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Only in the nick of time did we get the raft launched. And before the storm

§ had fairly developed we saw the barque tilt up suddenly and take her final
plunge. . & :
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Now is the time to get
your friends to join
the League by interest-
ing them in Our Paper
through the Grand,

Extra Long, Summer
Holiday Adventure

..... Series, beginning with

the wonderful story
below.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

THE PROLOGUE.

————

CHAPTER 1.
A NIGHT IN 'FRISCO.
said Lord Dorrimore

6 ROUBLE?”
Keenly.
“ Sounds like it, sir.”

His lordship moved nearer to

the gangway of the Wanderer, and stood
peering into the mist and darkness. He
could see nothing. The water front was
enshrouded in the gloom of midnight.
" The steward joined Lord Dorrimore, and
they stood there, gazing into the murk and
listening intently. San Francisco was half-
blotted out in the night mist, and aithough
It "was real summer-time, there was a raw
Rip In the atmosphere.

The Wanderer was in dock, and across the
¥ a few of the lights of Oakland could
dimly be seen struggling through the un-
€ven fog patches. A ferry-boat, on its way
aCross, showed up ghost-like with its will-
O-the-wisp lights.

tl_lt neither Lord Dorrimore nor the
Seward were looking in this direction.
beir attention was attracted ashore—to the

Water front, where everything was dim and

mysterioys.,
he famous explorer had come up on deck

ﬁ?,g 3 breath of air before turning in, and
"¢ been rather surprised to find the night

so thick and chill—particularly as the day
had been blazingly hot. Even for ’Frisco,
where cold nights are usual, the sudden
change was out of the common.

Dorrie had found one of the stewards on
deck, indulging in a pipe—Russell, a man
who had only signed on a few days earlier.
He was a quiet, refined, gentlemanly fellow,
and Dorrie already likeN him.

“I'll warrant there’s trouble over there,”

declared his lordship, as he tossed his
cigarette-end away.. “ There’s no tellin’
what goes on in this infernal quarter!
'Frisco’'s a tough town, Russell, an’ the
water front is the toughest part of it.”

“By Jove, you’re right, sir,” replied

Russell grimiy.

Dorrie gave him a keen look for a moment.
There was something about the steward
which singled him out from all other
members of his calling. Dorrie felt sure
that the man had a storv—he had been
something better than this.

The sound which had attracted him in the
first place had been a sharp, piercing cry,
obviously from a girl or woman, cut off
suddenly and sigrificantly. There = was
nothing particularly unusual in this—in such
a quarter—but Dorrie was nevertheless
interested.

**Some brawl or other, I dare say, sir,”
remarked the steward. “ We’re not so very
far from Chinatown, and the whole district
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and such like

with ]
I shouldn’t worry, sir.””

ts infested toughs
characlers.

Dorrie  always insisted upon  being
nddressed as “sir” by all the members o1
his yacht’s crew. He was a true democrat,

and had no p&rt*cuhr love for his title.
said

"

“I'm not worryvin’, Russell,” he
lightly, “But I happen to bave a con-
siderable curiosity. I alwayvs like to
know—- By gad! Did you hear thatr”

The steward had certainly heard it—
ancther feminine cry, this time desperate

And although the two men
counld see nothing, they instinctively knew
that the sounds were proceeding from a
spot comparatively near by. Lord Dorrimore
made a move down the vangway.
“ Better not go, sirl!? said
carnestly.
“Rubbish!” retorted
“Take my advice, sir
“Nothin’ doin'!”’ interrupted Dorrie, as he

and- plaintive.

Russejl

his lordship.

b

lcapt ashore. “You stay there, Russell—
- 'l deal with this.”

He vanished amid the gloom 2along the
:,ud and ran lghtly forward, instinctively

enching his fists as he did so. Dorrie was
:1 hunter by nature. He didn’t know the
meaning of fear, and danger of any Kkind
always attracted him. He had lived amid
reri“ for years, and liked them.

Skirtine one of the water front building
}.e suddenly came upon a confused litt
croup in the gloom. There were three. men
by what he could see at first glance, and
ore of them was trying to wrench some-
hing from the hands of a girl while the
:ther {wo stood looking on.

She was Chinese, and the men were
toughs of the worst type. Dorrie redaced
his pace, and walked up leisurely.

“What’s the trouble here?” he asked
The men turned upon him, surpriscd at

The Chinese girl, suddenly
released, fled into the darkness on the
instant. She had lost no time in taking
advantage of her opportunity.

“Dogeone you for a son of blazes!”
s«narled one of the men in a thick, drunken
voice. ‘“Say, who told you to butt in?”

“T wasn’t aware that I had buited in,”
ratorted Lord Dorrimore. “I heard some-
ithin’ unusual, so I came along to have =
lcck i )

He got no further, for with one accord
+he three men rushed at him. Their action
was not so much impelled by a desire for
revenge as the instinctive knowledge that
here was a promising vietim. Dorrie’s very
appearance proclaimed him to be a gentle-
man—and 1t was more than likely he carried
a heavy roll of dollar bills., And men are
murdesed in San Francisco for the sake cf
4 mere song.

‘“All right!”’ roared Dorrie
your game, I'm ready to oblig ¢

the interruption.

“If that’s

t sharply.

‘may happen down here at midnight.
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He landed a shattering blow upon the
first face within reach. Single-handed, be

would have been a mateh for these touu] <,
had they confined themselves to fist ﬁoht
ing. But guns and knives were Imore g
their liking.

In spite of the gloom,
flash of steel, and his eyes blazed. With
a swift dart backwards he avoided “‘he
murderous thrust. But at the same time
he knew that the situation was despe;ate

Dorrie caught 35

' He was in cveuning-dress, and carried no
revolver—he had only his fists to rely upon.
He was not a rash man. He did not

usually enter into brawls, although he loved
a scrap as mueh as anybody. This. par-

ticular fight had sprung up unexpectedly.

And Dorrie managed to hold his own,

although, in his heart, he knew perfeetly

well that cold sieel would penetrate him

within a very {few scconds unless heip

came,
CHAPTER 1I.
THE TiulT IN THE FOG.

USSELL, the steward,

R stood near the gang-

way, staring Keenly

into the gloom and

listening intently. Dorrie had

oniy just disappeared,.and one

or two confused sounds came to the
steward’s ears.

A footstep sounded behind h11n, and a

hand touched his arm.

“ Anything wrong, dad?”’

Russell tumed and found himself looking
at- a youngster of about fifteen—a broad-
shouldered, sturdy boy with fair hair, and
a cheery, open countenance., He, too, was
dressed in uniform.

“Yes, Clive, I guess there is,” said Russell
“Tnere a fight going on, I

and Lord Dorrimore has just
I think I’'d better—-"

interrupted Clive tensely.
Dorrimore’s in danger? Jay,
let’s hurry! There’s no telling what
Hallo,

something,
cone ashore,
“A fight?”?
“And Lord
dad,

did you hear that?”

“Yes, I dig!” muttered Russell

“You stay there!”

He fairly leapt across the gangway und
ran into the mist, put Clive was at his heels.
The father and son had both secured work
on the Wanderer—Russell as a steward, and
Clive as deck-boy. Their inclusion in the
Wanderer's erew had come about by chancé,
for the ordinary British crew was practically
permanent. _

On this trip, however, one of the stewards
had learned by cable that his mother Was
grievously ill, and Dorrie had sent hi®D
1 full speed overland and thence across the
Atlarntic Ey one of the fastest liners.

grimly.
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Thus, a man short, a temporary steward
had been employed—and Russell, being a
(anadian, and a refined, gentlemanly inan,
had securcd the berth. Dorrie had instinc-
tively liked him at the first interview, and
had not troubled about many inquiries.
russell, however, had his son with him, and
Dorrie had good-naturedly signed on Clive
as a deck-boy.

The pair were grateful—{ar more grateful
ot

than Dorrie had suspected. Their joy at
being in a British ship—and a Iaxurious
private  yacht at that—had heen over-

whelming, And they now had a chance to
prove what they thought of their henefactor
—for they regarded him as such.

Russell caught sight of the fighting figures
in the gloom, and he plunged into the fray
without a second’s hesitation. Lord Dorri-
more was in urgent need of heip, too. By
sheer agility, by the skilful use of his fists,
he had kept up his end so far. And the
three toughs were convinced, by this time,
that even a Britisher in evening-dress can
hit like a sledge-hammer.

Not that Dorrie had escaped unscathed.
He had received a nasty slash in the fore-
arm, and the wound was bleeding profusely.

“Good man!” panted Dorrie, as Russell
entered the fray. * Take ‘that small fellow
—1 can deal with these, I fancy.”

But even now the fight was uneven.
Russell obeyed orders, and took on the
smallest of the three toughs—his intention

being to knock the man out, and then turn
to Dorrie’s further assistance. '

But the small man had ideas of his own.
He was not relying upon his fists as a means
ot  protection. As he fell back before
Russell’s onslaught, his foot caught against
a heavy piece of timber. In a flash he
swept it up from the ground and swung it
round.

Crash!

Russell, unprepared for such methods, re-
celved the blow in the side, and for a
moment he was nearly winded. In the
meantime, the other two hooligans were
taking full advantage of Dorrie’s growing
Weakness—for loss of blood was having its
due effect. & | |

One of the palr managed to land a heavy

low, and Dorrie staggered. But there was
Plenty of fight in him yet. Instead of fall-
g back, he recovered quickly and attackad
with greater ferocity than ever. But at the

Same instant the other gangster saw an
Opportunity of driving his knife home. He
falsed  it, and thrust swiftly and
Murderously.

And it was at this very second that Clive
‘Ussell entered the fight. Whether he saw
h{?{me’s terrible peril or not is doubtful,

he cared nothing. He flung himseif

3 1 s i
t’é’ﬁ’:iﬁ'en Lord Dorrimore and the striking
ail.

Thua?

The knife went home—deeply into the un-
fortunate youngster’s ‘side, instead of into
Dorrie’s heart. Without a cry, Clive sank to
the ground, and the terrible incident was
over. It had happened so swiftly and un-
expectedly that even Dorrie didn't know
exactly what had happened.

The man who had used the knife suddenly
lost his nerve and fled. The knowledge of
his action had probably deprived him of
courage. And the other two men, scenting
that tragedy had occurred, dropped the
fiaht.

Cursing furiously, they followed their com-
panion into the gloom, and Lord Dorrimore
and Russell found themselves standing alone,
with the fog swirls wreathing about them.

“Phew! That was a bit warm while it
lasted!” said Dorrie breathlessly. ¢ Thanks,
Russell!  That was splendid! I shan'g
forget this—— Why, good gad! What in
the name of—"

He broke off, staring down at the still
figure near him. Russell, for the first time,
hecame aware that his son had entered the
ficht. He dropped on his knees, and then
screamed aloud with sudden horror. s
hand had encountered the abandoned knife,
and his fingers were sticky.

‘““Heaven help me!” he moaned. “The
hoy's been killed!” '
“ Killed ?” muttered Dorrie  tensely.

"

“Russell! You don't mean——

Buit the steward was gently lifting the
stricken boy into his arms. Lord Dorrimore,
forgetting his own injury, leapt forward.
This tragic occurrence had horrified him
more than he could express.

“We'll take him on  hoard!” he said
huskily. “We must get a doctor—he may
still live! Poor kid! He took the thrust
instead of me! Russell, your son saved my
life at the expense of his own.”

“It can’t be true—it cam’t!” muttered
Russell distractedly. ““He was alive a
minute ago—as strong and healthy——-

Heaven preserve him, sir! I can’'t believe
it— I can’t——>
“Let's get him

Dorrie fiercely.

aboard!” interrupted

COAPTER III.
TOUCH AND GO.

