge, and up the hill on the other side of
the stream.” -

“I leave you at the brldge dont I?” said
tlu, detective. :

““Yes,” replied the driver.. “AMacpherson’s
station lies straight over there,” he added,
pointing towards the north. * You ecan’t
miss it. It's the only house between Barnby -
Coppice and Dingo Guleh,  All yon've got to
do 1s to follow that stream, and it’l} lead
vou straight to——>

Crack!

"With =tartling suddenness a rifie- chot rang
out. The trooper’s head fell forward on his
breast. For one half-second his body swayed
ifrom side to side, limply and horribly. . Then

‘he slid down from the seat and roiled out

into the road. The bullet had entered his
brain, and death had been instantaneous.

Long before the echoes of the shot had
died away a number of men, armed with
rifles and revolvers, dashed
on each side of the coach and sprang into
the middle of the road.

As the reader has doubtless guessed, they
were the bushrangers who had captured
Mark Rymer. Their leader was the notori-
ous ““Bush Billy ” himself. |

Four of the scoundrels sprang to the
horses’ heads, and forced the animals back -
upon their haunches. At the same instant
two of the others levelled their rifles at
Nelson Lee, and two at the driver, whilst
the rest crowded round the door of the coach
and overawed the passengers.

Never wa3 a surprise more skilfully
planned ; never was a victory more complete.
Resistance was out of the question, and the
stern command, “Throw up your hands!”
was obeyed In sullen silence.

“Now then, gents, we'll trouble yer tr)-
step outside, one at .a time, and bail up as
quickly as possible,” said - Bush Bily.
“ Jome of yer, no doubt, have important en-
gagements atb F‘auahalong, and we’ve no
wish to detain ver any longer than is abso-
Iutely necessary.”

Nelson Lee was the first to al¥ght. When
he had been disarmed and robhed of every-
thing he possessed, Bush Billy pomted to
the end of the bLridge. -

(This thrilling epicode continued nex! weeﬁc)

ut of the wood .



1IE  Clyde UYortnight, the great
annua! Yyachting carnival, was @
full swing,

and Derek Clyde. for

whom the sport had an intense

fascinatien, was following the various
events with eager interest.

He had made his headquarters Hunter's
Quay, and oune blistering hot afternoon, he
dropped into the smoking-room of the
Royal Clyde Yacht Club, where he was
warinly  welcomed by a number of old
friends. .

Seated by a wide bay window, which

coinmanded a magnificent view of the Firtih,
Clyde - lit his pipe, and joined

cussion, while new and again
dreamily filled as he looked ocut.

The sea was like glass., scarcely a ripple
breaking its surface, which sparkled and
shone in the bright sunlight. Steamers
were passing to and fro, snow-white vachts
lay idly at their moorines, their sails flan-
ping helplessly, and fussy little motor-
hoats darted here and there, while in the
background were the tall hills, their crests
gleatning purple., .

It was & magnificent panorama which lay
before him—one of the loveliest vistas
to gladden the cyes of man—and Clyde
drew a deep hreath as he lingered over the
exquisite beauby of lis surronndmfrs

fle turned round to answer a question,
when he was interrupted by the entrance
of- a tall handsome man with a greyish
moustache, who was almost
welcomed.

““ Come along, Sir Roderiek,” sald one
of the gentlemen, * perhaps ycu can settle
the question in dispute.”

Sir  Roderick Mallin sank
lounge chair, and mopped

““Hot,”” he ejaculated. ‘“Ilot isn’t the
word. It's not strong enough. Didn't think
vou fellows would have the energy to dr‘
cuss anything. Well, what is it?”

The matter was exp!al.rled to him, and
after he had given his verdict, Sir Roderick
turned to -the company with a humorous
smile on his face.

“ Most extraordinary

his eyes

‘down on a
his forehead.

thing happened- at

if T know

in the dis- |

uproariously 1

ECCENTRIC BURGLAR

iy liouse last night,”

he said. “ITauged

what to make of it.”

“Let's hear it.»

““1t was a burglary—the funniest bur-
glary I ever heard of. Oh, don't cock your
ears, Clyde. It’s nothing in your line. I've
heen laughing over it ever since I ﬂh rovered
t e

“* Nothing stolen?”’ asked Clyde.

S Well, that depends en how you look at
f.- AF 1ephed Sir Roderick. ¢ Whoever Le

‘was, the thief must have been an adept at

the game, for not a single soul in the
house was disturbed. All right, Clyde, I'll
tell you what’s missing, on condition you
don’t laugh too heartily—a single clipper,
a pair of silk braces, a tecoth brush, a cake
of soap, and a pair of boot-trees. Further-
more, the thief snipped a collar into halves,
presumably with a pair of scissors, and
ripped up one sleeve of a dressmg—“(mn
And, in addition, he did this.””
- PaLsmg again, Sir Roderick turned over
the left front of his tweed jacket, and
showed that a small patch, about an inch
and a half square, had been cut from the
inside of the cloth next to the lining.
“There you are,” he resumed. *‘* What
do you think of that? The patch is iniss-
ing. I couldn't find it anywhere. The
strangest part of it all is that the man
did not take my wafch and a small sum of
raoney, though they were lying in plain
view on the dressing-table with the muti-
lated collar. A queer husiness, isn’t it?” -
Some of the baronet’'s friends #miled, and

others Iaughed. Ciyde absently watched
the smoke that was curling from the bowl
of his pipe.
“A wmost eccenfric burglar!’ he mur-
nured,
THE FOOTPRINTS.

4 PRACTICAL joker, perhaps,” one

suggested. TR

“By Jove, Mallin, fancy " his-

spmlmp; a collar and a dressing-
goewn, and mutilating that beloved jacket
of vours!"” remarked somebody else. “‘Aund
leaving your wateclh and money behiod!
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The fellow was out of his mind, I should
think.”?

““Yes, I think so myself,” Sir Roderick
Mallin assented. He was more than eceen-

tric. I daresay he was some prowling
Junatic. That is the only Ieasible cxplana-
tion.”? :

Clyde nodded.

The conversation drifted to racing mat-

ters again, and oune by one the party
withdrew until Sir Roderick and the detec-
tive were alone,
- ¢ Jt is a curious alfair, that burglary,”
Clyde said in a careless tone, as he tapped
his pipe on his heel. “I am rather iu-
tereated in it.*?

“ From a humorous point of view,
mean,’”’ the baronet replied.

¢¢Yes, exactly., Ard yet there may
possibly have been some method in the
mnan’s madness. By the way, did he leave
any traces of his visit? Were there any
footprints in the garden?”

i1 don’t know, Clyde. 1 didn’t look.”

“There may be some footprints visible,
as there was a fall of vain last night. I
should like to have a look round myself, if
you don’t mind.”’

Sir Roderick glanced at his watch. ' Very
well,”” he said. My car is outside, and I
am going home now. Come along, Clyde.”

The sun was still above the horizon when
Sir Roderick DMallin and the detective
reached Glengorm, a country dwelling that
overlooked Dunoon from the slope of a
hill, and was skirted on one side by woods.
Clyde first went upstairs to the dressing-
room, whers he glanced at the mutilated
coilar and dressing-gown, and mniade a
futile search for the patch that had been
cut from the tweed jacket. Then he left
the house with the baronet, and walked
round to the side, where he paused be-
pcath the dressing-room window.

Having looked up at the thick growth of
ivy on the wall, and observed that some of
the tendrils had becen bhroken; he scru-
tinised the terrace at the base of the wall,
and perceived several footprints that were
fairly distinet. He pointed them out.

‘““ Come along, Mallin,” he said. ““We
will see if we ean learn anything else.”

They scanned the grass as they crossed
the lawn, frem which they passed by a
gate in a hedge into a plantation that was
in the direction of the town. (lyde took
the lead, and when he had gone for several
yards, his gaze bent on the ground, he
stopped by a pateh of damp earth, '

you

‘“Look!” he explained. ¢ More foot-
prints!”’

““Yes, I sce them,” S8ir Roderick re-
plicd. ' :

“ They are the prints of two men, not of
one,” the detective declared. ‘“The boots

arc:of different sizes.”?
“ Obviously they are, Clyde. One of the

men was the bhurglar, of course.”
‘‘'There can be no doubt cf it. ITis foot-
They are identical with

prints -are here.

OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION

“where

the on¢s on the terrace. And here also

are the clear prints of a second maa who
did not approaci any ncarer to the house
than this spot. He was an accomplice of
the thief, and he waited here for bhin.?

A CHANCE MEETING,

« UT why??® asked the Dbaroncé.
“ Your explanation makes  the
whole affair more mystifying than
ever, Why should a second man
wait here while tiie other collected the
trumpery odds and ends he took from the
house??? :

“Why?? echoed Clyde. “That’s exactiy
what I want $o know. I think there was
some method in the madness of the ex-
ploit.”?

“Pooh, Clyde,” said Sir Rederick, with
a laugh. ““That’s the worst ¢f you de-
tective fellows; you are for ever secing
mysteries in the commonplace.”

‘“ BExactly,”” retorted Clyde. “Thal's
we often score over other people..
Now this——"?

Clyde did rot finish the sentence. He
broke off, and dropped the =subject. On
returning to the house with Sir Roderick
he accepted an invitation to stay to dinner,
and while he sat at the table he chatted
of one thing and another, making no allu-
sion to the burglary. But when he left
at a late hour to walk back to Hunter's
Quay he was absorbed in the mystery.

Four or five dayvs elapsed, and late one
afternoon Derek Clyde. walked over Iroi
Hunter’s Quay to Glengorm, and met Sir
Roderick Mallin in the road in front of
the dwelling. The bharonet had just turned
out of a side-road that was close by. He
wore a rouga walking-suit, and Wkad a
thick stick in his hand.

“Hello, Clyde!” he said. “What have
you been doing with yourself? I haven't
seen anvthing of you for some time.”

““T have heen in Glasgow for a day or
s0,”” the detective replied, ‘‘inquiring into
the mysterious burglary at your place.”

Sir Roderick looked at him in bewilder-
ment. ¢ Indeed?’? he said. ‘“You bave
been making inquiries in Glasgow? What

‘was the idea? 1 thought you had dropped

tlie matter.”? -

“Far from it, I came to the conclusion
that there wa3 some subtle purpose at the
baottom of the affair, and T am now satis-
fied that there was. 1 gleaned some very
interesting informatien to-day.”’

“You surprise me, Clyde. What is the
information??’

““You shall hear presently.
vour yacht, by the wayi1?

It is lying off Duncon pier,
Ehwa}’s iS-:’

Where is

where .t

«« Are you csure it is there, 2Mallin?
When did you last see it?"?
“ Not since yesterday alternoon. I went

for a long tramp in the hills after treak-
fast this morning, as 1 fclt the need of
exercise, and T have just returncd.”



absent all ﬁav? 1
slip down to Dutoo,

“Ho yeu have been
think vou+had better
and sce if—--=""

Civde paused. Tihe butler had
from the [l‘i.*.ﬁ”lii,.., and was Dharrying along
aarden patlh, palﬂ and mttiicd

the

A STARTLING STORY |
T HERE has been anotlier Lurglary,
cir!”’ he said breathlessly, uas he
reached the gate.

“What? Another one?” ex-
claimed Sir Roderick, ¢ When?®

*“This morning, cir, after you left,” the
servant answered,. :

““This  morning? In broad daylight?
What has been stolen, Wickham?”