ORD DORRIMORE
-stood against the
Wanderer’s rail, e&tar-
ing unseeingly across

the bay .towards the ghostiy

lights of Oakland. Half an
hour bad passed, and Dorrie was awaiting -
the verdict,

Russell and his son were below, and there
were two doectors in attendance upon the
pov. They had been rushed to the spot at
express speed., and had been making their

Lexamination for the last ten minutes.
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Dorrie himself had performed first aid,
upon. carrying the lad below. The knife
wound was deep—in the leit side. But

there seemed just a chance that the heart
had not been penetrated, for Clive was still
breathing.

““Hadn’t you better go below, too, Lord
Dorrimore??*

Dorrie turned at the sound of the quiet
voice, and found that Captain Burton had
joined him. The Wanderer’'s skipper had
turned cut upon bearing of the dramatic
affray. Practically the entire complement
of the yacht lived on board. The Wanderer
was due to sail on the morrow, in any
case—bound for heme.

#Go below?' repeated Lord Dorrimore.

Js]’??!
‘““Yes, wou"’ said Captain Burfon grimly,
as he fingered his grizzled moustache.

“What about that gash in your arm? \Lm
alive, you’ll bleed to death unless you're
attended to! You've only got a handker-
chief round it——>

“Good glory! Why worry about me??
interrupted Dorrie rrnnfﬂy “I've had many
worse scratehes than this! The boy may be
dying—and he took the knife-thrust that

was intended for me! If he dies, I'll—-I’ll
But I can’t believe it, captain.”

He walked off, unwilling to talk. Usually,
his lordship was the cheeriest of mortals,
but this affair had practically silenced him.
Jle wanted {o be alone—and he was only
waiting to hear the result of the examina-
tion. His own injury never oceurred to him.
Yet he was Tfeeling weak and dizzy from
loss of blood.

A figure appeared under the electric light

—— —

which glowed above the main stairway.
Dorrie approached.
“Well?> he asked quietly.

“The boy’s all right,
the other—a clean-shaven,
with the unmistakabie professional
a  doctor. ¢ Fortunately, the blade
missed the vital parts 22

“He’ll live?’? asked Dorrie sharply.

“Sure, he’'ll live,” said the doctor,
smiling. ‘“The heart isn’t touched, and
even the lung isn’t pierced. He’s a healthy
youngster, and I don’t think it’ll even be
necessary to shift him into hospital.”

I guess,” replied
middle-aged -man
air of
just

«Thank Ieaven for -that!® said Lord
Porrimore. an immense load off his mind.
“Are there likely to be any com-
plications?®’ |

“1 don’t anticipate any,”” replied the
doctor, “It's just a simple..wound, and

there’s only one thing that can cure him—
{ime. The boy’s got a" fine constitution,
and a week or two ought to see him on his

feet.”

““This is the best news I've heard for
many a day,” said Lord Dorrimore, his
natural light-heartedness surging to t"}e SUr-

face, ¢ Sp]endd' By gad! 1’1l repay the
Iad somehow !’

““You’'re s&ailing
1 understand??”

““That was the original plan—?"

for England t{o-morrow,

_— Tiae boy will be almost himself by (e
time ycu arrive,”’ <zid the doctor, nodumq
*“Ail the same, I guess I'd wait here 3

couple of days if 1 were you, just to bs
on the eafe <ide. Or you can leave the
youngster hehind——"’ '
“No, I &han’t do that,” interrupted Lorg
Dorrimore. * Tlhc “’anderer will remain ip
'Frisco for another two or three days—unti]

all posszibility of danger has passed. I'm
il 1o I“erg, —my time's my own Oh, by

the way, you might bave a look at this

while you’re here.”

He held out his
doctor started.

‘““Say, what's the idea?”” he asked sharpiy,
“Why didn’t you tell ne abont this beforev
You're winged, man!?

“It°s nothm much—only a scratch.”

The doctor ordered his lordship below, and
in_a few moments his coat was off, and the
arm laid bare. The gash was deep and
nasty. It had been bleeding continuously,
as Dorrie’s saturated handkerchief testified.
But within fifteen minutes the wound was
washed and anointed and dressed.

A little later, after both the doctors had
gone, Lord Dorrimore had a few words with
Russell. The steward was looking rather
pale, but supremely relieved.

“IIe’ll live, sir—the doctors are positive
that he’ll live,” he said, with a Kind of
triumph in his vecice. 1 don't know what
I shouid have done if—if—-??

““ No need to talk about it,”” interrupted
Dorrie quietly. ** Look here, Russell, I like

injured arm, and the

you. Liked you the first minute I saw
you. Without wishin® to pry into your
affaire, haven’t you any home?”

. 1 T

“Your wife

“she- died scven years ago, sir,”” said

Russell gravely. < Clive is all I've got. .1
should advise you to get to bed, sum i
“Just 4 moment—just a moment,” said
Dorrie. *Your scn saved my life, Rucsell
an’ pretly nearly iost his own. I'd like to
do somethin’ for the lad—an’ that means
doin’ somethin’ for you. You're not .a
steward—although you do your WOTK
amazin’ly well. You’re somethin’ better,
Russeli. . I°d like to help the pair of
}'OU 22
“Thank you ail
rupted Russell guietly.
—we've never accepted charity
body——"
“Chaiity
oruffly. ¢ Don’t
Eia 1 L,——-"
“It was just an accident,
haive happened to anybody,” said Russell.
¢ Az Jong as (live gets well and strong
C\eixt}dg will L‘P all right. I know.I cal

the same, &ir,” inter-
“We're (anadians
from Aany-

interrupted Dorrie

e hanged!“
That boy risked

talk Tot!

sir—it miﬂ‘lu

he certain that you'll tlhe gcod care 05
him, sip,?

“ By ove, j{?%' said his lords nip-
# *oal oy shall have the hest of c\.g.r‘tln
on the homeward {r: p, an’® if he isn't prac

tic;xiiy recovered by the time we sight the
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of O!d England I‘pi a Dut::}}man! Af
ine same time, Russeli, ve can’t let the
“atter end here. Surely there’s somethin
[ can help you in? Set ¥you up in a busi-

- finance one of your pet dreams, or

RHUE

53 : dre .
?omét-llin’ of that sori? Remember, I've
“wot more money than [ can do with, an’
Il be no tax on me!l”

For a moment a Keen, intent light burned
in Russeil’s eyes. A flush eame into his
face, and he turned to Lord Dorrimore with
a quickening of his breath. . Then, gradu-
ally, his emotion died down.

¢ Well?” asked Dorrie curiously.

¢« Nothing, sir—nothing,”” replied Russell,
himself again. “Thank you very much for
vour offer, but my son’s restored health is
ali T want. Good rnight, sir.”

He walked away, and Dorrie looked after
him and shook his head.

«“Queer!’” he murmured,
¢« (Can't nunderstand the feliow,

with a frown.
A gentleman

to his fingertips—breedin’ in every line of
him. Yet he's a steward on this vacht!
Hm! TI'll get the truth from him one |
da}.!!J

— e,

THE STORY.

CHAPTER 1.
AN IMPORTANT OCCASION.

NA HANDIFORTH com-
pressed her lips
firmly.

P “I'lIl wait just one
_ —WR more minute, and not a second
= longer!” she dec! ared.
“That’s final, Willy!”

‘“All  right, sis,” grinned Handforth
minor. ¢ But you've got to remember that
Ted’s a bit touched—so it’s up to us. to

Let's give him two

“ Only

make excuses for him.
minutes ¥
“No!™ interrupted Fna
Onelﬂ
They were standing in the spacious hall
of Sir Edward Handforth's London mansion,
and both were in holiday attire. It was
early evening, and the warm July sunshine
®13 streaming through the windows. Out-
Side, the weather was hot and brilliant.
Sultlts‘dlsum‘cefull” went on Ena, con-
op Ing her wrist watch for the tenth time.
s glll1 é)ast si‘x already—and we've got to
tel] oo 0Ard the Wanderer by seven! I can
~“I}’0u, Willy, I'm getting fed up!”
Siﬁhege“?-ee? fed_up for half an hour!”
will illy.  “But don't worry—a taxi
8¢t us down to the London docks in

arimiy.

thirtyv.fiv

-n-lie - 1 - d 2 = : .

be late, or forty minutes, so we shan’t
(11 i

’mpg-}il&tr“{ not the point!”* said his sister

Gix rnoél“‘ “We all arranged o start at

Teds A all arrangement i1s au arrangemens.

""ﬂiting‘!.,mc‘? Kind of chap fa keep a lady

A fadyoo

-~ 1 1., .. e ;
“Whereos said Willy, icoking round.

““ Me,
Willw
€ Oy,
You're

of course!"’ retorted Ena frigidly.
arinned. : )
you!*’ he said. ““Cheese it, sis!
not a lady—you‘re only our giddy
sister: Like your nerve to call yourself a
lady! TI'll tell you what—I'll buzz upstairs
and give old Ted a dig.”

““You'll only make him later still!” said
Ena impatiently. “Let’s go without him.
I'm gzoing to tell everybody when we get
there, particularly if we're late! He’s worse
tban any girl—he take’s hours and hours to
dress.?”

‘““That's because he's
Irene,”” grinned Willy. : :

As wiual, Edward Oswald Handforth was
bringing the frowns to his sister’s brow.
Semehow or other, whenever they arranged
to go anywhere together, he generaily
caused delay. It was one of his pet habits
to waste time on trivialities until- it wa:
almost time to start. Then he would sud-
denly remember a hundred and one things.
And in attempting to crowd half-an-hour’s
work into ten minutes, he always caused an
upheaval. It was no uncommon thing for
the entire household to be set in commotion,

And on this occasion the matter was of-
great importance.

Nothing more nor Tess than an invitation
to a sumptuous banquet on Lord Dorri-
more's famous yacht, the Wanderer.
Altogether, there would be about two dozen
St. Frank's fellows in the party—to say
nothing of seven or eight Moor View
schoolgirls, and Mr. and Mrs. Stokes, Nelson
Lee, and others.

The summer vacation was in full swing,

going to meet

and the recent Boy Scouts’ Camp seemed
remote. Actually only a few days had
elapsed, but ‘they had been exceedingly
arowded.

vorrie had announced his intention of
going on a long summer <cruise, and with
his usual generosity, he had invited the
entire Fourth FForm to accompany him. IHis
invitationa had extended to the Third and
the IMifth and the Sixth, and to Irene & Co.:
IFor the famous sporiting peer Ttevelled in
juvenile company. And as the Wanderer
could easily accommodate a host, he made
no stipulations as to numbers,

But parents and guardians had had some-
thing to say.

The majority of the fellows, in fact, were
required at home. So Dorrie’s party was
reduced to a nice, reasonable number. And
this special banquet was held for a double
purpose.

Firstly, the party would zather together
with the object of selecting their cabins
and general quarters—so that everything
would be cut and dried on sailing -day. And
secondly the banquet would be an occasion’
for choosing the nature of the cruise. Lord
Dorrimore had hit upon the idea of letting
his guests vote. He was contend to go to
any part of the world theyv desired. Aund
it was rather a novel schems to leave it to
the decision of the majority.



Therefore, the gathering on the Wanderer
that evening promised to be a Joyous,
hilarious occasion. So the exasperation of
Willy and Ena was fully justified. It was
like Ted’s cheek to keep them waiting!

“I'm not going to wait another second!”’
said Ena, stamping her foot. ¢‘Look here,
it’s a quarter past six! Come on, Willy,
we’ll go——*7

“Just a minute!?”? said Willy. “I’'ve got
an idea! If Ted isn’t down here within two
shakes of a lamb’s tail, I'll eat my straw
hat!”

He bounded up the stairs before Ena
could make any comment, and he made a
dive for his muajor’s bed-room. Bursting in,
he paused inside the doorwav. and gasped.

“ My goodness!” lhe ejaculated. ‘“What's
happened—a cyclone?’’
Edward Oswald was standing before the

mirror, wrestling desperately with a necktie.
The bed was strewn with shirts, the  floor
was littered with collars, and praectically
every drawer in the room was turned inside
out. And the famous leader of Study D
turned a red, perspiring face towards his
minor.

“(Clear out!” he panted. ‘1've had a
fearful time! Somebody’s been mixing up
all my ties &

“Blow your ties!”
“We've been waiting
iwenty minutes! Irene’s downatairs!?®

Handforth started
collar ecame unbuttoned.

“JIrene!’”” he gasped. _
I didn’t know she was coming here!
nave to fly!”

CHAPTER II.
MORE HASTE, LESS SPEED.

¢ OT much good fiy-
ing!”  said Willy,
shaking his head.

“What you’ve gob
to do is to shove that tie on,
' and buzz downstairs. It’s bad
cnough to keep Ena and I waiting, but
Irene =

““Tell her I'll be there in iwo jiffs!’’ said
liandforth desperately.

“No fear!” szaid Willy. “I'm not stir-
ring out of this room until you come with
me! In fact, J'll give you a hand. I'm full
of noble qualities like that—I always like
to assist people in distress. Come on, here’s
your jacket 2 .

“1 can’'t get this rotten collar fastened!”
roared Handforth., “My hat! I’ve torn
the tie now! And I must wcar this one,
because Irene likes blue! Get out of the
way, you young ass! Leave that jacket
alone until I’'m ready!”’

““The best thing you can do is to finish
dressing in the taxi!’”? said Willy briskly.
“I’ve got a couple of pins—you ¢an mend
that tie, too. Come on—Ena won’t wait
any longer 2

interrupted Willy.
for you for nearly

so violently that his_

« Great Scott! I—
I shall

| full ery!

“I can’t ccme down like this!?’ hootegd
Handforth, as Willy macde a move for the
door. **Come back with that jacket, blow
you!??

But Willy caimly disobeyed, and Edwarg
Oswald became more flustered than ever,
He grabbed a pillow off the bed, and hurleg
it at his minor. But Willy was quite accus-
tomed to these affairs, and he dodged with
such neatness that the pillow passed harm-
lessly over his head, and flew out of the
open window,

It was going at some speed, and vanished
amid the branches of a chestnut tree out-
side. Ome side of it was ripped entirely
cpen as 1t caught against a jagged branch,
and a perfect shower of feathers floated
down towards the ground.

As it happened, Sir Edward was peace-
fully reclining in a hammock below, mdulg-
ing in a short nap in the cool of the even-
ing. The garden was very peaceful and
enjoyable just now.

Something flicked Sir Edward’s nose, and
he brushed it away. Then something else
touched his cheek, and he opened his eyes.
For a moment he lay staring upwards in
blank amazement, only half awake.

“Bless my soul!’’ he ejaculated. ¢ Snow!
A veritable snowstorm in July! Amazing!”

There was some excuse for Sir Edward
Handforth’s misapprehension. .The air was
literally filled with falling white feathers—
and to Sir Edward’s astonished gaze they
resembled enormous snowflakes.

“Griggs!” roared Sir Edward, sitting up.
“What’s the meaning of this, Griggs?”’

He gazed round at the gardener, who was
trundling a wheelbarrow across the lawn.
Sir Edward’s tone implied that Griggs was
responsible for the extraordinary behaviour
of the weather.

“ Anything wrong, Sir
Griggs, pausing.

‘““Haven’t you got better sense than to
leave me sleeping in the middle of a snow-
storm?”’ thundered Sir Edward. << Why on
earth didn’t ycu wake me up, you dunder-

head?”’
“Snow!” gasped Griggs, dropping the
“Ye must be dreaming,

Edward?” asked

barrow with a thud.
sir! There’s no snow—-="’

He broke off abruptly as he caught sight
of the gently falling white cloud, and his
eves nearly started out of his head. From
the bed-room window above, Willy Handforth
was grinning with keen appreciation.

““You've smothered the pater in feathers,
and he thinks it's a snowstorm!’ he
chuckled. “ That’s what comes of your giddy
pillow-throwing, my lad! I think we’ll quietly
vanish before the storm breaks!””

He withdrew his head abruptly, for 2
sudden roar from below announced the fac
that Sir Edward had discovered the truthb-
Willy had an idea that investigations of 3
painful nature would be instituted forthwith.

«Did you hear that?” he asked tensely:
“In about two ticks the pater will be 11
We've just got time to dash dowh



and clear out before he gets into the hall!
speed’s the watchword !

Fortunately, Handforth was now ready, and
he was looking resplendent in a flannel suit
and a silk shirt. He hadn’t taken any notice
of the uproar from outside, and didn't know
what Willy had been talking about. There
was only one thought in his mind, and that
was enough. Irene was waiting downstairs!

He hurried out of the bed-room, Willy at
his beels. And as they sped downstairs they
were just in time to meet Ena, who was
coming up to investigate personally.

¢ Never!” she exclaimed faintly.
don’t mean to say you're ready, Ted?”

Jitnit

“You
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“Rats!
Willy.
irene, did I?
clusions, that’s your affair!
know that the parlourmaid’s second name is

I was telling the truth!’’ said
““1 didn’t mention any particular
If you go and jump to cou-
I happen to

Irene. We call her Ellen, but that’s only a
detail. I told you that Irene was down-
stairs, and if that wasn’t true—— Cave!”
he added breathlessly. “I can hear the
pater coming in the back door! If we don’'t
bunk now he’ll keep us for half an hour!”
Handforth grabbed Ena by one arm, and
Willy by the ‘other. They fairly swept
through the lobby, and just escaped in the
nick of time., By the time Sir Edward Hand-

-

‘“ What’s the trouble hara ? ’’ asked Dorrie calmly.
The men turned upon him, surprised at the interruption,

“Where's
breathlessly.
“How should I know where she is—on her
Wway to the yacht, I expect,” said TEna.
Don’t ask silly questions. We're late
alread:,v_____:s
“Willy told me that Irene was down-
S {11_['5_____”
" “My dear ass, just a little scheme to make
YOU buck up,” said Willy blandlr. ¢ We've
‘i%t to do something to make you shift.
ﬁ““k goodness we're ready to start now!”
andforth looked blank.
e w‘i‘ﬂd 1sn’t IJrene here?" he asked fiercelr.

1V, vou voune fi vor Lndw ¥
conlq’ fof u voung fibber, I never kunew you

Irene?” demanded Handiorth

»

Il sucly awful whoppers

J

forth reached the front door he was ex-
asperated to see his three hopeful children
dashing into a taxicab.

—S—

CHAPTER IIL
WELCOMING THE GUESTS.

R. BEVERLEY STOKES
paused for a moment,
his eyves sparkling with
admiration. The House-

=3 master of the Apcient House at

e St. I'rank’s was looking more

than usually cheerful and healthy.



doesn’t she look

Stokes.

“By Jove, Joyce,
derful?”’ ejaculated Mr.

“I'd no idea she was such a beautiful
yacht,”” said Mrs. Stokes breathlessly. < Oh,

Barry, we're going to have a glorious trip!
I think Lord Dorrimore is just a brick!”

They were both on the dock, having ar-
rived a few momeuts earlier by taxicab. Ang
before them, at her berth, lay the steam-
yacht Wanderer—Lord Dorrimore’s famous
vessel,

She had recently
and she was resplendent from stem to stern.
Repainted and reconditioned, the Wanderer
looked brand new. Fgper brasswork glittered
brilliantly, .her gracetul hull was cream-
celoured, and her two funnels had a sguat,
rakish appearance which gave her the sugges-
tion of a destrover.

As a matter of fact, Lord Dorrimore had
recently spent a small fortune on the Wan-
derer. New engines had been installed, and
many alterations performed. The yacht

a5 now the fastest vessel of her kind afloaf.
Dorrie was proud of the fact that she had a
cruising speed almost comparable to that of
a destroyer. She was capable of crossing the
Atlantic in under four days.

And this evening the vessel was in gala
array.
Although dalight =still lingered. the

Wanderer was dressed with thousands of tiny
eleetric lights—every colour of the rainbow.
They hl:mﬂr in fesfoons from the masthead,
they twmkled along the bridge, and round the
rails. And all the portholes and cabin
windows were ablaze.

The Housemaster and his wife were among
the guests. AMrs. Stokes, indeed, had con-
sented to act as hostess, and it .would be her
special care to chaperone the Moor View
eirls.

“Come along—Ilet's
AMr. Stokes briskly.

They approached the gangwuay, and found
Lord Dorrimore waiting on deck to receive
them. His lordship was in evening-dress, and
he shook bands warmly with the new
arrivals, '

“Not many nuore to come now,” he said
cheerfully. < dfake yourselves at home—go
where vou please, an’ meet the others. You
there, Russelli? Good! Conduct Mr. an’
Mrs. Stokes to their cabin.”

The steward saluted, and escorted Mr. and
Mrs. Stokes below. Russell was looking
healthier and stronger now. -And his son was
also on duty, having practically recovered
from that knife-thirust which had been in-
flicted in San Francisco, several weeks earlier,

Once or twice, Lord Dorrimore had at-
tempted to draw Russell’s story from him,
but he had not been successful. But Dorrie
badn’t given up hope. He was just waiting,

““About time old Lee turned up,” mur-
mured Dorrie, as he lit a fresh eigarette.
‘“Hallo, here come some of the others! A
p;;etty lively crowd. too, by the look of lt'
Oh, well, the livelier the hetter!”

get on board!” said

won- )

come out of dry dock..

———

Gf juniors had appeared on the
Dorrie coulqg
see Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West,
Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey, and Fatty Little
And  further beyond, William Napoleon
Browne and Horace ‘:tevens of the Fifth,
were coming into view.

 They're all rollin’
Dorrimore, ‘‘An’
giris 7>’

Captain Burton, hale, bluff, and hearty,
came down from the brldﬂff, ‘with his son,
There were one or two other juniors, too—
Boots and Christine and Archie Glenthorne,
Tom Burton had been showing them 1'ound

‘“ They're comin’ thick an’ fast now, boys,”

said Dorrie genially., ¢ Better make your-
wlves look smart—1i can spot several of the’
young ladies.” :

Within a few minutes the guests were
coming en board in a kind of procession.
Irene Manners and her girl chums arrived in
a group. They had arranged to meet at a
given spot, and had come by themselves.
Ena Handtforth was the only one who was
abzent,

There were eight of them—Irene Manners,
Doris Berkeley, Marjorie Temple, Violet Wat-
son, Tessa Love, Winnie Pitt, Ethel Chureh,
and Agnes Christine. And all the young
ladies were looking dainty and fresh in their
evening-frocks.

Lord Dorrimore was kept busy as he wel-
comed everybody.

*“Ah, sir, this is a great occasion!” ob-
served Browne, as he gravely shook hands,
** I perceive that the populace have arrived
in large quantities. ’Tis well. Allow me to
relieve you of your dutiecs, and do the
honours in your stead.”

“Thanks all the same,” grinned Dorrie,
“But I'm in no need of relief.” ;

‘““We are all liable to err,” said Browne
benevolently. “In my opmion, Brother
Dorrie—— You have no objection, 1 take it,
to being addressed as Brother Dorrie? It 18
a habit of mine to be quite impartial in the
distribution of my favours.”

A numoer
dock-—most of them in flannels.

up now,” -said Lord
don’t I see some of the

“You can call me what you like, young
un,” chuckled his lordship.
"Splendul' ” said Browne. *° Hm\eve you

must permit me to remark that ‘ young ’un
searcely fits my own personage. But we will
let that pass. After all, quibbles are but
empty utterances, and fit only for the
mouthu of the ignorant.”

“ Dry up, old man!” grinned Stevens.

I regret, Brother Horace, that you should
urge me tuu‘s »* sajd Browne sadly. “1I am
about o take on Brother Dorrie’s duties, and

act as host. Who better? Imagine the de-
hcrht, of all when they observe my manly¥
ﬂf_rure at the top of the gangway.”