“ The photograph of yourself that luog
over the desk in the llbmr}, sir, and one
of the two brass candlesticks that were
on the table. I missed them when I
entered the rooin at ten o'clock. The
thief raust have got in by a window that
was open.”

““ Anything else missing, Wickham?”

“ Nothing clse, sir, as far as I could tell.
Ynur desk had not been disturbed.”

Sir Roderick shook his head in amaze-
ment. “A photograph and a candlestick!”
he muttered. ¢ Fxtraordinary!” .

Imstantly Clyde was all action.

“We'd better go off at once,” he said
hurriedly. ¢ There isn't a minute tg lose
if you vish to find your yacht at the moor-
ings, Get your ear out.’

““TIt caw’t be used. It was damaged this
morning —w hethr.r wilfully or
know."”

“Wilfuily, I should say.
makes speed more imperative;
along on foot.”

Ciyde and the baronet hastened at a
rapid pace along the road that led to
Dunoon. A walk of a few minutes brought
them to the town, and they were travers-
ing one of the streets when they met a
man in blue flannels and a cap who was
on¢ of the crew of the Cleopatra. e
stopped short at sight of his employer, and
stared at him in I:tupei‘actmn

Well, that
we'll hurry

“It—it surely can't be you, sir!’ he
gasped.

“What nonsense are you talking?’ re-
pited Sir Roederick. ¢ What i3 the matter

witlht you, M‘Kerrow? Have you gone daft?”

*“No, sir, I am only wondering how Fou
can be here,” the man answered. It
isn't leng since you came on hoard of the
vacht. Less than half an hour ago.”

“] did? Nothing of the sort! I haven't
heen near the vessel since yesterday after-
noon!” '

“The pentlernan was the very
vou, Sir Roderick, and he was dressed as
vou usually are, Ile sent- all of the crew
ashore, telling us we could bave the even-
ing oft.”

“ What!'
ing  with

image of

splutter-
an i

Sir  Roderick,
“The man was

cried
rage.

*/OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION [

appearsd

not I don’t

e

poster! Couldn't you have scen that.
M‘Kerrow?” '
Clyde shrugeed his shoulders.,  © It is just
what I expected,” he said quietly. ¢ 1%
was a clever trick Mallin, Come, let us
be getting on.” L
They set off as fast as they could, ac-
companied by the sailor M‘Kerrow; and
five minutes later, heated and breathless,

they reached the front, and looked at one
another in consternation. The racht was
not at her moorings. She could be seen at
a considerable distance to the south under
full sale, gliding swiftly down the firth.

‘“*There she goes!” raved the baronct.
“ That rascally impostor! The audacity of
iLP* -

* [ knew that was the game,” said Clyde.
““ There are a number of them in it.” But
don't worry. They haven't got much of a
start, and no doubt we’'ll be able to over-
take them in a motor-boat. I know where
one can be had. I have a revolver, though
I dou't expect trouble. I'll see that the
boat is in readiness, Mallin,” he -added,
““ while you hurry to the nolice-station.
Fetchi Inspector Brice and one of his nen
back with you, and tell them to come
armed.”” ' '

The motor-boat was readyv, and Clyde had
obtained a stout rope with a grappling hook
attached to-it, when Sir Roderick MaHin
returned with the inspector and a con-
stable. In the presence cof a4 rumber of
curious persons, who did rot know what
had occurred, the- little party of five
tumbled into the craft, and darted away in
pursuit of the Cleopatra, which was still
dimly +isible. The sun was low on the
horizon, and a fair breeze was blowing,

““The wind iz to the advantage of those
rascals,’” said Sir Roderick.

“We shall catech up with then soconer or
later,” Clyde confidently replied. ‘I hope
it will be hefore the light fades.”

Mile after mile reeled bchind, and when
an hour had elapsed it was evident that
the detective’s prediction was going to be
fuilfilled. Ile and his companions had Leen
slowly but surely overhauling the yacht.
It had passed between the Isle of Bute and
the Great Cumbrae, and slipped by the
Little Cumbrae, and was skimming like a
bird down the brmd firth. It was stiil well

in the lead, however, its canvas shining

white in the glow of the sunset.
A STERN CHASE,

ASTER, M'Kerrcw, faster!” urged

the baronet.

‘““We are doing our best, sir,”
the man answered. “ We can't do
rore.” |

Tlhre shadows of cvening fell.  The breeze:
dropped, and the speed of the “lcopatra-
beegan to decrease. Yard by vard the in-
tervening space dwindled. The race grew
tensely thrilling. Three or four dusky
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Bgurcs were ceen in the deck of the yacht,
gazing back., They knew that the motor-
boat was in pursuift of theu.

“ Be ready,” bade Clyde.
long now.”’

‘Therc was a pull of wind, followed by
a dead cahin, Arlter a Tew moments later,
as the Cleopatra was tacking, the boat
sprinted alongside of her, and bumped
gently., Clyde was on his fecet, the rope
iy his hand, lle tossed it up, and the grap-
pling-hook bhad no more than caught when
he aseended as nimbly as a cat. 1lle glanced

1t wan't be

plexion and a4 greyish moustache, weariug
a yachting-cap, and a suit of tweeds that
were of exactly the same pattein as the
baronet’s mutilated jacket, C(Clyde stepped
to him, and, plucking at his moustache, he
tore it from his lip,

‘““By heavens, it's Crembie!’? sir Roderick
cried i amazement. ‘“James Crombie!
The butler I discharged six months ago!”

“I am not surprised,” Clyde said
guictiy., I was sure that somebody who
was fanmuhiar with your habhits had hatched
this cunning plet.”?

The grappling hook had no more than caught when Derek Clyde ascended

as nimbly as a cat.

He glanced above him and saw a man pointing a revolver .

. straight at his head.

above hiin, and saw a man pointing a re-
- - wlhined,

volver straight at his head.

“*Shoot. if you dare, you
shouted at bim.,

The man hesitated, and lowered his
weapon; and in a trice Clyde was over the
rail, his revolver in his grasp, conironting
a Jittle group of four men. The cther end
aof the rope had meantime heen made fast
to the motor-boat, and
party. . promptly mounted by the. aid of it,
apd .joined the detective.on the deck, where
Sir Roderick Mallin’s attention was at cnce
Jdrawn to a man who was his very double.

He -was ..a tall man with. a flerid com-

scoundrel !’ he

‘barconet - told

st | sell it,
the rest of - the

“T am very sorry, Sir Roderiek,”” the man
‘“*1 was led into it. I hope you
will forgive me.”? S R

“You’'ll get no mercy from me,” . the
him angrily. ‘“Ycu or your
accomplices! What did you wmean to do
with my yacht??? o B g omg By

“We were going to take it abroad and
sir,” wag the reply. “We didn’t
think- you would diseover that it was miss-

ing before merning, and by then- we would
have been out of reach.”

I daresay you would have been, Crom-
hie, if it hadn’t been for Mr. Derek Clyde
here. You had him to reckon with,”



At a word fro'n the. detective, Inspector

Brice drew the bogus baronet's wrists to-
rether, and (hcked a pair of handcuifs on
them. Clyde turned to the other prisoners.
. ¢ PDon't stand there idle,” he said sternly.

¢ Get to work. Run the vessel back fto
Dunoon.” . .. .

The men cullenly obeved, and a little
later the Cleopatra had swung round, and
was retracing her course up the {irth,
with the motor-Loat -trailing astern.

At a late hour that night, “after the four
priscners -had been lﬂd‘_’&d at the police-
station at Dunoon, Derek Clyde told his
story to Sir Rederick Mallin as they sat at
supper at Gleagorm.

. THE MYSTERY EXPLAINED.

¢ WAS bafiled at first, I will admit,”

he said. “ It was a difiicult case—

one with coxtraordinary features. 1

was convinced, however,
was something unusual at the bottom of it.
I poudered the matter, and finally came to
the conclusion that the patch cut from yoyr
tweed jacket was the clue on which every-
thing hung.

“1 was aware that you were very fond of
that jacket, and that you had worn it con-
-stantly through the spring and summer,
even on, the vacht, evcept wihen you were

actually racing. I speut a day cr so in
Glasgow, making inquiries of diflerent

tailors, and at the establishment of Reid
and Arden, in Queen Street, I got the in-
formation I wanted. : 8

““ A man who egave the name of Miller
had called on them with the patch from
vour jacket, and at his request they
prumptl\ obt.uimu somie yards of the same
material from the manufacturers with
whom they dezlt, and made a suit for him
v ithin the space of twenty-four hours.

“The man Dliiler <60k the suit away
witli hin this morning, before 1 called at
thie tailor's. <le was presumably one of
(‘'rombie's accomplices, and while he was in
({lasgow to-day James Crombie stole the
photograph and the brass candlestick {rom
vour house.

“I had already solved the mystery, and
when I arrived at Glengorm this afternoon,
and learned of the second burglary, I was

THE

that - there-

at no loss to account for,it. It was olvious
that the photograph tad leen takea so
that one of the rogues could the more skil-
fully disguise -himself to impersonate you.
I did not suppose, though, that an at-
tempt would be made to carry off the
yacht until to-night at the earliest.”

[ gee,” &ir Roderick replied. “It is
quite clear. But why dida't Crombie luke
the jacket with hitn that night?”

“ Becavse lie could mot have made use
of it. 1t was necessary for the success of
his plans that you should continue to weur
it,”” Clyde answered,

“I see. But what of the other things—
the slipper and the braces, the tooth-brush
and the cake of soap, the pair of !oot-
trees, and the candlestick? Why did the
fellow steal them? And why did he inuti-
late the collar and the dressing-gown?’’

““ To divert suspicion from his veiled
motive, of course, To lead jou to believe
that he was an eccentric person, one not
eatirely respousible for his actions. His
amazing behaviour was equivalent, in a
way, to drawing a red herring across the

scent of a fox.”

“That also is logical, Clyde. There is
another question. Why didn't Crombie go
to my tailor’s in Glawov. with the patch?

Ile kinew who they were.’

. ¢¢Tie would have been lacking in common-
sense had hie gone to them. He thought it
likely, I daresay, that they would hear
from 1.c>u of the mutlhtmn of vour jacket.”

Sir Roderick nodded. ¢‘It is as brilliant
a piece of work as you have ever done,”” he
declared. “ But for you I should have lost
my vacht. I am greatly ia your debt, and
I shall send you a cheque for jour ser-
vices.”

Clyde shook his head. ‘*No; send the
cheque to some charity,”” he replied. ‘I
won't accept paynent. It was an interest-
ing case, and I did not waste much
over it. As for James Crombie,” he added,
“it would appear from the statements he
made at the police-station that his accom-
plices are crooks from the Midlands, that
he was persuaded to join their gang, and -
that the plot which I frustrated was coun-
ceived by them. They are four clever
rogues, and it will be a pgood thing for
soctety if they are sent to prison for a
year or $0, as doubtless they will be.”

-
=

END.

NEXT WEEK will appear another clever story of DEREK
CLYDE'S thrilling adventures, entitled :—

THE CLUE OF THE

—

'SILVER BUTTERFLY'!

time -
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" (Continued from page 14)

jackets—men who were game cnough for any
adveniure, -Alter long inactivity, they were
only too pleased to have something to. do.