The captain of the Fifth was as talka-
tive as usual, and he seemed slightly d;-,w-
pointed when Dorrie made it quite clear that
ne was in no nced of assistance. Browné
however, consoled himself by strolling ahont
the yacht as though he owned it, beaming

Vwith a Bindly eye apon all and Sllﬂdl}



Brotlier,

vessel,
condezcendingly.
«« Huving made my inspection, I have finally
decided to honour the Wanderer by my pre-
nee during the forthcoming trip.”

««You ought to think yourself jolly lucky
that you're invited, old man,” said Stevens,

means a bad

¢ By 1o
he observed

Horace,”

¢

‘¢ She's the finest boat
I've ever stepped on! Why, we're the most
fortunate chaps in existence, to bq the
guests of a millionaire, on a yacht of this
kind !”’ .

Wiiliam Napoleon Browune knew 1t, and he
needed no reminding of the fact; but it
pleased him to act as thoueh he were bestow-

with enthusiasm.

ing a favour to be ou the ship at all. Not
that Browne meant anything by it. It was

just his little way. lle was one of the best
chapz imaginable.

In the meantime, Nelson Le2e and Nipper
had turned up, to say nothing of Professor
Svlvester Tucker and his nephew, Timothy.
The Handforth trio had also arrived. and the

Wanderer was filled with a gay, merry
thirong.
CHAPTER 1V.
LOOKING FOR UMLOSI!
DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH  looked
round with entire ap-
proval.
“By George, the old tub’s
changed a bit —but she’s

better!”’ he declared. ¢ I hear she’s got new
engines——?

“Rather!” interrupted Church. ¢ They're
. some new invention—something that no
other ship has got! The Wanderer can shoot
through the water nearly as fast as a de-
strover—and she can cross the Atlantie i
three days and a bit!”

Handiorth nodded.

“That’s the idea,” he said. *“ Progress!

always believe in going forward!  Old
Dorrie’s shown his common sense by im-
proving ~the Wanderer—-— Hallo, what
the—  Well, I'm jiggered! Look who's

coming up the gangway!”’

Handforth, having renewed acquaintance-
ship with everyone on board, had joined his
OWn  chums—Church and MeClure—oen the
Promenade deck. They were leaning against
the rail, watching the various activities.

Church and McClure turned and looked at
e gangway in response to Handforth’s in-
\'lt-{itl_nn. There was a note of astonishment
And indienation in his voice which rtather

Puzzled them. But a moment later they
understood.
There was another new arrival—and the

atecomer was no less than
Yood, the

Fl‘ﬁnk's.

I-‘_ullwood was looking this very Dbest.
“—n}:s dandified, he was positively dazzling
i\ this oceasion. He swept on board like the
Moured gnest at a baunauect. And to Hand-

Ralph Leslie Full-
celebrated cad of Study A at St.

on
h

forth’s horror, Lord Dorrimore greeted hlm
as cheerily and as warmly as he had greeted
Edward Oswald himself.

“ Rummy!” said Church, frowning.
didn't know the rotter was invited!”

““He waszn’t invited—he’s just pushing his
way in, and old Dorrie doesn’t know it!" said
Handforth fiercely. “I'm going to knock him
backwards down that giddy gangway! Iancy
coming here! Nerve!”

He strode along the deck with a purpose-
ful air. and there waz no telline what he
might have done had not Nipper intervened.

ﬁ.’l’

Nipper was strolling aleng the deek,
accompanied by Irene Manners.
“Whal’s wrong, Handy?’ asked XNipper,

as hre noticed the angry flush on Handforth’s

face. “You'll have to g0 easy for this
evening, vou know--—->°

“I'm going to——'" Handforth paused as
he caught sight of Irene looking at himn
rather strangely. “The fact Iis I
menn Look here.,”” he burst out,
““what's that ~ad doing on board? Full-

wood, by George! Who invited him??
“There’s no need to be so angry, Ted.”

said Irene. * After all, it isn’t nice to

criticise Lord Dorrimore’'s judgment——7’

“But this rofter is invited!”’ protested
Handforth hotly.

Nipper grinned.

“Calm down. old chap—let it simmer!”’
he chucklied. “As a matter of fact, Full-
wood has a perfect right to be here.
Where's yvour memorv? You know as well
as I do that the entire IFourth Form was
invited.”’

Handforth started.

“By George!” he ejaculated.
was!t” |

“But it was only natural that lofs of
fellows couldn’t accept,”” went on Nipper.
“And so, out of the entire Fourth—Ancient
and Mecdern sections—only seventeen of us
will be able to go on the trip. Of course,
there’ll be nine of the girls and Mr. and
Mrs. Stokes, and the guv’nor, and seven
fellows out of the Sixth, Fifth, and Third.
Altogether we sholl be a jolly party.”’

“But Fullwood >> began Handforth.

“He happens to be one ol the fellows
whose parents consented to the trip,”’ said
Nipper. “Dorrie couldn’t make any excep-
tions, and he wouldn’'t if he could.”’

Nipper was quite right. All told. there
would be exactly two dozen St. Frank's
fellows con board—for in addition to the
seventeen  ¥ourth-Formers, Fenton and
Morrow of the Sixth, and Browne and
Stevens of the Fifth were invited—to &ay
nothing of Willy Handforth, Chubby Heath,
and Juicy Lemon of the Third. Nipper was
delighted with the formation of the party,
for it was representative of the entire
school. And the Moor View girls, naturally,

“So it

| were a very welcome addition,
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“0Oh, well, I suppose I shall have to let
the cad stay on board!” said Handforth
gruflly.

Ted,”” said
am quite

“Yes, I think it’ll be as well,
Irene, with perfect gravity. *I
pleaced to see him here.”’

‘“}Y leased?’’ asked Handforth, staring.

“Yes, he muy learn better manners in
such good. company,’” replied Irene. ““I've
no reason to like him, but I am sure bhe
must have some good in him,”’

“If he starts any of his tricks I'}Jl1 jolly
goon shove him in his place!” said Hand-
forth darkly. “ By the way, Nipper, 1
thought we were going to see old Umlosi?
Somebody was saying that he’d arrived
from Africa, and was on board. Spoof, 1
suppose?’’ .

“No, by jingo!”’ said Nipper. ‘“He’s. on
hoard somewhere—Dorrie told me so ten
minutes ago. Supposing we go and rout
him out?”’

“Good idea!’’
one voice. .

Irene was carried off at th:s moment by
Browne and Stevens, much to Handforth’s
displeasure. But he consoled himself by
the thought of seeing Umlosi again. And
from Lord Dorrimore, the juniors learned
that the King of Kutanaland was below In
his cabin, dressing for the banquet.

said Handforth & Co. in

“Let’s go and rout him out,’’ said Nipper
promptly.
“That’s the idea!” agreed Dorrie. “1t’s

high time the old rascal put in an appear-
ance—he’s been dressing for the last two
hours. As a matter of fact, I believe he’s
afraid to show himself.”” . -

Tregellis-West and Watson joined the
others, and they all hurried below. They
were keen upon seeing Umlosi again. A
great chief in his own country, Umlosi
always felt like a fish out of water when he
entered civilisation. He was a warrior
first and last, and any kind of convention
worried him. Heé was positively dreading
the banquet, and had almost begged Dorrie
to let him off. But his lordship had been

adamant.
The juniors arrived in Umlosi’s state-
room, hammered upon the door, and then

burst in like a flood.
PR )—1
CHAPTER V.

THE WOES OF A EING.

¢ ¢ REAT Scott!?’? gasped
Nipper blankly.
“My only hat!”’

“What—what is

it?*?
A A5 “Ha, ha, hal??

After the first chorus of startled exclama-
tions the juniors fairly yelled with laughter.
For the sight they bebeld within the state-

L the buttons were

-mous shoulders.

room was so comical that they found it
impossible to restrain themselves,

The fellows crowded in, grinning loudly.

Umlosi was there. There was no doubt
whatever that Umlosi was there. He was
SO very obviously there that the juniors
crowded round him in an appreciative
throng. :

Something had apparently gone wrong
with the works, as Handforth remarked.
For Umlosi presented a wondrous spectacle.
He was a huge man, coal-black, and with a
dignity all his own. But in the present
circumstances any kind of dlfrmty was out
of tho question.

To be exact, Umlosi was in evening-dress.
But the evening-dress was about six sizes
too small for him. The trousers scarcely
reached his ankles, and in spite of their
ample width they fitted Umlosi round the
thighs like tights. The waistcoat was
buttoned up, but it was like a belt, and
threatening to burst off
His shirt-front bulged out
with a balloon effect. And the swallow-tail
coat, splitting ominously at the seams,
utterly failed to stretch across those enor-
The sleeves ended about
half-way down TUmlosi’s forearms. The
complete effect was wonderful.

“Wau! Ye have come to mock me!
said the Kutana chief, in his rumbling voice.

at any second.

199

"'But I blamest ye not for laughing, young

masters. For am I not an Ob]CCt of dis-
dain, of ridicule, of hapless scorn?”’

£ (“‘heel up, Umlosi!®? grinned \1ppe1
grabbing his hand. “Excuse us for laugh-
ing, but we simply couldn’t help it. tht‘t’s

happened? Where on earth did you dig up
that marvellous suit?”’

“Surely thou art mocking me still, O
Manzie!’? replied Umlosi. “For is not the
suit deplorable in its meagre proportions?
Four hours have I laboured, inserting my-
self into these wondrous vestments of the
white races. And, lo, I am naught but an
object of ridicule for all my pains!”’

“But the suit’s too small for you, old
man,” grinned Handforth. s B

“Even as thou sayest, O thou of the Big
Voice!’? replied Umlosi, nodding.

“Well, ‘I like that!”’ snorted Handforth.
“Who's got a big voice?”’ '
“Pry up, old man!’’ chuckled Church,
“You can’'t fool Umlosi. He calls.a spade
a spade!’’
Handforth stared.
“Ass!” he snapped.
mention a spade.”’

“My dear  ass,
cxpression—-"" :
“Can’t you chaps keep from arguing i’m*
a bit?? asked Nipper. “Look hOIE, LmIOSL
there must be something wrong about this
suit. It Ioolxs like one of Lord Dorrimore’s’

“TUmlosi didn't even

that’s only én

{0 me—
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O thoun of the Bright_‘Ey_e‘. thou
art  mistaken!’’ said p’leloaic. Thel:b:
hideous garme.nto', were given to me by
N'Kose himself. “Twas my father who in-
structed me to wear this accursed attire.
And am 1 not his slave? Am I not here to
obey his orders?’ -

«T shall have to make some inquiries,
said Nipper  briskly. “I'll bet Dorrie’s
given you the wrong suit. Just like him to
make a bloomer.
as Handy!”’

“«But enough
said Umlosi, waving a
cplitting a seam at the same .
“Let me gaze upon ye, young white
masters. 'Tis many moons since we were
last in company. And N’Kose informs me
that we are soon to travel across the great
wabers, to places ~where the .sun shines
- with warmth, and where no chill winds
blow. Wau! = ’Twill be a glad day when
we leave this cold climate behind.”’

«“It all depends what you call cold,’”’
chuckled Tommy Watson. ‘“I've been com-
plaining about the heat all day, and  it’s
as close as the dickens this evening. XNoO
accounting for tastes, of course.”

- In the meantime Nipper had slipped off,
and he sought out Dorrie.

“Oh, there you are, young ’'un!’’ said his
fordship, when Nipper located him on the
brilliant staircase. * Nearly time for the
feed, you Ekndow. The guests are already
rollin in to the baronial  banqueting
chamber—in other words, the saloon.”’

“Just a minute, Dorrie,”’ said Nipper.
“Umlosi’s in an awful mess.”’ :

“Again?’’ asked Lord Dorrimore mildly.
“I'm not at all surprised. The old rutlian
is generally tumblin’ out of one heap of
trouble into another, especially when he 1is
away from his own climate. What's
wrong now?”

Y His suit—it’s miles too small for him.”’

“Too small?”’ repeated Dorrie. *“ Good
gad! When I looked at it I thought it
would fit an elephant!”’

“wy He says yvou gave it to him,”” went on
Wipper. “And you're wrong, Dorrie—it’s
00 bhigger than one of your own suits. I
Suppose vou didn’t make a mistake——"’

: “By the Lord Harry!” exclaimed his lord-
ship, with a start. “Now you come to
mention it, young man, I was in a deuce

€« Nay,

matters,’”’
hand, and
second.

of such trivial
huge

of a hurry when I took that suit to
Umlosi. T was in my state-room, and there
Were two dress-suits there—one of mine;

and  this
POssible "
~He hroke off, dashed down the staircase,
and ryshed to his state-room. Nipper
followed  closely behind. Ten seconds
later Dorrie uttered a roar, and turned
hl? rear towards Nipper. :

“Kick me, my son—and kick hard!’’ he
faid grimly.

Umlosi. It

one for isn't

He’s nearly as careless |

IT
“Just as you like!”” said Nipper
obligingly., “How's that?”
~MGad! I didn’t mean it literally, you

young fathead!’’ roared Dorrie, as Nipper
delivered a mighty kick. “’Pon my soul!
I shan't be able to sit down for a week!”

“Well, you asked for it,”’ grinned
Nipper.

“Look here!”’ said his lordship, pointing
to the wardrobe. * There it is—hanging up,
just as my valet left it! The infernal dolt
ought to have Lknown it wasn’t one of
mine!”’

‘The suit wus an enormous one, and
Nipper appreciated how the mistake had
taken place. Both suits had been folded,
and ‘Dorrie had careiessly taken the wrong
one to Umlosi, and the black chieftain,
obedient In all things where Dorrie was

concerned, had faithfully struggled into the

wrong garments.
'Bug the matter was soon rectified.

Nipper carried oft the big suit, and he
and Tommy Watson acted as Umtlosi’s
valets. They were fast workers, and in
less than ten minutes Umlosi emerged,
resplendent and dignified in dress clothes
which fitted him to perfection. :

e i s

CHAPTER VI
THE BANQUET.

ATTY LITTLE regarded
the festive hoard
with a sad, sad eye.

: “By pancakes!’’ he
oroaned. ““All that stuff left!
And I'm full up. I couldn’t
giddy mouthfull!?’

“another
“It’s a wonder to me you’re still alive,”

eat

satd  Willilam Napoleon Browne severely.
“Seldom have I witnessed such an exhibi-
tion of sheer gluttony! It has not only
pained me, Brother Little, but it has had

the  effect of utterly destroying my own
appetite.”’

“Rats!’? said Fattv., “It’s the feed
 that’s spoiled your appetite, vou ass!

Why, you've eaten nearly as much as me!’’

"Browne shook his head sadly.

“I grieve for your sense of proportion,
Brother Little,”” he ~ said. “Had 1
demolished one-fifth of the rations which
have disappeared into your darkest regions
I should now be prone upon the floor, a
corpse. Indeed, it passes my comprehen-
sion that you are still with us. You have
not, by any chance, a sack, or a gladstone
bag hidden beneath the~table?’’

Fatty Little grunted, and refused to
reply. He had certainly eaten well, and
Browne, for once, had scarcely exaggerated.
It amazed him that Fatty Little could
still -live. There was a rather shiny look

'abou_t Fatty's features—a bloated puffiness



Fatty was not

which told its own story.
glutton of the disgusting type as a rule;
hut this banquet had been of such royal

character that he had been tempted and

had f:llen.
The dinaer
cverybody was
Wanderer’s saloon
picture—the great table, with
linen, its glittering silver, and its bowls
of luxurious flowers. The diners, all in
evening-dress, the subdued glow of electric
lights, and all round, the stately, impressive
furnishings. It was a scene to be
remembpered.

- “Well, of course,
all here?’ Dorrie
head of the table.
sail for four days, it’s
have everything shipshape in advance. You
all know your state-rooms, an® when you
come on board on Friday youw’ll be feelin’
2t home. There’ll be no muddle an’® no
confusion. Everythin’, in fact, will go as
sweet as marriage helis.”

“It was a jolly good idea to have

over, _and
merry. The
brilliant
its snowy

was practically
smiling and
presented a

you know why we're
was saying, from the
“ Although we don’t

better that we should

this

muster, sir,” said Fenton, the captain of St.
}"rank’b i

“But there’s somethin’ e]se, old man,”
went on Dorrie. “Ladies an’ gentlemen,

kindly be good enough to cease the general
chatter an’ listen to me for a few minutes.
‘T know it’ll be an ordeal, but you surely
didn’t expect to get away from this dinner
without payin’ fc:r it?”

The company laughed, and gave Dorrie full
attention.

“ The fact is, we’ve got to decide where
we’re goin’,”> continued his lordship. “I'm
disownin’ all responsibility this trip. The
cruise has got to be decided by vote—an’
the * Ayes’ will win the day. Im other
words, we’re goin’ by the decision of the

~majority. Then there can’t be any grumblin’
later on.” .
“You mean to Dbe on the safe side,

- 1¥

evidently,” smiled Nelson Lee. :
“ Absolutely!” agreed Dorrie. “It doesn’t
matter a toss to me where we go—India,
China, Peru, Africa, Australia—any old
place. "An’ now that I’ve started the ball
rollin’, you ean carry on for yourselves.”

“I vote for China!” said Handforth
promptly.. ”

“Rats!” said half a dogzen others.
China!” ’
“Why China, Ted?” asked Doris Berkeley,
leaning across the table. “I thought you
preferred a trip up the Amazon, or a visit

933

tc ®orneo, or something like that:
“China’s the place!” declared Handforth.

“1 wrote a serial story about China once,

and all the fellows told me that everything

was wrong. I'm jolly well going to prove

that my local colour was right!”

~ *“Ha, ha, hal” | _
“Without wishing to he

“ Blow

surely

SENOTE,

field Boots firmly.
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this is one of the most unadulterated picces
of nerve on record?” said Browne mildly.
“We are here urged to visit China in ord:r
that Brother Handforth shall substantiate
the details of his frightful serial. I have
painful memories of that blistered effusion,
having once glanced at some back nm]bem
of the sc‘xool magazine in a moment of
weakness.,” B
“Who told you fo start,
manded Handiorth, glaring.
sevtled? We’re going to Chinao

gasbag?” (de-
“Then it’s
Good! I

i shouldn’t be surprised if we’re chased by a

giddy junk, and taken prisoners by
pirates—"
“Steady on, old son!” grinned Reggie

Pitt.

Personally,

Islands.”
“What-ho!”

“We haven't taken any votes yet.
I plump for the - South Sea

agreed Archie Glenthorne
approvingly. “I mean to say, the jolly old
palms, what? Silvery sands dlld balmy airs
and all that sort of stuff! Absolutely!”

“Yes, rather!” said Irene, her eyes spark-
ling. “I'd love to go to the South Sea
Islands! It’s a mp T've always longed.

- )

rotten place, anyhow!” said.
“Y vote we go to the
I meant to say that at

“China’s a
Handforth carelessly.
South Sea Islands!
first

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Everyone laughed heartily. Handforth’s
sudden right-about-face, after Irene’s vote in
favour of the South Sea Islands, was ex-
tremely comical. = And Edward Oswald sat
there, red and econfused. . ,

“Y think we ought to go to Africa,” said
Morrow of the Sixth.  *“Umlosi could take
us to his own ecountry, and we coula have
all sorts of sport.”

“Wau! Wise words, young iuaster,”
rumbled Umlosi. “Thou hast spoken well.
But of what avail are our small voices?”

“Not so small, either,” grinned Fullwood
easily. ¢ Sorry, Umlosi, old man. But I'd
much prefer to tahe a trip to India. That’s
the place!”

“ Hear, hear!” said Jack Grey. .

“India!” went on Fullwood. *“The land
of mystery an’ fakirs an’ workers of magic.
We could have tiger hunts an’ go into the
jungle an’ look over the old temple* ”

“Too jolly hot!” declared John Buster
“I don’t “believe in all
these tropical places. What’s wrong with
going to the South Pole? Snow and ice!
lnd if it comes to that, why shoulda’t we
be the first dl‘»COVEIEI‘S of the South Poie
itself ¢

But Buster Boots was apparently in @
minority of one, for norne - of the guesis
seemed to care for a cold eruise. But at
the moment evervthing was undecided-
Everybody was taIkmf*, J.nd the four corncrs
of the earthy were being discnssed.




COAPTER VIL
A MOMENTOUS DISCUSSION.

HE saloon hummed with
animated conversation.
Most of ths {fellows

had pet ideas of their
own, and they were all urging
the delights of the partmular
S}Ota of their choice.

It was just the same with Irene and the
other girls., Whilst Irene was keen on the
South Sea Islands, Marjorie Temple thought
that Australia would be the besl cruise of
all. Winnie Pitt was fascinabted by India,
and Tessa Love was just dying to go to
Brazil.

Lord Dorrimore, listening to the hum of
conversation, was mildly amused. He was
in the fortunate position of not caring where
he went. He had visited practically every
spot, on earth, and for this cruise he wanted
his gcuests to choose their own route. 1t
didn’t matter a toss to him whether they
went north, south, east, or west. He was
prepared to take the Wanderer fo any sea
that was navigable.

“What do you say, professor?” he asked,
turning to Professor Tucker, who sat near
him. “Where would you like to go this
trip?”

“Mars!” said Professor Tucker dreamily.

“Mars?” gasped Dorrie.

“Let me tell you, sir, that Mars is the
most wonderful planet in the whole solar
system,” declared the professor enthuiasti-
cally. “I am convinced that Mars is divided
by enormous canals—vast stretches of water
hundreds of miles in extent—linked up in
the most amazing system =

“But, my dear professor, though I'm
admittin’ that the Wanderer might possibly
cruise in these canals, I don’t quite see how
we can get her up there,” said Dorrie
politely. “O0Of course, you may have some
scheme.”

“Then there is Venus,” went on the
professor. “Venus is a planet which re-
mains mysterious in some respects, although
it is my personal opinion that Venus is
absolutely smothered with rank vegetation,
with utterlv impassable waterways, weed-
grown rivers, and vast
stupendous monsters

“I'm afraid we can’t go to Venus, then,”
faid his lordship renretfuh} “I'm half-
afraid that the moon is a Dbit too
dlfﬁcu]t___._,”

“Good gracious

(3]

me!” ejaculated the

professor. <«I beg your nrdon sir! Pray
accept a thousand apolowne I had no
lntentxon of discussing aqtronomn but my

mlﬂd was somewhat obsef:sei L
“Then vou don't want us to go to Mars?”
(‘huckled Dorrie.

“Good heavens, no!” said Professor
Tucker “Qurely it is not possible to
JOUrm; there? No, no, of course not—how

story,” interr
seas which teem wita -

. Sea Islands.

absurd! You were, I think, discussing this
cruise? By all means let it be the Southern
Pacific. For there the stars gleam with a
briliiance that is positively unknown in these
latitudes. And there we have the Southern
Cross, and I am told that on clear
nights -

Professor Tucker went off into a long,
dreamy eulogy of the constellations seen
from the southern hemisphere., But as Lord
Dorrimore was already in conversation with
Nelson Lee,. his remarks were adaressed fo
the empty air.

At the end of the table a hecated dais-
cussion was in progress. Willy Handforth
and his fellow-fags were at the height of an
argument. Like everybody elg2, thegr had
their own ideas. -

“I'm of the same opinion as Irene,” Willy
was saying. “Give me the giddy South
Sea Islands! Cannibals and kead-hunters,
vou know! What’s the good of going for a
holiday, unless we have some excitement?”