'Frisco Mike and his drunken gang wcre
gsoon rounded up. o o

One or two of them caused a little trouble.
‘they wanted to fight—but this desire -was
soon’ knocked out of them when they saw
the- determination of the Jack Tars.

The "“twelve men were not taken prisoners,
hut eimply escorted back to the cruiser and
sent-below. They were now in the hands of
ihe British Navy, and ‘there was not the
<lightest fear of any further insubordination
or violenee. The captain of the cruiser was
yather puzzled, because he could find no
trace of Captain Hurricane. : -

The schooner iteelf was provided with a
temporary crew., = -

And the officers were instructed to sail the
ossel to the nearest port, and to hand her
aver to the United States authorities. This
would be Los Angeles—and the Norbury her-
sclf would follow. Now that the British
Navy had taken command there would be
qaick, decisive action. - - - $ R

'Frisco Mike was. questioned, and although
he was still sutlering from
managed to tell a fairly connected  stovy.
And it was learned that Captain Hurricane,
Seelig and Skinner had been seb adrift.

And the crufser commenced her search for
that ill-fated trio in the open boat.
Norbury’s captain knew. that he was in fairly
¢lose proximity to the island, and he wanted
to get there as soon as possible. But be
delayed somewhat in his efforts to locate
the open .boat, steaming round in wide
circles, scanning the sea, and sweeping it in
all directions with secarchlights.

That drifting boat could not be very far
distant, but no sign eof -it was discovered.
It seemed that the little cockleshell had

heen lost, and probably nothing more would .

ever be heard of it, or its murderous occu-
pants. Not that it would matter much, in
Ny case. i . .
But, although the cruiser failed to locate
her quarry, that little boat was still drifting
_a mere, insignificant spot on the vast sur-
Iace of the Pacific—a tiny atom which rose
np and down with the swells, sometimes
poised on a ecrest, and sometimes down in
{he long, sweeping trough of the sea.
And, within her, crouched the
vietims of *Frisco Mike’s revenge.
Hours had passed, and dawn was at hand.
Captain Hurricanc was sitting in the stern,

three

his eyes feverishly bright, his lips and tongue

already showing signs of becoming swollen.

Amidships was Mr. Seelig, sitting down on
the floor of the boat, and resting his head
¢n the hard woodwork. And Skinner lay

sprawling in the bows, moaning aud wailing,

and cursing. g B R
Already the three were suffering intensely.
THat salt water which had been foreced

down their throats bad resulted in a thirst

such as they had never before known,

{he drink, he}

The -
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that moment they would have given every--
thing they possessed for a mere sip of fresh
water. Buf there was none. ' Around them
lay the endless sea—and within the boat
itself there was not even a biscuit.

Their position was dire, indeed. -

These men had tortured their slaveg for
weeks—for menths. Many of these pitiful
wretches had been whipped and ill-treated
until they died. -Each member of the trio.
was a murderer, s 0 |
- And this torture was deserved—retribution
had come. gr -
"It would have been shameciul if such vile
creatures had escaped without paying the
penalty for their dastardly crimes. Hanging
would have been too good for them—bub
the ghastly torturc they were now suffering
wag perhaps the worst punishment in all the
world that could have heen adopted.

Daylight came. . :

And then, soon afterwards, the sun—mnot
very powerful at present, but growing in in-
tensity with every minute that passed..- And
each man sat there, refraining from any
kind of conversation. Their thoughts were
enough. ‘And in the course of this one night
they had become c¢hanged men.

 Their cheeks had sunken in, their eyes
expressed the dull horror which possessed
them, And grey hairs were beginning to
show. They ¢ould see mnothing ahead but
hopeless death—and the worst death of all

What ¢hance had they of being picked up?

There was not one likelihood in a thousand
that any ship would come within sight. And
it was the refinement of torture just after
the sun had appeared. For, far away to the
sonthward, a smudge of amoke could be seen,
.tCaptain Hurricane was the first to notice
]: e % o
He stood up, his eyes gleaming strangely.
““ Gosh!’?> he snarled thickly. ¢ There’s a
ship- down there!” | -

¢ A ship!®» shonted the obhers, springing
up. -
“ Gosh-ding it! De you want us to cap-
size?”’ raved the skipper, as the boat recked
dangerously. **S8it tight, and don't be such
blamed fools! Wait till we get on the next
erest.” - Ce

They waited, and, sure enough, they all
three saw that well-known smudge. There
was a ship there—just hull down c¢n the
horizon. And hope came to these poor
hrutes.

But it was a hope that came to nothing.

For after a while that smudge of smoke
orew fainter and fainter,. And, finaily, as
the morning advanced, there wag no further
sien of it. It was the cruiser Norbury that
had cone so near to lecating its quarry. But
it passed on, and Captain Hurricane and his
two companions were Jeit alone.

As the morning advanced, the heat grew,
The sun beat down pitilessly—a blinding,
blazing heat that made the meval work of

" the boat burning hot to the hands—a heat

that blistered the paint, and even made the
seats too hot to toweh,



Tne sufferings of Captain Hurricane and
the other two men were ghastly.

Before noon their tongues were so swollen
that conversation was almost impossible.
They could only utter thick, unintelligible
croaks. Their eyes were wild, and their
s¥in was hecoming burned and blistered.

There was no relief—utterly no escape
from this torture of tortures.

And then, whiie the sun was at its highest,
came the first tragedy. Mr. Skinner, who
was laying in the bows, happened to move
one of the floor boards. He did &0, hoping

that the board might afford him some mea-

sure of protection from the burning sun.

He gave a c¢racked exclamation as he
stured down into.the cavity which had just
been revealed. He sent the loosened board
whirling away, and c¢lutched at a flask which
was lying there, swilling about in the water
whicli had percolated through the rotten
seams. .

It was a spirit flask—a glass one—and,
within, the flask was three parts full of
whisky! Mr. Skinner's eyes hall closed as
his fingers gripped the flask. His first im-
pulse was to shout aloud, hut he caught
himself in time.

The others hadn't seen—he would keep
this for limself! ' |

The flask had a screw stopper, and Skinner
vainly attempted to unscrew it. 1t was fixed
tight, and he tried again and again. And
then came a be¢llow from the stern. Cap-
tain Hurricane, watehing listlessly at first,
had bent forwurd—his burning eyes fixed
uponn the movements of Skinner.

And, suddeunly, he saw—he caught
glimpse of the flask.

The half-maddened man uttered a thick,
awful roar. He blundered towards the bows,
caring nothing for Seelig, who was spraw-
ling in the middle of the boat, hali sense-
less with exhaustion and suffering.

“ Whisky—whisky!” croaked Captain
Hurricane. ¢ You doggone skunk! That's
mine—mine! Give it to me, or i

“It’s mine!” scrcamed Skinner. ¢1 found
it— Ugh!”

Without giving the man a single chance,
Captain Hurricane brought his fist round
with deadly force. The blow caught Skinner
under thlie chin. Ile gave a wild grunt, and
the flask fell from his merveless fingers. By

a

a freak of fortune it clattered upon the.

floor boards without breaking.

And Skinner himself, with a <choking
seream, bilundered backwards, and tipped
over the side into the sea. The boat rocked
wildly and drifted on. And Skinner, rising
to the surface near by, - made frantic at-
tempts to swim.

He failed.

Captain Hurricane, in the boat, paid
utterly no attention to the terrible sound,
which came from the sea near by—sounds
wiiich grew smaller, and finally died away.
Mr. Seelig had raised himself up, and was
staring over the gunwaie of the bhoat—
staring fixediv—with horrid fascination. He

|
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had seen Skinner co down, and was watching
for him to come up again. But- Scelig
watched in vain. The villainous Skinner had
paid the full penalty.

And Captain Hurricane was cursing madly,
tugging at the stopper of the flask. And
just as he was about to smash the neck off--
an expedient he had not dared attempt in
case the hottle broke—the stopper became
loosened.

Captain Hurricane gave a gurgle of mad
joy. And Seelig half rose to his feet, with
murder in his heart, He would have some
of thig spirit, too!

And then the skipper seemed to go raving

mad. He screamed with rage—he cursed in-
coherently. For the flask contained nothing

but bhrine—horrible, bitter brine that had
heen tinged in order to resemble whisky.
1t was one of 'Frisco Mike's ghastly jokes!
He had suspected that this flask would be
found, and he had chuckled over the terrible
disappointment that would follow.

Captain Hurricane, believing that some
measure of relief was about to be his, went
really crazy. He saw Seelig's -face staring
at him. It enraged him for some unaccount-
able reason. |

And he dashed the flask at Seelig with true
aim,

It broke, shattering to fragments against

the mate’'s face—gashing him horribly, and

furning him into a second maniac. And then
the pair fought—screaming and cursing.
They fought for no purpose.

And ten minutes later Captain Hurricune
was alone in the boat.

On every side of him stretched the sea—
bare of every kind of object. Two of the
infamous trio had gone. Only Captain Hurri.
cane remained. And he was a sight that no
normal human being could view without a
feeling of repulsion and horror.

His fight with Seeliz had marked him so
much that his face was almost unrecognis-
able. His skin was scratched and torn. His
eves protruded firom his head, and his lips

~were swollen, blistered and black.

Truly, this man's punishment was
complete! )
And he had no relief. He could not

even bathe his wounds, for there was nothing
but salt water. Captain Hurricane was mad
now—his reason had snapped during that
battle. '

The open boat contained a maniac.

And as the day grew on, he lapsed into
a kind of coma. His sufferings were such
that he could not hold out against them.
Man of iron though he was, this dreadful
torture was more than he could bear.

And when night descended the boat slowly
drifted on, apparently empty. But Captain
Hurricane was stretched out on the floor

| boards, face downwards, still and silent.

But he was not dead. :

With the coming of night itself he arouse:
himself slizhtly. The cool air was a relief.
The burning rays of the sun no longer beat
down upon him. And for several honrg he
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hiad been in a kind of stupor--not a sleep, but
something nearly approaching it.
- And, in a way, he was refreshed.
atronger—the man’s wiry frame recuperated
under the cool sky of night. And just as he
was arousing himself, and attempting to get
into a kneeling position, a curious thing
happened.

For some time Captain

heard something in his ears—something
which aroused indistinet memories. 1t

seemed that he was dreaming—during the
last hour or so all sorts of visions and hallu-
»inations had passed throngh his fevered
mind. And this seemed to be one of the
dreams.

But he could hear the beating of surf upon.
hear the waves

# sandy heach—he could
sreaking. It was this, indeed, that had
raused him to arouse himself. For the sound
seemed too real to be a dream.

And, as he was attempting to rise, the
boat was lifted high., He felt it shoot for-
ward, and then came a soft, grinding thud.
Captain Hurricane staggered wildly to his
Teet.

He gazed upon a shore—a sandy strip of
Leach ending in a rocky slope. And beyond
lay a steep hill. Just over to the left was

a bay—and in that bay lay a vessel—the

Wanderer! -

Fate had played a strange trick. For C:;p-'f
tain Hurricane had drifted on to fhe beach

of Dorrimore Jsland!
CHAPTER VI,
THE END OF CAPTAIN HURRIGANE!