“There’s tons of excitement in India!”
said Chubby Heath.

“Nothing but jungles!” sniffed Willy.

“Well, that ought to suit you,” retorted
Chubby. “Just think of the snakes you
can find! And you mizht be able to collar
a tiger, and make a pet of it!” he added
S&I‘CHbthdHV

“QOr an elephant!” grinned Juicy Lemon
“1 say, it would be rather rich if you had
a pet elephant at St. IFrank’s next term, old
man! Imagine it barging into the -class-
room when you gave a whistle!”

““Are you trying to be funny?”’
Willy grimly.

“India’s no good, anvhow,” went on Juicy
with haste. “To my mind, there’s nothing
to compare with Peru.” :

“Fathead!” snorted Willy.
want to go to Peru for?”

““That’s the place where they've got
buried cities,” said Lemon. I was reading
a book once, all about the Incas. A party
of chaps went out, and found an Inca city,
and they had all sorts of Tripping
adventures—-"

“You chump, that was only an adventure
upted Willy. “You don’t find
things like that in real life!”

“Yes, vou do!” retorted Chubby Hceath.
“YWhat about that city in the middle of the

asked

“IWhat do you

Sahara, with the Ancient Romans?”
““0Oh, well, Peru’s no good, anyhow!” said
Willy. “We’'ve got to give our votes for

the South 4Sea Islands. Think of the coral,
and adventures with head-hunfers! Under-
stand, my sons—the South Sea Islands! If
you vote for anything else, I'll jolly well
smash you to pulp!”

“But iook here—-"

“I don't want to look there—my mind’s
made up!” said Willy. “You've got Lo
promise me that you'll vote- for the South
Is it a go?”



“Wait 2 minute—"

“¥'m not waiting ten seconds--is it a go?”
persisted Willy.

“Qh, all right!” growled hiz chums. *1
suppose we shall have to agree.”

“T'm glad you realise it,” said Willy
contentedly. * Honest Injun, of course?”

“Honest Injun!” said the other fags.

“Then it’s as good as settled,” declared
Handforth minor. “ My major's keen on the
South Seas now—because Irene’s mentioned
it. And I know Ena is safe. On the whole,
we ought to be safe for a majority.”

He leaned across the tabie.

*“How about vou, Fatty?” he asked
eagerly. |

“Eh?” said Fatty. Little. “XNo thanks—
o more!” :

“Who's asking rou {o have any more,
you porpoise?” said Willy indignantly. * My
hat! TI’'m blessed if you ain’t still thinking
of grub! Where do you want to go, you
fat ass?” :

“I want to go to sleep!” replied Fatty

Little thickly.

Willy Iooked at him with disdain.

““(Gaze upon it!” he said tartly. ‘“There
you see an example of the complete giut-
ton! He’s so jolly overfed that he deesn’t
care where he goes, and for the first time
in his whole giddy life he’s got the house
-full boards outside the front entrance! I
say, Browne!”

William XNapoleon
the table.

“You desire speech with me,
he asked benevolently.

Browne Ilcoked across

itttle man?”

“Yes, big boy!” retorted Willy. <« What-
ahout your vote?” :

“I have already decided that =the
Wanderer shall iravel to the South Sea
Islands,” replied Browne calmly. “There
are certain indications that we wiil have a
struggle, ‘but I shall prevail. 1 would re-
mind you that my name is Napcleon. I
wonld further remind you that my other

name is William. "And was not William the
celehrated Conqueror?”
CHAPTER VIII.
PUITING IT TO THE YCTE.

ILLY leaned further

across the table,
“What, do you
mean -— Indications

that we shall have a struggle?”
he asked. “I'm for the South
Sca Islands, too—and so are these chaps,
and so is my major, and Irene, and—"

s B e e g,
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~but misery.

L sound so attractive.

- until
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“An important group, I will adnit,” said
Browne. *But, at the same time, we shalj
need to swell cur numbers bhefore suceess
is assured. If you will close one portion
of your face, and open up two others, vou
will doubtless catch the trend of opinion
round the table. AMueh as it grieves me, 1
fear that India is the star attraction.”

“India?” said Willy. *“What rot!”

“I agree with you, Brother Willy, but :t
is the majority that prevails,” replied
Browne. < Personally, T regard India as 2a
particularly pestilential spot. Possibly it is
a delightful country in many respects, and
there is no question that it is also a
wonderful land. But for me it holds nothing .
We must set ourselves to
work and kill this blight. India, Brother.
Willy, is no place for us.” ._

Browne was quite right. All round the
table the fellows were talk;nﬂ about India,
and several of the girls were equally
animated. Lord Dorrimore, asked to relate
some of his Indian experiences, genially
chliged. And the word-pictures he painted
were so0 vivid that the entire company was
entranced. Dorrie told of the jungles, the
thousand and one romantic sidelights cof
India. And Willy Handforth fumed as he
listened.

“Dorrie’s a good scrt, but he’s too fond of
gassing ! he confided to Chubby Heath. In
two mmutes he’ll have me voting for India!
And we’ve already made up our minds to
go to the South Sea Islands!”

He caught Browne’s eye,

‘““Have no fear, Brother W!lly,” said the
Fifth Form sklpper “Trust vo me entirely,
and all will be well. This eagerness for
India is distressing, but a few choice words
will soon scotch the whole idea.”

Lord Dorrimore finished his discourse,
smiled.

“Of course, I've only given you one side
of the picture,” he added. ¥ could name all
sorts of things about India which wouldn’t
At the same time——"

““India for us, sir!”
“ Hear, hear!”

** Let’s ‘e the voting now,’
Jack Grey. *‘1’:11 for Illdhl tor one.
Le a {f‘bl'uua irip.’

“ Rather!” agread Rob Christine.

And many others voiced the same opi inion.
IT the voting had started at that moment-
there could }L ve been only one result. But
William Napcleon Browne gracefully stof‘d
up in his seat and coughed.

“What's this—another speech?”’ asked
Fenton. “ Have we got to listen to Browne?”

““Let’s shout him down!’ suggested Full-
wood. _ |

“My dear ass, we can’t shout him down
he's started,” said Lord Dorrimcre
mildly. ‘“Besides, he's got a perfect right o
speak if he wants to. Come along, Browre.
Proceed with the speech.”

and

hay

suggested
1th
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amiled in anticipation. o -

e Ladies and gentlemen, 1t s not my inten-

tion to bore you with a long discourse,” said

Blrawne oently. I am a man of a few
K2

\,l,'OI‘dS""‘”"'
«Oh!” ,
« The trouble 1s,
again, old man!

¢« Ha, ha, bal”
«« A few words!”’ repeated Browne sternly.

«T1 regret that there shoul!d be these ldi:a-
turbing  interruptions. Pray remembper,
brothers—to say nothing of sisters—that we
are not at a political meeting. We have
iust heard a wonderful description of India
trom our cheerful host. And, if T read the
signs aright, a considerable proportion of mis-
“auided fellows are keen upon going to India.”

¢ Cut it short, old son!”
“«But India, although attractive in many

vou use ’'em over and over

ways, is scarcely the ideal spot for spending -

ine summer holidays,” continued DBrowne,
«“ Let me point out that there are more
snakes in India than any other country in
the world. Imagine the horror of the entire
world if the news was flashed from continent
to continent that Handforth had been bitten
hy a snake! Imagine the absolute consterna-
tion of mankind if the fact was revealed that
William Napoleon Browne had been devoured
by a tiger. I will not mention my own feel-
ings in such an event-——although 1 can assure

vou that being eaten by a tiger is nof my

idea of fame. I would prefer my name to go
down In history in a less tragic manner.
India, ladies and gentlemen, is the home of

chutney. Surely you will not be content
to spend week after week, @azing wupon

fakirs, eating chutney, and dodging snakes?
A more blistered existence fails the imagina-
tion. And let me assure you that the heat
in India is absolutely appalling i

r “How do you know?” demanded Jack Grey.
“You've never been there!” ~
““ A fact, as I must admit,” said Browne,
1but these are enlightened days, Brother
rey. We know for an absolute fact that a
cable lies at the bottom of the Atlantic.
But have we ever been there to see it? No,
Brother Grey—we take these things for
granted. I have an uncle who spent no less
t;11ﬁ11 twenty years in India. I will not pain
You by a description of this unfortunate re-
lztt-n*_e—-but will merely assure you that he
Provides no less than three doctors with a
steady income. No, ladies and gentlemen,
hdia may be a great country, but as the
>Cene of a summer holiday, it is decidedly

fnd distinetly off the map. On the other
Ia?d! the South Sea Islands 5 :
ear, hear!” roared Willy enthusiasti-

cally,

“ Yes, the South Sea Islands!”
Ir‘in . nodding. |
s he South Sea Islands!"’ declared Edward
e;;"'a}d Handforth firmly. ¢ Listen to me,

f¥body, and I will teil you why we ought

') chuck up India and go the South Seas!”

exclaimed

To be exact, Umlosi was in evening
dress. But the evening dress was
about six sizes too small for him.

CHAPTER IX.
THE RESULT OF THE VOTE.

ROWNE looked round
rather reproachfully.
“Without wishing to
distress you, Brother
Handforth, may 1 voice a little
— reminder that I am already on
my hind legs?”’ he said swmoothly, < After
I have finished jyou may speak to your
heart’s content; but for the moment I am
the c¢cynosure of all eyes and ears.”

“ All right—T'll give you one minute!” said
Handforth generously.

““Let us dwell upon the South Sea Is-
lands,” proceeded Browne, beaming up and
down the table. < There we have a scene
to conjure with, ladies and gentlemen! The
South Sea Islands! On the one hand we
have India, with its iungles and fever-infested
swamps, its snakes and its tigers—and on
the other hand we have the serene peace
and tranquillity of a tiny speck in the
Southern Pacific. An island, set in the blue
of the ocean, and overlooked by the glorious
azure of the sky. T am no hand at describing

{ scenery, but I can assure you that there's

no place on earth to compare with the South
Sea Islands.” ..

‘““ Hear, hear!” said Willy, clapping his
hands. '
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‘““lmagine the glorious lagoon, the waving
palms, and the silvery white sands,” pro-
cecded Browne, warming to his work.
‘““Could there he a more alluring picture?
The surf of the Pacific breaking over the reef
—the thousand-and-one variegated colours of
the coral—the luscious tropical fruits, and
the homely but wholesome coconut. And,
ladies and gentlemen-—no tigers, no snakes,
no wild animals of any kind.”

“Only a few cannibals!” grinned Reggie
Pitt.

“YI will grant that cannibals may be a
possible contingency; but surely that is an
added attraction?” asked Browne. I pro-
pese that our host will now disceurse upon
the South Sea [slands- %

““There’s no need to bother Dorrie!” inter-
rupted Handforth. ‘¢ Lots of us have been to
the Scuth Seas. and we know what it's like.
And we couldn’t go to a better place for the
summer holidays.”

And, forthwith, a discussion started. It
went up and down the table in a kind of
wave. India was brought up again, buf
Browne’s brief picture of the South Seas had
wrought the change. There was not so much
-enthusiasm for India as there had been.

And when, finally, the votes were taken,
“the result was eminently satisfactory. Two-
thirds cf the Fourth were solid for the Scuth
Sea Islands. Willy & Co., and Browne and
Stevens, were equaitlly enthusiastic, and every
one of the girls voted in the same way.

There was an overwhelming majority.

“ Good!’ said Lord Dorrimore, at length.
‘“ Nothing pleases me better. I made up my
mind to let you have your own way, hut I'll
admit I’'m. pleased. There’s nothin’ to com-
pare with this proposed trip. We'll start in
four days’ time, an® go by way of the Panama
Canal., With the Wanderer’s new engines,
we ought to be in the region of the Low
Archipelago—that's a considerable distance
south of the Equator—in fifteen or sixteen
days from the time we start.”