2N ¢ ELL, we’ll soon be
w off now, young
5 2 ‘uns,”  said Lord
3 Dorrimore ageni-
B ally. ““Our troubles arc at

e —

an end, an’ we shall be saii-

\
/|

3
e
e -

=== ing off into the deep blue
within an hour.”
~ s¢ Kine,. sir.””
“¢ Rather!”’ :
““We've had enough of this blessed
island !’
The crowd of juniors agreed heartily. They

were standing on the Wanderer’s deck, and
Lord Dorrimore was idly lounging in an easy
chair, indulging in one.of his best cigars.

It wag late evening.

The good old Wanderer was absolutely her-
self again. The crew had been at work in
earnest, and the whole ship was looking
spick and span. Her decks gleamed white,
her bhrasswork glittered like so many mirrors.
Kverything was shipshape and tidy. And
Captain McDodd had scon got the crew into
just the same orderly routine as ever.

All the extra stores had been taken on
board; and there was now practically nothing
left on the island. : AceoTding to present
plang we should leavé:- almost: within - the
hour: There was. just- one little thing that
Nelson Lee -desired to d¢o. He wanted to

take 2 'walk to the top of the island and !

Hurricane had:

'‘as It had been when we

B
take some snapshots of the bay and the
great chasm, '

He felt The light for these photographs was to
be provided by & great display of a hun-

dred starshells that Dorrie was to send aup.
Lee. had taken many photographis by day-
light, but he thought these night views
would be of great interest. For, of course,
on returning home, journalists would swarm
round, asking for material and photographs.
The story of our adventures would be a
sensation, :

The light cruiser, Norbury, liad been, and
had gone. .

Her commander had reported picking up
the schooner, and taking off °Frisco Mike
and the eleven men. All those remaining on
the island—the ex-zlaves and some more
members of Hurricane's gang—were taken on
board the cruiser. She was going straight
to Los Angeles, wherc a full inguiry wouid
be held. - -

Mr. Hawkins had gone, too—for he was
one of the chief witnesses.  Later on, no
doubt, he would become a member of the
Wanderer’s crew.

After the ceparture of the cruiser, a few
final things had been done,. and now it
merely remained for us to sail away in
the Wanderer. . Our party was just the zame
started. We had
no prisoners on board, nn outsiders of any
description. The cruizger had relieved us of
all that bother.

The pit in the centre of the island, con-
taining thoe gold mine, was now empty anid
barren. There was something ahout that
place that bhrought a suudder to anybody
wha wenf near.

Nelson Lee had intended going on his snap-
shot. trip alone, but at the lasi momeni |
determined to go with him. It was fortu-
pate that T did so. 1lle started off cheerily,
and -full of c¢xcellent spirits, carrying the

camera, and me with a few accessories
unde: my arm,
“Well, guv'nor, things lhave worked out

fine, on the whole,” [ declared. -** Rather a
pity we’ve beard nothing about Captain lur-
ricane, but I suppose the poor beggar is
dead by now. Although he was such a
murderous brute, I can’t help feeling a bit
sorry for him. It was a ghastly thing 0

set him adrift in an open boat.”

Nelson Les nodded. . 7 SO

““Yes, Nipper; but can we really blame
the men who did that act?” he said. ** We
do not know a quarter of the tortures they
snfiered. And, after all, it was natural for
them to make their torturers =uffer in re-
turn. The best thing we can do is to forged
the matter completely.” :

““ Yes, I suppose so, sir,” I agreed.

We were climbing the hill, and had icom-
pleted about a 1hird of the journey. Ana
then, almost without any warning, a figure
appeared from behind a boulder. 1t rose up,
and both Nelson Lee and I paused. ;

““ That’s queer. sir,”” I mnttered I didu'd
know anybody was— =" = S



S Jol:

Apd then the words froze on my lips,
for that figure just above uttered a croak-
ing ery—a wild, screaming sound that was
utterly inhuman. And with two ape-like
bounds the creature hurled himself at
Nelson Lece. |

The camera went flying, and Lee was
fighting for his life. 1 stood there, dazed
for a sccond. And [ realised that this thing
of the night was a madman. No sale human
bheing could utter such awful cries.

ud furthermore, I Trecognised him as
flt{nam Hurricane—not by his voice or his
features—but by his general figure. And
betore, I could make any attcmpt to help
ithe guv'nor, he was bea.ten :

In ﬁplte of Nelsaon Lee’s great ability as
a fizhter, he had been uuable to withstand
this sudden, violent atbtack. TFor Captain
Hurricane had armed himself with a heavy
pieca ol rtock.

the

And- this he down

brought upon

cguv'nor’s head with su(:h force that Nelson

He now lay in

Lee was hopelessly stununed.
the prisoner of

"antain’s Hurricane's arms,
this raving maniac.

And Hurricane was screaming
dened joy.

with mad-

life. The skipper saw me coming, and he
delivered a kick which caught me in the

chest—for I was on a lower level—and sent
me reeling over. .

The hl”alde was steep just there. Bat-
tered” by contact with the mug—h ‘rocks, 1
was nearly -breathless as I rolled over and
over. When I finally checked my downward
progress,- I was thirty yards away. And
Captain Hurricane was rushing up the hill-
side, with Lee im his arms. The maniac
carried Nelson Lee with apparently no
effort. And as he ran, he shouied. The
tense excitement, had brought his voice back
ta him.

“QQver the chasm you go, ¥you scum!” he
chirieked. * Revenge—revenge!™

Only for a seeond did I stand there,

T knew that it was uiterly impossible for
me to do anything alone. And as I gazed
back towards the Wanderer I saw the first
of the wmtarshells going up. I ran madly
towards the beach, shouting for nelp at the
top of my voice.

And by the time I reached the
hoat was just grounding,
more and Mr. Barry and two or three others
in it. They leapt mshore. Dorrie was carry-
ing a long length of Tope.

“ Al rlrrht young unwv,e ve
shouted. * This- way !*

Those shells, bursting high above, and fill-
ing the island with mdmnue had revealed to

seen !’

all on board the guv'nor’s plight. And
-Lord Dorrimore, with instant action, had
come ashore.

“ It’s Hulricane'” I panted. “He’s
.raving mad?!”

“Don’t talk h:pper——dont talk!” said
Dorrie grimly. “It’s all right—we’ll save
Lee. Don’t worry !” |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

I rushed up, scared oufb of my

cand a
with Lord Dorri-

he

stunhed!” I

“ But—but the guv’'nor’s
means to hurl

sobbed. “ And that maniac
him down into the chaszm.”

I was nearly off my head with horror and
alarni. But Lord Dorrimore said nothing
further; he scrambled up the rocky hills:de
with the speed of a deer. I had great d:ifti-
culty in Lkeepiag pace, -

IFor Lord Dorrimore knew well enough that
the only chance of saving Lee was to act
instantly. Possibly the guv'nor “might be
abie to do something himself, but it wos
no good relying on that. He had beea
f.,luﬂ'ht by surprise, and was senseless—a
baby in the hands of this madman.

There was no longer any darkness. -

The fireworks were going up in one con-
tinuous succession—sending out sprays of
dazzling . fire. which illuminated the whole
island. And even as we climbed we could
see  Captain Hurricane above us, still
clinging to his burden. |

Dorru} was within fifty yards, and alreuh
his revolver was in his grip. He was evel
taking aim when Captain Hurricane raised
Nel=on Lee high above his head. And there
he stood, with Nelson Lee poised on tie
edga of eternity.

For the chasm 1a} at Captain Hurricane’s

-feet

Ife . h,,xd gone to the extreme edge—his fet,b
were eveén -protruding over. The slightest
movement might cause bim ito overb.ﬂ,mw
and go hurt[m" downwards with his victim,

And it was practimlly five hundred feet
to tha bottom! .

It was & sheer drop down the face of the
precipice to the rocks below. That fall would
mean instantaneous death. -And as 1 stood
there, staring, my heart was in my mouth.
I felt sick with horror., Indeed, I nearly
fainted.

FFor it seemed to me that no power “on
earth could save Nelson Lee fromn destrue-
tion. There he was, held in Captain Hurgi-
cane’s demoniacal grip—held high above, as
though he weighed but a few poumla. The
maniac was po»esscd with stremr A1 suc’zh
4s nobody can imagine.

And on the very edge he stood laughing
like some devil from anotiher world.

Lord Dorrimore was as pale as a ghost.
He couldn’t fire—he knew it. For to zhoob
the madman would mean Nelson Lee’s death.
If Captain ITurricane crumpled up on this
spot, nothing could save Lee fmm toppling
over.

The position seemed so dire that no human
power could save the guv’nor. And then it
wius that Lord Dorrimore acted. To rush
forward would be fatal] for the maniac was
Cdpdl)‘(, ‘of leaping into the chasm with his

vietim. To 511001; was equal]y fatal.

But there was. one way—just . one ﬂ]ﬂ‘.aj
hope. .

Almost subeconsciously, [ notlced tzmt
Dorrie had been swiftly. coiling the . rope.
And, suddenly, it left his hand. The Tope
whirled through the air. It was only pos-



sible  to  take one £
shot. There would be §
no chance of a second
attempt if the rst
"il”:.:."zfu

Dorrie kpew that.
and his nerves were
like steel. Apd he had
hiad much  practice §
with rope throwing. B
His aim was as true
as a die. The- rope
whisked through the
air, the loop aiming
stralight for Nelson
Lee. _

Captain  Hurricane
gave a wilder seream
than ever as he saw.

With all his
strength  he  hurled
Nelson Leo from him
~-oub over that sheer.
awful drop. 1 R
ecreamed as I saw,
and shut my eyes.

Bubt the rope bea?
the sKipper’s move by
& sheer second.
~For as Nelson Leo
was hurled outwards,
the rope coiled over
his feet. Dorrie saw,
amnk gave a yell of
10y. With one swift,
lightning jerk he drew
the leoop tight—eveun
as Lee was falling.

“HMold —hold:!?
yelled Dorrie madly.

Mr. Barry and 1
grabbed at the rope
with all our strength.
Thera was a jerk, and
we felt a dead weight
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on our hands. And For as Nelson Lee was hurled outwards, the rope

wa knew the truth. coiled ever his feet.

Dorrie saw, and gave a yel! of

Leo had fallen only a loy. With one swift, lightning jerk he drew the loop
few feet over the tioht even as Lee was falling.

edge, and was now |
suspended there, head dowpwards,
~Apd Captain Hurricane stared dolly, fail-
ing to understand for the moment. .
He saw us haunling ab the rope. And then
- he gave another scream as hie realised what
bad happened. 1'e saw him dash to the
cdge, and lean over, with the intention of
loosening that rope and letting Lee hurtie
Jdownwards.

The next second it was ail over.
~For the edge of the ciiff cruebled under
Captain  Murricane’s tleot. 1
Our Very mairows—a ¢ty that we shall hcar
for many a year.

Clutching at the air, screaming, aptain
Hurrieane vanisbed over the edge. T rushed
up, hardly knowing wiiat T wae doing.  Mr.
iarry and Lord Dorrimore were still heuling
&5 1@ ropae.

7

1 | l'e staggered |
videways, giving a cry that cuilled us to

far-away thud.

CHAPTLER VI
THE RACE POR BOME!
ORRIE gave

By gad
claimed.

of uinety! FLairly

2hivers!? .
ITe held out his bamd as he spcke, and 18

-‘.-:;' il \j ’
SEUC.

indeed, shaking os though
And Dorrie was not alone.

( And as I reached the edge I heard a faint,
. It made e shiver.

Captain lurricane, teo, had paid fis last
aecount!

A cueer

ttie laugn,

t

!> ha ex-
“Laok av

my hand! I'm hanged if I'm
ot as <haky 25 an old man

E’l}fﬁ ' ti}:‘:

withh  the
B O'El] }:‘ I'a
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Barry and I were in exactly the same
rosition. |

The reaction was terrible. Weo felt sick

and faint. But there, lying in front of us,
was Nelson Lee We had hauled him up,
and the guv'nor was now stretched out on
the ground

We had discovered an ugly bruise on the
side of his head—a bruise
there for weeks. Dorrie’s brandy flask had
been .brought into operytmn, and the
muv'nor was just showing signs of returning
consciousness.

Within five minutes he
speaking and undewbandinﬂ But he knew
nothing of what had taken place. The last
_he remembered was his fight with the mad
captain on the hillside. We were pleased,

was capable of

for even Nelson Lee's iron unerve would have

heen sirained if he Gad been counscious

during those -ghastly moments while poised

on the edge of the chasm.

He heard all about it, of course, and
thanked Dorrie in his own guiet way for
hdaving saved his life. But his lordship
gruﬁy told him nct to be an ass.
gently,

beach, and on board.

There was a sensation when all the fellows | .

“heard the story Our departure was delayed
until the next morning. I went to bed with

the rest of the Remove, feeli,nr? strangely
exhausted.
But I awoke, and went on der:k mqt in

time fto sce a
down the beach.
hiad been lowered down into the pit.

“Mr. Barry “and twelve men
They

find performed the last services on all that '

remained of Captain Hurricame.

The boat had heen found, too, but with nof

sign whatever of Skinner or Seelig. They were
certainly not on the
what had happened to them. They were out
somewhers in the Pacific, where they would

never be seen by human eye again.

And thus ended our adventures with Cap-
tain Hurricane on Dorrimore Island. Con-
sidering all the
rone through, we felt ex'tremels lucky that
we had all come unscathed.

And now our thoughts were all of home.

Before the morning was very old, the
Wanderer was steaming away at full speed

from the island—making an attempt to
reach Los Angeles in record time. We
didn't know anything of this at first—we

thought we were goinz out into the
P(nmhc en route for hmne, according to our
omm.mul plan.

But Dorrie soon “pub us wise.”

Nelson Lee was on deck, lounging in an
easy-chair, with his head hecavily bandaged.
He was loo;mu a bit pale, and he would be
rocky for a dav or two.
of his injury, and declared that he would
soon be quite himsel?.

“You see, young 'uns, it's thl.s way,”
explained Lord Dorrimore. “ We reckoned
to spend only a day or two on this island,

that would be

=4

And then, .
Nelson Lee was helped down to the |

grim-looking party coming

island, but we knew

startling adventures we had-

| all the dirty “or]-.m-tJ_at &

But he made light |,

7—---—
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hut wa've been here for weeks—two weeks,

anyarow., And that’'s put the bin hat on.
goin' home by ths way we planaed.”

“How do you mean, sir?” inguired
Reggia Pith.

“ Well, we w‘l.ovd get back to England
Lwo Or bhree weeks after the be"mmu" of
the new ferm at St. I‘mul{s” replicd
Dorrie. “That wouldn't do at all.”

“We shouldu't mind, sir.”

“Not a bit, sir.”

“Perhaps not,” grinned his lordship.
“But I've got an idea that Dr. Stafford
might make a few objections, an' I should

probably come in for a large-sized row. In
fact, I should be hauled over the coals
pretty badly.”

“But what's goiag to be done, sir?" -

“Well, the new term starts in a little
uvnder three weeks,” zaid Dorrie. ““That
doesn’'t give us much time, does it? But
Lee and I have been diving into shippin’
booklets, an’ all that kind of thing, an’
wo find that the Morganic leaves New York
for Southampton in just under two weeks—
in ten days, to be exact.”

““Bu$ we’ll never catch that, sir.”

- That 8 just 1-E: * said Dorrie. “ We might
—all’ we're goin’ to try—at least, you are.
If we can get to Los Angeles in time you "
be able to take the overland train, an' get
to New York aft the end of five davs So
you'll he able to arrive in England the day
after the term starts—so that won't bo
tate. Dr. Staftord will forgive a few hours
lika that.” ;

“0Of, rather,

“Ths original
clared Dorrie.

159

sir!

plan {3 put aszide,” de:
““It's rather a pity, but we
can't go too far—we mustn't try Dr.
&taﬁord patience any more. So Mr. Lee's
goin’ to rush you home as fast as he knows
how, I shall stay in Los Angeles, and do
cive all the in-
formation cancermn (Aptam Hurricane, an’
‘I'risco Mike, an” the rest. You youngsters
won't have amt]un mors to do witl that

matter at all.” As far as vou're councerned
IH.' over.”

“But we want vou to come back to Eng.
Iand with us, sir,” said De Valerie.: |

“Dou’t you worry; I'll be there before
long,” promised his lordship,  “ An’ then
I'l look you up at the school, an’ we'll
{hav e a good time together. We haven'-t had

such a bad holiday, on the whole.”

Just as Dorrie had planned, the Wan-
derer raachied Los Angeles Harbour in good
time. Wireless messages had been sent out
in advance, and we found sleeping accomma- .
Earblon reserved for us on the first avmlable '
rain

We went back across Amemca on - the -
Union Pacific to Chicago, via Salt Lake
City, and from OChicago to New York on the
Grand Central Railroad. It was a most ia-
ferasting iourney, and we had much {o. cno-.
tertada us all the way across—for wa went



back by a totally different route to the ene
wa. cane by.

Nelson Lee was witiy us, and by tho time
New York was reached, he was fully re-
covered from his injury. We had bade a
fond farewell to Dorrte and Umlesi and the
rest, and had left everything in Dorrie’s
hands.

We only had a siogle day in New Yark,

and then we gladly went on board the great {

Hner, Morganic, one of the fastest boats in
the Atlantic service. And scarcely one
fellow in the Remove was sorry to leave.
We had seen a great deal of America. But
the general opinion of the Remove was that

old England was the one really bright spot §
on earth, California may have toms of sun- §

shine and fine weather, but the beauly of
a country doesn’t Test entirely with
weather! It was England “or us!

And it can easily be understood that our
feelings were joyful as the liner ploughed
hler way across the Atlantic.
§ ller propellers took us ncarer and nearer
1o the shores of the dear Old Country.

Being early September, the weather was
still quite summery, and we had a really
e¢xceilent voyage. Only on two days was
the seca inclined to be a little rough, and
the huge 3AMorganic hardly felt it.

By the time we reached Southampton,
every fellow in the Remove was feeling fit
and well, and eager enough to get back to
sSt. Frank’s.
gsight to see the familiar English shores.

As we eame up Southampton Water, all

ithe fellows were lining the promenade-deck, |

gazing out ta the sunlit shores. It was in
the forenecon, and we reckoned that we
should be off the ship socon after twelve,

And this was only the second day of
term!

St. Frank’s College had opened, after the
Jong summer vacation, the previous day.
Considering what we had been through, we
had done wonderfully well to get back almost.
on time.

For just one
difference.

day made little or neo

““Qf eonrse, it’s a bhit of a pity, having §
1o buzz straight to school,”” remarked Jack |
Girey, with a note of regret in his veice. |

“We had haoped to be home two weeks ¢r
ten davs beforehand, so that we could
soend a hit of time with our pcople.”’?

‘“Yes,”” agreed Reggie Pittl. “We'ye
been away a good long time.”’

‘“ A1l the same, we mustn’t grumble,”’
went on Jack. “We've had a glorious
holiday, and it’s only right that wc¢ should
go straight to St. Frank’s. 1 shouldn’t be
surprised if erowds are waiting for us.”’

“ Fathers and mothers, you mean?*’
grinned De Valerie, 2

**You bhet—and brothers and sisters as

well.”?
“(Oh, rot!”? said Ilandforth. “‘It’'ll be a
my pater’'s come down!

bit. thick if
coarse, he’s all right in his own way—a
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f have a day.

Every turn |

chap has got to he decent to his pater. But
it’s rotten being treated like a giddy kid!
I think we ought to be allowed to go home
for a day, anyhow.”?

‘“Well, there’s no telling,”” said Bob
Christine. * Perhaps our people will gei
- together, and it’s just likely that we may
Foip ! It really depends upon 3Mr,
' Lee.

But it didn’t. It so happened i{hat a
- telegram was received on board the Morganic
' hefore any of the passengers were landed.
It was from Dr. Malcolm Stafford, the head-
master of St. FPrank’s, and was addressed
to Nelson Lee.

F was with the guv’'nor when he read it.

It was a very cordial message, heartily
congratulating Nelson Lee upon getting the
Remove back safely and promptly. Dr.
- Stasford alse complimented Lee for having
. conie out of the difficult position with such
 flying colours.

But it was the latter portion of the Head’s
- message that wag so interesting.  Under
F the very exceptional circumstances, he gave
 his permission for the Remove to go straight
home upon landing—and to spend a clear
week with their people. But the whole
| Remove had to be at St. Frank’s at the end
of this period.

- “That’s fine, guv’nor!’’ I said enthusiasti-

And it was indeed a welcome |

Of |

cally. “IX say, what a brick! And you're

-at liberty, too??

‘““For a week—yes.”?

‘“Gargeaus!’? I said delightedly.
- we go straight to Gray's Inn Road¥”’
‘1 imagine so.”’

t ¢« urrah?? I yelled. “So we shall see
dear old London again—have a week there
bhefore we get back to the school. Good old
| Head! X knew he was a sportsman, but 1
never thought he'd come up to the scratch
like thig!*?

I rushed out along the promenade-deck and
blundered into Handforth & Co., and a crowd
of others.

¢ Heard the news?’? T asked breathlessly.

‘¢ No—anything good?*’

“ Yes—we’ve got-a week’s extension!”’

tiEh?’?

‘“What?”?

“ A week’s extra holiday?”’

- ¢« Yes?’ I grinned. ¢ The Head’s turned
up trumps, and he’s wired the guv'nor that
F we ¢an go straight to our various homes—
' and all turn uwp at St. Frank’s a week from
ta-day. That is, next Tuesday.”’

“Hurrah!’?

* Oh, ripping!**

‘““Great Scott!

t« Rather!*? -

“ And we're all going straight home!”’

. ¢ Absolutely!’? said Archie Glenthorne.
| * The news, as you might say, is the Kind
t that. makes a ehappie’s tissues fairly bulge
| withh energy. I mean, it’s a dashed price-
F less picee of information—what?’’

“Not. much good to me, though, by

“ Shall

He’s a sport!’?

fings ? said Jerry Dodd ruefully.
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“Why asked Ifandforth.

““IWhy, my pcople are in Australia,”” said
Jerry., ¢ LDUve got nowhere to go, anyhow.
I suppose I shall have to get back to St
Frank’s, and live a life of solitude in the
Itemove until you chaps turn up.’”

“ Absolutely not!”’ said Archic stoutly.
““ Kindly accept, dear old onion, an invitation
from Archie. 1 herewith beg to tender a
somewhat huge and he‘lru “invite ‘to the
good old ancestral pile.