“ Surely that’s impossible?’”” asked Nelson
Lee doubtiully. 2 ,

“Just you wait, old man,” smiled Dorrie.
“You haven’t seen the Wanderer since the
o.d engines were taken out. She is a
rearvel!  She can cut through the roughest
sca with scarcely a knot’s reduction of
speed.  Roughly, the distance is about nine
thousand miles, via the Panama. 1It’s three
thousand to New York, and the Wanderer
‘ean do it in under four days. Reckon it out
for yourself, old man.”

“We ought to be there in-under twelve
days, sir!” put in Bob Christine.
. “Unfortunately, young 'un, we can’t go at
full speed all the way,” smiled Dorrie. ©7It’s
a tedious business, getting through the
Panama Canal—an® we shall have to make
one or two stops for fuel, to say nothin’ of
other delays. Still, takin’ everythin’ into
consideration, we ought to be in the Sonth
Seag three weeks from to-day.”

1t was almost tco much to believe; but the
fellows knew Lord Dorrimore of old. It was
more than likely they would be among the
South Sea Islands a day or two under the
stipulated time. And a cruise through
Polynesia was indeed an inviting prospect.

“Good for you, Browne, old son!” saig
Willy heartily,

They were on deck now, and William
Napoleon Browne turned as the fag clapped
him on the shoulder.

‘““Did I not assure you, Brother Willy, that
all would be well?”” he asked. ‘Remember,
in all your little troubles, in your Ilittle
trials, turn to me. I have mever been known
to fail. Were I an American citizen, J should
undoubtedly be known as Mr. Fixit. For I
pride myself that I can fix anything that is

fixable. 1India, Brother Willy, is relegated
to the limbo of forgotten things. And the
South Seas loom ahead—inviting us. Brother

Stevens, let us wander for’ard, and meditate .
upon the wonders of the Tropics.”

Soon afterwards the guests departed.

In groups, and in twos and threes, they
bade their host good-night, and went their
way. Everything was settled. The cruise
was fixed, and there were four clear days
before sailing time—four days in which to
make final purchases, and pay flying visits.

“T’1l tell you what,” said Willy to Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon, as he prepared fcr.
departure. “We've got nothing to do until
Friday, so there’s no reason why we shouldn’t
have another go at Wembley. Might as well
fix it up now, my lads. How about to-
morrow?"”’

“Suit me!” said Chubby Heath promptly.
“Me, too!” agreed Juicy. ¢ Where shall
we meet?”’

“Qutside the India
Willy. “All right—it’s a go!
ten o’clock sharp.
to-morrow.” |

And, thus briefly, the matter was decided.
But even Willy Handforth didn’t anticipate
the exciting events that were booked for the
morrow, |

Lord Dorrimore was still on deck when the
last of the guests were ready to depart.
They were Nelson Lee and Nipper, and Dorrie
hesitated.

“Look here, you two,” he said gruffly. «I
don’t believe in this rushin’ off. We haven’t
“had a chance of pow-wowing all the evenin’.
It’s late now, I'll admit, but you’re not in
any particular hurry, are you?»

“Well, no—"" began Nelson Lee.

“That’s good enough for me,” interrupted
Dorrie, grabbing Lee and Nipper by the
arma. “Come on—let’s go below, We'll have
a quiet little chat over old times, an’ map
out the course of this South Sea I[sland
cruise.”” . B

But, as events turned out, the cruize was
to be mapped out in a totally unexpecte

Pavilion,” 1‘éplie¢i
1 Be there at
We’ll have a giddy whirl

 fashion.
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CHAPTER X.
A TOUCH OF THE DRAMATIC.

) WO minutes later the
! ? trio were lounging com-
; fortably in Lord Dorri-

more’s private state-
room—an apartment which was
peculiarly characteristic ot the
Wanderer s OWner.

While most of the other state-rooms were | 2

luxurious and orderly, Dorrie’s own cabin
was hopelessly untidy. There were several
enorrmous easy-chairs, and a soft carpet. But
every corner of the state-room was littered
up with oddments and papers. Cigaretfe-ash
lay on the carpet, and the whole apartment
had an appearance of comfort. It breathed
of Dorrie’s personality.

« That’s the style!” said his lordship cheer-
What

fully. ¢ Make yourselves at home!
about a drink, Lee?  Whisky and soda?
Good! Nipper, just jab that bell, there's a

good 'uni!”

Nipper abliged, and a moment later the
door opened, and Russell appeared.

«“ Good man!”’ said Dorrie. ‘ Bring in two
whisky-and<odas, and an iced limejuice—

Hallo, anythin’ wrong, Russell?”’ he added
curiously. “ Man alive, what's come over
you?”

" The steward started slichtly.

“ Nothing, sir—nothing at all,”
“I'm quite all right, sir.”

But Dorrie was looking at him in astonish-
ment. Certainly there was a great change in
Russell. His usual ealm demeanour had gone,
and he was unnaturally fiushed. There was
also a bright, excited look in his eyes. One
might have thought that he had just come
direct from a heated quarrel.

“You’re not yourself, Russell,”” said Lord
Dorrimore keenly. ¢ Have you been havin’
a row with somebody?”

“XNo, sir. Well, not exactly——

““Not exactly, en?” '

“Just a little argument with Clive, sir,”
sald Russell uncomfortably. ¢ It's nothing
at all—please don't disturb vourself, sir.
Maybe I am a little excited over the pros-
Pect of the forthcoming trip. You see, sir,

im—ow the South Sea Islands well.”’

[ suspeeted it,” said Lord Dorrimore,
nodding. ¢ You know somethin' else, too,
O I'm a Dutehman! All right, Russell—
You can feteh those drinks. But don’t come
W until [ ring,”

“Very good, sir.”

.Russell departed, and Dorrie glanced at
Nelson ILee. '

“ Notice

he said.

anythin® queer ahout that fel-

low?” he askeq.
ca dATdly  queer,””  replied Lee.  “Te
Siainly - seems mueh more  rvefined and

Selitlemanly than the averaze steward.”

mrrli‘lmt‘a;" Where vou've hit it,” agree:
o & "lhe man’s got a story—an’ if
"ol re interested, I'Il tell you.”
2 Nelson Lee and Nipper

heard all

if he had pegged out.

made it ¢uite clear that Clive Russell had
saved his life at the extreme risk of his
oW,

““I can tell you, I'm thunderin’ pleased
the boy’s well again,”® continued his lord-
ship. It would have been an awful thing
I'm convinced that
Russell is a gentleman. They’re bot¥ Cana-
dians, vou know--an’' they're refined. The
boy's had a college education, an’ Russell
himself shows breedin’ in every inch of

Tihey're both like sguare pess in
round nkoles.” :
“Won't Russell give you any account of

hiz past life?” acked Lee.

“Not a word.”

“Looks a bit fshy, doesn’t it?’ asked
Nipper.

*“It may look so, but I’'ll warrant it
isn't,”* replied Lord Dorrimore. ¢ JIf ever

I set eyes on an honest man, Russell’s one.
It's my belief he’s had a frightfully hard
knock—swindled by some of -those sharks
on the ‘other side, probably. 1'd like you
fto see the boy, Lea.”

He rang the bell, and when Russell
appeared with the drinks, Dorrie requested
him to bring Clive in at once. The steward
looked a little startled, but he made no
comment, And three minutes later Clive
Russell entered the state-room. If any-
thing, he was even more flushed and ex-
cited than his father. ¢

“This is the youngster,”” said Dorrie.
‘““ All right, Clive—don’t get flustered. I've
told Mr. Lee how you saved my life——?

“I’d almost forgotten it. sir.” said Clive
uncomfortably. < I guess you won't go
telling everybody, will you? And is it true
that we're going to the South Sea Islands?”
he added, in a sudden burst of uncon-
trollable excitement. <“Is it really true,
sip?y ,

““Yes, said Dorrie curiously.

“Dad!” exclaimed Clive, turning to his
father, ““why don’t you tell Lerd Dorrimore
now? I've asked you twenty times, and
you won’t budge! Say, you ought to tell
him—yon ought to, dad!”

Russell flushed deeply.

“Don’t take any notice of the boy, sir,
please!” he urged. ¢‘Me’s nearly off his
head about this trip——"

“And 1l've good reason to be off my head,
:ir!” interrupted Clive, turning eagerly to
Dorrie. *““The Southern Pacific is the one
part of the world where dad wants to go
to! Let’s go to the island, sir—let’s give
that scoundrel Prescott all he deserves.”

““That’s enough, Clive—that's enough!”
sald Russzell sharply.

The boy remained silent, breathing hard.

““There’s nothing else you require, sir?”
asked Russell guietly.

Lord Dorrimore shook his head.

““It won't do, Russeil—not on your lifed
he said, rising to his feet. ¢ Clive hac s2aid
auite enough to commit you to the whole

About that affaiv in 'I‘risco. Lord Dorrimore | story. You can’t let it rest where it stands.
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Of course, if it’s somethin’ purely personal, )

that's w%other matter——?

“It isn’t, sir!” intecrrupted Clive eagerly.
““ Bver since we left 'Frisco, I've been asking
dad %o tell you the story, and he won't.
He’s afraid vouw’ll disbelieve the story—the
same a8 others have disbelieved it. IU’s
about pearls, sir.”
"~ 4 Pearls, eh?” said Dorrie. ¢ Russell, old
man, you don’t know how interested I am
in pearls! Not finanecially—I['m a millionaire
—but in every other way. Come along—
let’s have the varn!®

PR

CHAPTER XI.
RUSSELL DECIDES TO TELL HIS STORY.

A7 ¢ IPPER was aware that
AR a sudden tension had
B9/ I made itself felt in the

state-room. The very
11,0 Y97 looks of Russell and his son
R were enough to account for
But there was something else.

Clive’s mention of ¢ that scroundrel, Pres-
ecott ? was significant, and it tended fto
substantiate Lord Dorrimore's suggestion
that Russell had been victimised. But it

went further. According to Clive, the
mysterious Prescott was on one of the
islands. And the mention of pearls was

even more significant than everything else.

“Oh, dad, whyv don't you tell Lord Dorri-
more and Mr. Lee?? asked Clive breath-
iesely. “I know they’ll believe you—they
ean’t do anything else! And as we’re going
to the South Sea Islands, we might just as
well go to the one island that matters.”

Russell looked rather helpless.

“T am sorry, sir,” he said, looking at
Dorrie, ““1 didn’t want Clive to force my
hand like this.

“Clive’s got &ome senge,”
grimly. ““He probably knows  what
an obstinate mule you are! 1f there’s any-
thin’ I can do to help you, Russell, just say
the word. I have already told you that 1
want the opportunity to repay that debt.
It’s up to you to spin the wvarn.”

“It’s a long story, sir——"" began Russell

said

dubiouszly.
““That’s all right—these gentleman don™
mind if they stay here all night,”” inter-

rupted Dorrie. ¢ An’ now that we're on
this thing, we’ll go through with it. You
needn’t fear that 1 shall disc¢redit you.”

““That’s just what 1 do fear, sir,’’ replied
Russell frankly. ‘I guess I've had cause
to feel uncertain. I'll admit there’s a story,
sir—but it’s such an extraordinary one
that I'd made up my mind to keep it to
myself. In these prosaic surroundings, and
without a single atom of evidence +to
substantiate it, the yarn will naturally have
a false ring about it. I don’t want you
to think I'm just an adventurer.”

Lord Dorrimore smiled.

he

“By the Lord Harry!? ejaculated.

' the young ladies.

Dorrie |

“An’ you've held back all these wecks
because of that? Upon my soul, Russel],
I’'m not =uch a bad judge of character gg
all that! An adventurer? You?  Mun
alive, I am content to accept you at face
value.?’

““Thank yon, sir.”?