Jerry Dodd shook his head.

““ Thanks all the same,
nething doing!’ he said.

“What? 1 mean to say, which?”’

4 Jolly decent of you to offer it, Archie,
but your people will want you to them-
selves,”’ n,id Jerry Dodd  thoughtfully.
“Thg}’ won't want any stranger butting in.
Besides, I shall be all right at St. Frank's.”’

““0Of course you will,”’ said Clapson, of
the College House. “ I'm coming, too.”’

*“To St. Frank's?"’ o

“ Yes—my people arec away in Italy,”’ re-
plicd Clapson, “Didn’t I have a wire in
New York? It's no good my going home,
because the place is closed up. So we shall

not -’

old man, but

be companmm in that solltudc you- spolu,:

of.”?

“ Good!”” said Jerry. ‘*They’ll have one -
Bemove chap in eachi House.”’

““Ha, ha, hal* -

But it tmn;plrnd that there would be two
wemove fellows in cach house. For Justin
. Farman, the American junior, was also
woing straight to the school, for his people

had been left behind in the United States.

And Freeman, of the College House, reported
that his parents were on a trip to India,
Freeman's pater bholding an important
Government appointment in Bombay.

So the Remove, at least, would be re-
presented. practically from the beginning of
term.  And it was only
quartette should decide to travel to St.
Frank’s together.

They reported to Nelson Lee, who gave
them full instructions, some cash, and was
quite .satisfied that they would look after
themselves and arrive safely.

And that's how it came about.

After we had docked., and had gone asnore,
there was all the usudl commotion. Baggage
to look after, Customs' officers to see, the
hoat train to catch, and all the rest of the
hegv-do-you-do.

But, at length, we were off. As for Jerry
Dodd and Farman and Freeman and Clap-

son—they went by means of a local coast
train. Yor St. IFrank's College, after all,

is not so very far from Southampton, along
the Sussex coast.

It was fairly late in the afternoon when
the train pulled up in Bannington Station.
It was one of those clear Sceptember days
that Sussex emdoys so frequently. And the
countryside .was ‘looking fine. '

“ My hat! "Isn't it great?’ said Clapson,
as he looked out across the station plat-

United States,

natural that the

} on board,

LEE L!BRA Y

form down into the hollow where the town
nestled.  “Just the same as ever—noti a
stick altered, not a giddy leaf changed.”’
- They stood there for some minutes, gazing-
eagerly, forgetting that the local train was
on the other platform, waiting, There was
nothing at all remarkable in the appearance
of these four juniors, and scarcely anvbodt
.took particular notice of them.
But they, themselves, were enraptured.
Yor the last month or so they had been

looking at New York, at Chicago. at the
small, uninteresting towns of the Middle
West. They had been travelling in Caii-
fornia, with all its newness, its temporary-
looking  apartment-houses and  woodeit
bungalows.

And here they were back in rural En"hnd

| once more—in the quiet, sleepy old town of

Bannington, with its -quaint, old-fashioned
houses, its historic castle, and air of peace-
ful tranquility.

Somchow, there was something solid aad
secure to look at—the juniors had a feeling
that here they would find real law and
order. In America they had never got rid
of the half-formed fear that all was not
secure. Perhaps it -was the newness of the
as compared to the. old,
stable serenity of England. And they
looked upon - Bannington with loving eves. -

Not that Bannington was so very sleepy,
after all.

For, as the juniors watched there, they
saw the busy railway yards—Bannington
being an important junction. They saw the
local motor-buses passing to and fro.  They
could see the big, important new shops
in the High Street—real, up-to-date places
that could. compare with anything in
Amertican towns of much bigger populatmn

“We're not so far behind, after all,
grinned Clapson. ‘‘And, when you come i
think of it, there's soniet-hing fine about the
look of Bannington, I've a good mind to go
out and walk through the town—-"'

““By Jings!”’ gasped Jerry. ¢ The guard
st waving his flag.”’

They had no time to decide, but made a
dash for the small local train which. would
carry them to Bellton.” And soon they were
assuring themselves " that they
would vxsﬂ; Bannm{:ton within a_day or two.

But as they sat in their compaFtment they
felt very happy indeed. It was their first
afternoon in England after being absent for
many weeks, °

And’ they felt-—good.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE GREAT J. B, B,

FTERNOON lessons
were over.
St.  Frank’s ~was
carrying on in just
the same old calmr, seduatc
way. The great public scliol
was unchftngeJ The grass

and the

flowers and the hedges had grown
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somewhat during the summer holidays, bhut
i every material sense there was no
alteration.

The old Triangle was wearing its usuad
appearance of sedate beauvy. Grass was
peeping up profusely between the big flag-
stones of the paths. The. central fountain
was surrounded by grass, too.
were mere details. The big college Hself
stood there, looking impesing and hand-
some in the brigint afternoon sunlight.

The old grey sfone buildings, with the
guaint leaded windows, and the big, im-
posing clock-tower over the Ancient House

--all wore the same peaceful atmosphere of ;

solidity and genuine eharm,

On the Ancient House steps, just outside
ihe . lobby,. & group of TFifth-Formers were
discussing the one topic of the day. The

whole of St. Frank’s, from the smallest fag |

|

to the most lordly prefect, was talking about
the adventures of the Remove.

For days the newspapers h‘ul been full of
the Htory

Every 'little incident and detail of the trip
to Dornmore Island had been told. Many of
the juniors’ photagraphs had been Trepro-
duced, and ali the big newsp'tpera had made
the most of an excellent story.

¢ A1l this fuss and hother!®’
of the Fifth.
they'll all have swelled heads!

said Chambers

any say.’

“QOh, it can’t be helped‘” said Bryant.
“ After all, the Remove has been througb a
pretty wonderful time—-’’

“ You don’t belicve all that pifle in the §

papers, I suppose?’” asked Chambers dis-
- dainfully.

““Why not?”’

“Wel] you know whalt these reporters
are—-
- “But Mr. Lee vouches for the whole

atory,’” put in Philips.
that the whole thing’s true.
therc’s no need ta be uppish, old man,
think it’s up to us fo give the kids a
rousing welcome when they turn up.*’

‘“ Hear, hear!’” said Bryant. :

““ Qh, well, of course, if you want to make
them meore swanhy than ever—leave me out
of it!?? said Chambers, with a sniff. ¢ Those
Remove kids are bad enough at the best of
tines.*

The other two Fifth-Formers grinned, and
winked at one another. They knew Cuthbert |
€hambers, When the time came, he would

“I'm ‘jolly certain
Dashx it all,

gratulate the Remove—at the same time
using  his  very Dbest fatherly manner.
t:hambem was right enough at heart.

“In my 0p1mon the Remove’s going to
get. a bit. of a surprise when it gets here,”
¢onfinued | Phillips. ¢ Those' new chaps in

the Cﬂnerrc House secm to, be capable of |

stirring Up° some trouble. I've talked to
ene &r two of them, and they’re a regufar §
set of }omw bounders!’ -

I 2

l-

: thusiastically,

‘I achool.

F dashed aeross the Triangle.

|
‘l

““ When those kids come baek
I wouldn't }

F

‘have alloued anything like this if I'd had §

i

be the first senior to go and heartily cou- §

F small class.

' nice as  this!

T W T — Aladl i i

“You mean those

from Kendis

chaps

College?>?

“Of course,”” said Phillips. * But there's
ne reason for us to worry our heads. By
the way, the Remove crowd won't he here
until next Tuesday. It seems they’'ve been

r;,l\rf:l} a week's extension.”
But these §

“ Lucky young beggars!’’ 5'11{1 Clmmhua
gruffly. ¢*Naow, that's what 1 call” unfair!
' They ga on a tour round the rruldy world,
and even that’s not enough. They've got to
thave a week extra. And w e—the Fifth—are
-stuck here at school! I've a jolly good
. mind to get up a protest to the Head!”’

Again Phillips and Bryant grinned.

And then, at that minute, four figures
appeared in the imposing gateway of the
They had just entered from. Bellton
Lane. And there they stood, inside the
Triangle, taking in the scene.

“Well, FPm jiggered!”’ said Phillips.
“Farman——-ﬂﬁdd' Look at ’em! And two
Remove ehaps from the  College House!

 They've come to-day, after all'”

With one accord the t]uee Fifth-Formers
.But the new-
comers had also heen seen by a big crowd
of Third-I'ormers. In a few scconds the
four Removites were surrounded by a yelling
moh.

“‘ Hurrah!?*’

“1t’s the Remove!®?

“Gimme your fist!’’ roared Chamhem en-
« Jolly gh(] you’ve turned up
 safe and sound, my lads! If you behave
| yourselves this term, we shall probably get
L on well together.”?

‘“Fhanks ¥’ grinned Clapson.

. My good-
nesst

I never .thought St. Frank’s was as
It’s only after you’ve Dbeen
away a long time that it looks so jolly good:
. And not, changed a bit, either!”

During the next five minutes the arms of
the four Remove fellows were worked like

pump-handles. The juniors shook hands
unrtil they ached. Everybody wanted to con-
gratulate them. And, finally, they were

-escorted towards the Ancient House by a
cheering mob of fags.

And then Mr. Crowell appeared. The

Remave Form master was very cordial and

‘genial. As a rule, he was a somewhat
severe man, and many members of the
'Remave had heen frequently heard to de-
sertbe him as an old bheast. But to-day, at
all events, Mr. Crowell was as mnice as any
man could be. He was all smiles—all
_geniality—with an abundance of humour.

““So it secms, boys, that we shall have
ta get along together for a whole week,
L eh P°* he asked, after a good deal of talk.
““Well, the me-room will not be so empty,

' after alt,??

“ There'll only be four of us, sir,”’ said
‘Freeman.

“ No—ten, ]"reenmn,” corrected. AMr.
' Crowell. ‘¢ And ten, after all, is not such a
Nothing near the usual amount,
¢f course—and 1 shall have quite an, easy



You will time fto

‘e

weeld.

down——
“ But therc aren’t any ather chaps coming,

sir,”’ said Clapson.

have settle

“*No—they are already here, my boy,”’
smiled Mr. Crowell. ““You sce, it so hap-
pens that six new boys have come at once
this term—six juniors for the Remove. It
is rather unusual for us to have such =2
number in our particular Form. Generally,

it is the Second or Third that gains a whole |

hatch at once.”

““My hat!”’ said Jerry Dodd.
fellows, eh? In our House, sir?’’
¢ No—=in the College House.”’
“Oh!”’ said Clapson, intensely interested.
“Qurs, en? What sort of chaps are they,
sir—and wherc do they come from?’’

Mr. Crowell chuckled.

‘“‘Considering that the young gentlemen
only arrived a few hours ago, 1 really have
not delved deeply into their characters,”’
he said drily. ““You will meet them very

“ 8ix new

shortly, my boys. They all come from one
school—an excecdingly exclusive establish-

ment. known as Kendis College, and
situated in Richmond. DBut Kendis College
is no more, having failed owing to an un-
fortunate lack of patronage. The various
pupils .have been distributed among- other
public schools—and we have secured six.
The College House, as you know, has not
been full for several terms past. But we
must now go to the Head.
Stafford is most anxious to see you.”’

And while the four juniors were being
escorted to Dr. Staflord’s study, a party of
six juniors talked together in the lobby of
the College House.

They were the new arrivals from Kendis
College. .
In most respects they looked very similar

to any of the ordinary Remove fellows—
except, perhaps, that they were rather more
dandified in their general attire. They were
all dressed in well cut Etons,  with creases
down their trousers that spoke well for their

tailors. Their linen was spotless, and they
were altogether well groomed.
They wore the St. Frank's caps, and

scemed to be perfectiy at home—although,
ag a matter of fact, those caps had only
just been handed to them, and they were
really. quite strange to their surroundings.

Onc boy in partmuhr was noticeable. -

He was apparently the leader of the six,
who naturally clung together, seeing that
they had all come from the same place.
This one boy was slightly bigger than the
rest.

That he was muscular was obvious. - I[e had
big, square shoulders. He had a powerful
chest, and there was a certain squareness
about the jaw that told of a strong charac-
ter and a poweriul will. Otherwise, his face
was fresh and engaging. His complexion
was quite fair, and freckles were in abun-
dance. His nose was of the snub variety,
and his cyes were hazel.

I am sure Dr. |

- mand of anything it means

Jmade this statement as

And, above all, he was surmounted by a
well-groomed head of startlingly red hair.
It was simply - glaring—it shouted at you.:
And the owner of all this was blessed with-
the somewhat striking name of John Buster-
field Boots.

He was destined to become a blg power in
the Remove.

Busterficld had been the name of his
grandfather, and he was proud of his sur-
name - because it was unusual. Among his.
own friends he was familiarly known as-
‘“ Buster.”” And it was a name that sulterl
him to perfection.

His five companions were not so dlstmc-
tive. They were ordinary fellows for the
most part, but they looked self-assertive and
full of cool confidence. There was not the
faintest sign of that *“new kid’” touch.
ahout them.

Their names were Horace Crowe, George
Webb, .Albert Crooks, Walter Denny, and
Percy Bray. And they were all fully-fledged
members of the College House. It remained
to be seen whether thce College House was
the richer or the poorer.

““YWell, Buster, not so bad, eh?”" remarked
Crowe critically. “ Better than the old
show, anyway. We can spread oursclves
here, and make things hum generally., What
do you say?”

- John Busterfield Boots nodded.

‘““ My sons,” he replied, * we're going to
startle the natives. You can take it from
me that there’ll be big doings at St. Frank's
this term. When the Supreme Six take com-
a display of
fireworks.”

“You bet it does!” agreed Crooks.

“We haven’t been told anything about
studies yet,” said Denny. *““What are we
going to do, J.B.B.? It's up to you, vou
know? You're the leader. We're waiting
for you to gev busy.”

“I'll get busy when it plcases me!” said
Buster Boots languidly. “ I shouldn't be at
all surprised if some of these St. Frank’s
fellows kick up a fuss—but we'll deal with
that when it comes.”

The red-haired fellow
away from the Ilobbhy,
make a systematic

moved gracefully
and proceeded to
examination of the
RRemove passage. Every study was looked
into, criticised, and weighed wup.

“Jolly lucky for us that the Remove
hasn't turned up yet,” remarked J.B. B..
as he paused in one of the studies., * We're
able to take our pick without any bother or
question.”

“ The bother will come later on,” grinned
Webb.

‘““ My son, it will—but you can leave it all
to me,” replied DBuster Boots. “I don't
think 1. shall have any trouble with ¢this
crowd. Well, it strikes me that Study Q is
the best of the lot. Bigger, brlghte: and -
better furnished. It's mine!” ' '

The leader of the self-styled Supreme Six
if there was no



question-about it whatever.
taken possession of Bab Christine’s atudy—
the study. that -belonged to Christine Yorke
and Talmadge, the recognised leaders: of
the College House section of the Remove.

" What about us?”’ asked Bray,
imterest.

“You’ll divide up,

tudies on either side,”” replied DBuster
Boots. “Crow and Webb will be in Study

P, -and Crooks and Denny will be in Study

“ Jusé

R. You'll be with me, Bray.”

‘““Good man!’® said Percy Bray.
the same as old fimes.”

Buster
to remain room companions now. But
was the high-handedness of this
arrvived crawd that was amazing.

Without c¢onsulting anybody, they had

calmly appropriated the three best studies |

in the Remove passage for their ewn use,

And it was quite out of the common for|
There |

only two fellows to share one study.
were always three in each at St. Frank’s,

J. B. B.
and nodded.

" Yes, we'll stick together,” he
calmly. “Youw'll be handy, in case of
sudden necessity.
on ¢ither side of me,
arrangement we had at
carry on like it.”

That’s

Kendis, and we'll

There came the sound of footsteps in the | |

passage.
Uap-;.an and Freeman had arri ived.

CIHAPTER IX.
LAYS DOWN THE LAW!

L

warmly.
was such a good old sort.
SIS el looks as though we
have a pretty easy time until next week.
AMly hat! Won’t it be ripping to go into
good old Study Z again?”

*“8tudy 0, you mean,” said Freeman.
" Well, that’s’ a matter of opinion,”
grinned Clapsml

He shared Study Z with Harry Oldfield
and " Billy Nation, his own two special
chums. And Freeman shared Study O with
Dallas and Steele. The pair marched along
the corridor, eager to see their old rooms.

And- then suddenly they paused. The door
of Study Q was open, and Bob Christine’s
own particular den was pretty well full up.
And. what was mole, it was full up with
strangers.

* Hallo¥
ahlupt ha]‘t

“ Hallo !’ ea:d the hupreme 8ix, stanng

For & moment or two thg six newcomers
reparded the :two old timers. And it was
tlapson who fin ally broke the cilence. He

BUSTER

ing very elated.
“The Head was a
brick,” he said

‘*akd C}apaen, commg to an

He had calmly i

Boots and Bray had been study |
mates at Kendis, and they were dm.ermmecg ,
A
newly |

said :

I like to have yon fellows
just the same | -

EN CLAPSON was feel-

“I never knew he |
1t |
shall

with .:

and occupy the twa |[*

looked round at his companions }

——T

e ‘_‘__“.ﬂ-‘-”.
e
— / '
_.--_;_"{E':-“:: ;

e

Gt re e b

Nelson Lee was on deck, lounging
in an easy chair, with his head
heavily bandaged. He was looking
a bit pale, and he would be rocky for
a day or two. But he made light of
his injury, and declared that he would,

" soon be quite himself.

walked intoe the study, examining the new
boys with great mtezcst | :

‘“*T suppose you’re the six new }udsP” he
asked.

‘“ Unnecessary gquestions are
said Buster Boots, with a yawn.

Clapson stared.

“Great Scott!”
{6 me?”?

“ My former remark applies equally well,’
said J. B. B. “ My son, you can easily sec
that we are the six new fellows. How dc
you do? Pleased to meet you, old fellov,
Hope we shall get on all right.” '

“ Same here!” said the five dutlful]y.

Clapson and Freeman stared harder than
The red-haired boy spoke -as though
the whole thing was a nuisance, but onc
that couldn’t be avoided. . And he was
gazing at the two juniors with an air of
tolerant indifference. Chpson’s ire arose- at
once. -

**You’ll have to change your tone 5. blt
my lads!’ he said grimly. ““It’s not-my.
way to be nosey with new Kkids, but let me :
give yon a word of warning. When the

t-ix;csome,”

he exclaimed. “.Talk'ing



ternove turns up, you'd better change that
- tone of yours!™

“Oh!” said Duster. ““Does the tone
offend you at all?” .
““Well, a Dhit!"" replied Clapson tartly.

jolly self-satishied for a new
be asking for trouble
if vou keep on like that. You've got to
eftace yourseif a bit and be meek. Any
new kid who throws his weizht about gets
something in the neck!”

Buster DBoots smiled.

“ Of course, there are rules in everything,”
he replied. ‘“ And you probably know that
every rule has an exception. 1 happen to be
an exception. I don’t crawl to anybody.”

“You-—you -cheeky rotter!” snorted Clap-
son indignantly. * Just wait till Christine
comes—that’s all! Just wait till Christine
gets here!” |

Buster Boots looked mildly interested.

‘““And who, may I ask, is the great
Christine?”” he inquired politely.

““ Bob Christine’s the leader of the Remove
on this side,” put in Freeman. * He'll jolly
well shove you in your place in about two
scconds. We can’t do much-—because we’rc
only two against six. But when the others
shiow up there’ll be the dickens to pay!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Supreme Six laughed
kind of prepared aflair.

‘“Yes, you can cackle!"” snorted Clapson.
“ And uha,t are you doing in this studs,
anyway? This is Christine’s study—"

‘““ Wonderful!” said J.B.B. *“ That's a
fine piece of news!”

“You'd better go along to Mr. Crowell,
and ask him where you're going to hang
out!” went on Clapson gruffly. “ I expect
he'll shove you into either U V, or W--
they're all empty. There'll be three of you
in each.”

Buster Boots yawned.

““We have alrecady looked over Study U
and Study V and Study W—and they don’t
secem quite suitable,”” he said calmly.
“We've selected these three here.”

“You've done what?’ asked Clapson
blankly.

‘““We shall occupy Study P, Study Q, and
Study R,”” proceceded Buster smoothly.
‘““ They strike us as being the best three in
the passage. This one, as you know, is
Study Q. From now on“ards, it’s mine.
I share it with Bray, the young gentleman
on my left.”

“You—you funny idiot!” said Clapson.
“If you think you can pinch Bob Christine's
study you've made a mistake!”

““ Indeed!"

**Yes, indeed, you cheeky rotter!” roared
Clapgon, e\uspemted *“1 never heard such

“You're too
kid.- You'll simply

in unison—a

nerve!”
“ Neither have I!” exclaimed Treeman
warmly. *‘ New chaps, too! Why, vou'll

jolly well be wiped off the map when the
temove turns up! Bob Christine himself
will slaughter vou!”

o

e

““ The prospect scems fo be alluring,” said
Boots languidly.

““ And as for having three studies between
the six of you, the idea’s ridiculous!” went
on Clapson. ¢ There’s always three fellows
in every study here, and it’s not likely that

you're going to make any alteration!™

““ But it so happens that we've made it,"”
said Buster Boots. “I've already told you
that this is my stud3, and I'd like to
remind you that you’re intruding!™

“ Intruding!"” gasped Clapson.

‘“ Exactly!”
“ lou—-t ou blessed nnqun*” ‘roared

Clapson. “I can walk into Bob Christine’s
study as often as I like, and—"

““his is really becoming monotonous,”
mterrupted J.B.B. “You annoy, boy! Go
out!” :

Clapson staggered back.

“You're telling me to go out?’ he

shouted hotly.
e Ye:a—'lll[l I advise you to tahe some

cood advice.’
‘“ Just for tlmt I'm going to biff you!

R

roared Clapson. “If your pals interfere
they’'re nothing hut cads! You've asked
for this, and you're going to get it! Take

that, yon cheeln bounder!”

Len Clapson was thoroughly exasperated.
The attitude of these new fellows was
beyond all bearing. And Clapson siiaply
went for John Busterfield Boots baldheaded.

Somehou, something went wrong.

Clapson was quite a fair boxer, and that
first punch he lashed out was v.ell directeaq.
But it went right past Buster's head. And
the next moment Ciapson found hlmself in
an iron grip.

“ 1 hate doing this sort of thing, but it
seems 1o be necessary,” said Buster Boots.
with regret. *‘ You annoy me—you’re too
noisy! I think this is the way outside!"”

With apparently no effort, he gave Clap-
son a terrific swing, and hurled him out into
the passage like a sack of coal. Clapson
hit against the opposite wall of the corridor
with a thud and descended to the floor in
an inverted position.

““You, too, if you please!” said Buster
Boots politely.

Freeman was fairly gasping for breath.
But he wasn't going to see Clapson treated
like that without retaliating. He dashed at
the new boy, and J. B. B. grabbed him.

“ Sorry!” he said. * But lessons must be

learned!”’
Crash!
Freeman flew out of the doorway, and
met with the same fate as Clapson. And
the door of Study Q closed gquietly and

sedately. The two juniors sat up in the
passage and gazed at one another dazedly.:
“ Great guns!” breathed Clapson. ** The
chap's as strong as an ox!”
““ He picked me up like a feather!"
breathed Freeman amazedly.

They rose to their feet, dusty and sore.
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For a- moment Ult‘} thought about dashing
back into the study—but th(}, both demded
that such a course would have becn unwise.
Discretion was required here.

“-By Jingo!” muttered Ciapson. ' We’'ll

stand it, Freeman—we'll just stick it for
the week! . But when Christine comes
hack—""

~““Yes, and all the other fellows!” said
I'reeman. ** There’ll be ructions then! The
nerve—the awful, unadulterated nerve!

talmly taking Christine’'s study and appro-
priating it for himself!”

“CIb's—it's too much to believe!” breathed
Clapson.

They passed down the passage until they
arrived at Study Z. And there they dis-
cussed the matter with rising indignation.
In the meantime, John Busterfield Boots
was languidly dusting -himself down.

*“It’s a nuisance, chucking  fellows out
like that,” he said. “ Bui what else could
!} do? The idiots would interfere!”

Percy Bray grinned.

** My aunt!”’ he exclaimed. * You gave
those chaps a surprise, J. B.B.! I'll bet

they never had such a sheck in their lives

hefore!  And you’ll surprise the rest -of
{he Remove, too!”
*“ Rather!” echoed the others. .
“I've got an idea,” said Boots, ‘“that
the Remove is booked for a nice 'little shock.
And now that we’ve got the opportunity, I
want to talk to you seriously.” :
‘“ Go ahead!”
‘“Well, never forget that
Supreme Six,” said Buster.
*“ Never!’” echoed the others solemnly. ‘
‘“ At Kendis we ruled the roast,”” con-
tinued the red-haired new boy. *‘ We held

we're the

complete control. We, the Supreine Six,
were the cheese, the  whole cheest, and
nothing but the cheese!”’

‘“ And nothing but the cheese!” echoed
“the rest dutifully.

‘“ And’ 'it’s got to be the same at St.

Frank’s,” contmued John Busterfield Boots.
“I think we shall like this place. 1It’s
miles hetter than Kendis, and we shallPhave
room to develop. Within a few weeks we
shall be the leaders- of the Remove—so we
migcht as well start right away.”

“We shall!” vowed the rest.

¢ Naturally, we shall meet with opposi-

1

k|

tion,”” said Buster,

; that the
College House has

underdogged for

“T've heard
heen

years. The Ancient House has always led
the junior scheol. That, of course, is zoing
to be =altered. Hencei’mth the Lnllege

House will take the lead in everything.”
“ The College House will take the lead in
everything!’’ declared the other members of
the Supreme Six, .
" There’s a fellow named Nipper,” said
J. B. B. " 1’ve heard of him—a prett; melv
kind of customer, He’s the captain of the
Remove, and the recognised leader. He’l}
soon be knocked off ha perch,” .
“* Absolutely!”’
“And I shall take his place,” proceeded

Buster. - ‘*'We, the Supreme Six, will rule
the' destinies of the whole Remove.. We
have stuck together in the past, zmd we

shall stick together in the future.”

*“ Glue,” saitd Bray, *‘isn’t in it!”

They solemnly shook hands—but not in
the usual way. They stood in a circle and
erossed arms as though they were about to
sing '* Auld Lang Syne.” With clasped hands,
they dehbemtely shook.

** The Supreme Sn—‘;upleme in all!” they
chanted mysteriously.

. And then they separated, and John
‘Busterfield Boots nodded. "
“The vow is taken,” he said calmly.
““Wait until the Remove turns up! There’il
be trouble, and there’ll be strife. - But we
shall gain the day. You are now Ic:w]umr

at the future captain of the Remove!”’

“We see him!” said the others gr'u*e]}.

“Good!”’ said J.B.B. *“0f .course, it
won’t all come at once. But I'll guarantee
that it won’t take me long to occupy the
position of Boss. I was boss "at XKendis.
and I shall be boss at St. Frank’s. And I
rely ,upon you, my faithful five, to support
me.’

‘“We're with you—to the end!” declared
the faithful five.

And soon afterwards the Supreme Six
strolled out, as confident anl as languid as
ever. :

And the Remove was still absent. It
appeared that when all the fellows returned
to St. Frank’s, a bit of a shoek was waiting
for them. l!Lmtl there was no question at all
that large trouble was in store. :

John Bustellleld Boots would see tQ th'tt'

THE END.

Grand New Auiumn Series Begins Next Week with :—

- THE

A Rensmg Stm‘y of-the Great Shock to the Remove at St. Frank's.

STARTING NEXT WEEK! Splend:id Series of Full Page PICTURES of
FAMOUS PUBLIC SCHOOLS, beglnnmg with :—No.l. ETON COLLEGE.
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THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Wra'pped
 pieces
of
purity
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will give clearer and
larger pictures when our
new gafety miowdel
acetylene generator
and barner is used.
Self - regnlating
Generator made in

| heavy brass.
vt - , No, 1 model, 2/2;
: . No. 2 model, 30
- |, : . ¢.p., 3/8; No. 3
 model, 50 ¢.p.,.

416; "Yo. 4 model,

' 100 ¢.p., 6/9; No. 5 model, 500 c.p. , filted
with three double burners and reflector, 32/6;
pare burnersand stand, single, 1 /«; double, L3

- MINIATURE 'WIRELESS SET
rcady ' for ucge. Guaranteed to receive signals
perfectly over 25 milesrange. FPrice2/-,postiree.
New Catalogue now ready. Post Free. :
BBNNETT BROS., 5, Theobald’s Rﬂad.
Holborn, I.cndon, WwW.C.
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YOURS for 6d. ONESY

This handsome full - sized
Gent’s Lever Watch Sent
upon receipt of 6a. After
approval send 1/ more, the
balance is then payvable by
€ monthly instalments
of 2/« e¢ach. -Guaranteed 5§
vears. Chain eoffered Free with
every watch. Wrist Wateches,
ete., on same terms. Casn
returncd if dissatisfied. Send
1/- now to Simpson's, Ltd.,
(Dept. 122), 94, Queen's
Road, Brighton, Sussex.

Be sure and mention the * Nelson Lee Library”

when communicaling with advertisers.
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illustrates one of the
incidents in

"

many stirring

| “The Trail— (}f-VQngeancéjn

A ripping, complete yarn of Redsk] in adyen-
ture, “11‘..!] appears in this week’s “ Young
Jritain.”  "This number also contains tv 0
other long, complete yarns,

““‘Bandits of the Border

A A breatbless narrative of adventure in South
%1 America,

introduring Kerry & Co., and
'* Midshipman Mettle!”’
A rousing story of thritls in the Easg.
There is also 2 long instalment of

““ Dusty’s Schooldays,’

A ‘real, red-hot school-deteetive  serial, a

hudget of conjuring tricks, pu;g;-;lcs-, jokes, and

for

pictures. Ask-

YOUNG BRITAIN T
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{;\ The *‘Big Ben"' Keyless Lever Watch
B on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS
N ever put before the British Public

}S by one of London’s Oldest~-Estab~ /7~ R

by lished Mail Order Houses. 0@} it

V= = [REE A" absolutely & & A
- — Frea Gift of >
%E a Solid<silver English t‘\
Hall.marked Doubla Curb A

= Albert, with Seal attached, L'!
given Freea with every Watch. \li,
== Specification: Gent's Full. {
==size Keyless Lever Watch, \.}
== \mproved action; fitted patent /gl
recoil clicle, preventing \
breakage of mainspring
S by overwinding. o)
N 10 Years' Warranty. \:}
R N Sent on receipt of L'.q".’\
3d.deposit: after \=

) approval, send 1/9 ‘:.
% moré€, The balance o
i may then be paid t_
ments of 2'- each. @
Cash refurided in (T
full if dissatistied. (p&y
Send 3d. now to

JI nl DAVIS & coi
> (Dept, 8D,
26 Deamark Hill,
—London$.E. §,
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The ‘BIG-VALUZE.'§
A fine New  Model
Accordeon, 10x&Ex 5!
ing., piano-finished:
11-fold --metal-boundg
bellows, 10 Kkeys, 2Fhd
basses, &c. Sent_byEj
refurn . post, - to ap-§gaess
proved » orders, » forgia
1/- deposit and 1/3
postage, &c¢., and °® F
promise to send 2/- ¢ A i i g T,
fortnightly till 17/6 in all is paid. 2/- TUTOR
FREE.- Cash™ price ™15 /v Post .. Free  (ELSE-.-
WHERE IHOUE;I:}E )(:""thlighti’ -:i}rz--Mc'mr-:r Back.”
—Il1llustrated sCatalogne «Post .Free:sBie
FREE Bﬂrg‘itiﬂl?.'-Wat.t'l,ﬁ:s,"-.(?lmriis;?l‘:[uéiqal} In-
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(Devt. 9 B), HASTINGS. ,, (Established-18%9,)

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan
System inerease your height, Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100

gpromptly

gnarantee to Enquiry Dept. A.M . P.,
17, Stroud Green RRoad, Loudon, N .4.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

isall youpay for our No.400A Mead “fMar-
vel’’—the finest eycle ever offered on such ex-
ceptionally easy terms. Brilliantly plated:
richly enamelled; lined in colours., . Sent
packed free carriage pald on 15 DAYS’
FREE TRIAL. Iully warranted. Money
refunded if dissatisfied, Old machines ex-
changed, Big bargains in factory soiled
mounts. Tyres and accessories 333°/, below
shop prices. Write TO-DAY for testimonials
and illustrated art catalogne.

] MMeéad

Cycle Company (inc.), l
\ (Dept. B797) Birmingh'm, ,

F\A HOME CINEMATO-
(548 GRAPHS and FILMS

\/ ?

—“ New Season’s Illustrated Cata-
. logue of Toy and Professional

Machines and Accessories, now

ready. Films, all lengths
A and subjects, for sale or
@ W cxchange.
FORD'S (Dept.A.P.),
13, Red Lion Square,
_ London, W.C.1,

A.z.m ——
Enquiries

attended tol”

WIRELESS SET ror 2/6
Make your own Broadcast Receiver for
2/6. Full defails given in monster How-.to-Make

“issue of MODERN WIRELESS, Now on Sale,

| [

Special 16 page Bovs’ Supplement given free
with every issue, TFrom all Booksellers, or 1/2,
post  TIree,  from

RADIOPRESS Lo,

Be sure and mention ‘ The Helsan
Lee Library’’ when communicating
with advertisers. )

Devereux Court,
Strand, W.C.2.
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