“I must say that I agree with Lord
Dorrimore,” said Nelson FLee. ¢ And you wil]
be well advised, Russeil, to accept his lord-
ship’s advice and help. If a wrong has been
done you, and you are anxious to obtain
justice, Lord Dorrimore is the one man teo
turn to. We are already committed to
this South Sea Island trip, and it is merely
a pleasure cruise.”

““That’s iust what I said, sir,” putf in
Clive eagerly. “If doesn’t matter where
The Wanderer goes, does it, sir?” he added,
turning to Dorrie. ‘I mean, the Pacific is
an awful big place, and as long as the party
visits some of the islands, everybody will
be satisfied?”’ |

‘““ Exactly,” said Dorrie. -

““There you are, dad!” said Clive. “So
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t go io
our own island. I expect we shall get there
after Preseoit has begun his operations.
We shall find the place. swarming with
Kang}kas, and there might be some fighting

“Tightin’?> interrupted Lord Dorrimore,
with a start. *“‘Good gad, Russell! Do
you mean to say you were going to leave
me out of this? 1 didn’t think you were so
infernally coid-hearted! Why, an adven-
ture is the very thing we want to give this
cruise a bit of spice!”

The steward smiled slightly.

“I guess there’ll be pienty of adventure
if we go to this island,” he said with a
slightly grim. note in his voice. “But I
was thinking of the young gentlemen and
The Wanderer’s going
on a pleasure cruise, and it wouldn’t be the
thing to involve the party in a fight—par-
ticulariy as it is my own private fight -

‘“It doesn’t matter whose fight it is, if
we're on your side, we're all in it together,”
interrupted Dorrie ‘“As for the boys and
girls, there’s nothin’ to fear. They’ll be
safe -on The Wanderer, an’ we can attend
to the serappin’® ourselves. Come along,
Russell—sit down, an’ let’s have that yarn.
t’s sheer cruelty to animals to keep us
waitin’!?’

“If you insist, sir———*%

“] insist so much that you’ll either tell
that story, or you won’t leave this c¢abin
alive!?”” said his lordship sternly. ¢ You
can’'t let the matter rest where it stands,
Russell. Your son saved my life, an* I'm
anxious to do somethin’ to repay the debt.
If there's any opportunity here, I'll grab it
with both hands.”

Russell stood there, silent for a moment.
The flushed, excited look had left his face,
and he was now caim and tense. Obviously.
he had made up his mind. His eyes weié
gleaming with a sudden fire—as though his
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his blood to boii.-

thoughts caused

ory 3 _ i
?Li»‘if.-h-out guesbion. Russell had much to teli.
(live’s eyes were gleaming, too—but in

a1 different way. Ever since that San IFran-
ci.co affair he had been urging his iath_er
to confide in their employer. But the fear
of being discredited had always caused
nnssell to hold back. ‘

¢ Ypu mustn’t blame me, genilemen, if
this varn sounds tall,” .-ext;la-lr,ned Ruaszell,
a: he accepted Dorrie’s invitation, and sat
own,  “Sometimes I can hardly believe
that ail the events hnppened.. But I can
assure you that I'll tell nothing but the
sruth, without any exaggeration. I’ll leave
vou to judge for yourselves,” .
* “%That’'s the idea,” agreed Lord Dorri-
more. ““Go ahead,  old man! Let's have
‘evervthin'—right from the very start.”

Russeil settled himszelf in his chair,
began.

and

(CHAPTER XII.
THE STORY OF PARADISE ISLAND,
(Related by Warner Russell)
j
UST over seven years ago,
I was a prospercus busi-
ness man in Monfreal. |
owned and controlled an
extensive agricultural jmple-
ment- factory, with two down-

town stores.

At that time, I was living happily with
my wife and Clive—who was just about
eight. Everything was going splendidly for
me, and I had prospects of becoming one
of Montreal's most sbccessful men,

Then came the crash.

Details, after all, are unnecessary. Possi-
bly, the collapsg was largely myv own fault.

Was younger then, and I was in too much
of a hurry to turn big money into bigger.

attempted to run before I could walk,

and there’s no more fatal mistake. Briefly,
opened up two new stores, involving
myself in enormous expense. I also took

MY manager into partnership.

As a manger, he had -been all that could
be desired—as a partner, he was as crooked
I3 a corkscrew. I am not excusing myself—

saould have kept my eyes open. But I
trusted this man, and paid the penalty.

After working hard ever since my mar-
Tage. without any holiday, I left the busi-
Tiess in charge of my partner, and tcok my
Wife and child West on a trip. We went to

JAancouver, and then down  through

alifornia, and back. That homecoming
Was tragic in many ways.

My partner had  decamped with every
Penny he could realise, and the business
Was in an unsound condition. A minor
Siump had ocecurred, and this. combined
With the added expense of the two new
Siores, and the lack of funds. brousht about
a ¢rizg, .

. IH & e - i agees
TR nutshell, my entire business col-

{one evening,

Withia the months, I
became a bankrupt, 1 was left without a
penny from the wreckage, and the shock of
it all Killed my poor wife. That holiday
trip had been fatal in more ways than one~—
for my wife had contracted lung trouble in
Caiifornia—the last place on earth where
one would anlicipate such a thing—and she
had returned much weakened. The hard-
zhips entailed in the crash proved too much
for her. ;

With only Clive left, -and with my credit
ruined, I found that Montreal was no place
for me 1o live in. We managed to get to
Vancouver. I had liked the town during my
vacation trip, and it was sufliciently remote
from Montreai to suit me. In Vancouver
I was unknown. In a small way, I made a
fresh start, and within the course of a few
years I had established a modest hardware
business. I was able to send Clive to col-
lege, and I was putting a little money by
in the bank, month by month.

The old dayvs at Montreal were for-
gotten, and I found myself fairly content
with my new sphere of life. |

Being on the coast, I naturally came into
contact with many sea-faring men—indeed,
I did quite a good business at the docks.
And occasionally I had a longing to travel.
A widower, with no home ties, and with
my son at college, there was only my small
business to keep me ashore.

Well, one day this year I met Captain
McAndrew, the skipper and half-owner ot
one of the trimmest schooners I ever sef

space of a few

eyes on.. And McAndrew was a bluff,
honest Scotsman of the right sort. I had.

made no mistake with him, and I liked him

immensely.
1t seemed that he was having trouble
with the man who owned the other half

of his schooner. Mentioning one day that

I should like to do a little travellinz, he

suggested that I should sell my business
and invest my money in his schooner. He
felt that he and I would be ideal partners.

I didn’t forget my former experience of
taking a partner, but this was different.
Old McAndrew was true-blue to the back-
bone. I finally succumbed to his sugges-
tions, and sold out. ‘

From that moment I was half-owner of
the schoorer, Clyde. She was due to sail
for the Hawaiian Islands within two or
three weeks on a trading cruise, and would
then continue south through the Marshalls
and Carolines to New Guinea and Australia.

The prospect of this cruise delighted me,
although Clive was in no way pleased, for
I had decided that he should remain at
college until I returned. Now I recall all
these events, 1 am coming to the con-
clusion that 1 was born under an unlucky
star.

For another disasier occurred to me.

Clive and I had been on board the Clyde
taking dinner with Captain



remember, bhad

And Clive, I
bheen urging me to let him come on thic

McAndrew.

trip. I was more than half inclined to

yield to his pleadings.

It was late when we went ashore and the
night was inky black. I remember two oOr
chree forms springing out f{rom behind a
lumber pile; 1 struggled for a moment or
two, and then received a crashing blow
on the head which knocked me senseless.

As a matter of fact, Clive and 1 were
attacked unawares, and we really stood
no chanee. Clive was knocked out at the
same instant as myself.

When I came to my senses I knew that I
was aboard ship. I was in a bunk—a foul-
smelling fo’e’sle, where little or no light
penetrated. The creaking of timbers and
the unmistakable motion told me that the
ship was under way.

0f coursc, Clive and T had been
shanghaied.
Knocked unconscious during that en-

counter, we had been bundled aboard this
sailing ship, and she had gone oub with
the early morning tide. I soon discovered
that she was an ancient barque, her timbers
rotten, and her captain rottener. ..

- He was one of the most villainous men
T ever came .across—an American skipper
of the worst type. The barque was ill-
found, the food - was little - better than
poison, and s&he was short-handed. Clive
and I will never forget that trip, particu-

larly in the light of what happened after-

wards. We were compelled to work like
slaves under the orders of a bullying mate
and the drunken skipper. -

The barque was a slow old tub, and I
was econvinced that any kind of hurricane
would cause her to founder. I was struck
by one significant fact. A longboat was
kept constantly ready—new, in perfect
condition, and with a supply of food and
water in the lockers. 1 became convinced
that the rascally skipper had been paid
to lose his ship. No doubt she was heavily
insured, and the captain was thoughtful
for his own safety, although he didn’t care
a snap what happened to the crew. )

For the first week Clive and I suffered
tortures.

But afrer that we became more resigned.
I won't go into details here. I had more
than one fight with the mate, and Clive,
too, had his own troubles, "But by the
end of a fortnicht we were fairly broken.
We found that kicking was more than
useless.

Fortunately we had fair weather, and
when we crossed the Line the heat was
suffocating. Even with a fair wind the
barque could make only two or three knots,
and we dragged along, day after day,
erawling southward towards the islands.

Even now I don’t knew if the skipper
had any definite objective in mind. As
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'the barque to take her last plunge.

far as I could understand, he was rigidly
keeping out of the recognised ocean routes,
and was well off the track of all shipping,-

Then, one day, the storm came—a f€arful,

- devastating, tropical hurricane, |

11,
NTIL then I had never
been in the midst of a
cyclone., It was one

; of the most fearful
- 4 experiences imaginable.
: =" The captain apparently knew
that his barque could never withstand the
fury of it, for he and the mate and one or.
two of their picked conspirators, took to
the longbhoat bhefore the storm had . fairly
developed. 3 5
The rest of the crew consisted of one or
two Kanakas, a Chinaman, a Swede, two
Germans, and Clive and myself..

There was another boat—a leaky old
whaleboat. I shan’t try to _describe the
ghastly fight which took place .after the
captain had left. . That motley .crowd of
ruffians—they were all . scum—fought - like
mariacs to get the whaleboat launched. In

‘the end tHey only succeeded in capsizing

their eraft, a cable’s-length from the barque,-
and going to the bottom, or else to the
sharks. _ R

The situation was then critieal.  Clive
and I were left utterly alone on that rotten
hulk, with no other boat on board. Most
of the crew were drowned, and the captain
and his men had long since disappeared.in
the smother. I've got an idea they went
to the bottom, too—a  well-deserved
retribution. : £

As the storm increased Clive and I gave
up rope. We did think of making a raft,
but soon dismissed the idea. Even if we
succeeded in launching such a erazy device
we could never have survived. For the
sea was absolutely mountainous. I have
never before witnessed such a scene of
utter wildness. -

“ So we could only stay on board and wait
for the end. At any moment we expected
To
remain on deck was impossible, for the gale
was shrieking down like something solid,
tearing the rigging to shreds, and setting
spars adrift every moment. As a matter
of fact, Clive and I got helow just before

the mainmast snapped like a carrot and :
went overside. All this time the barque
was plunging ominously. We could do

nothing but await the end. To walk about’’
was impossible; we just clung to the furm-
ture in the dingy saloon and listened 10
the ecrashing of wreckage and the uproar.
of the hurricane, &
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ceemed to go on for ever. And
although the old tub tossed and heaved,
she didn’t founder. She was leaking; she
was listing heavily to starboard, and down
by the bows, but she kept ?ﬂoat, It Wﬁs
onc of those unexpected contingencies which
the skipper hadn’t bargained for.

I ‘won’t go into a long account of that
smother.  Clive became exhausted after
the first four or five hours and fell asleep,
and I've got to admit that I slept, too.
I had given up all hope of ever seeing

It

the blue sky again. I had been expecting |

helplessly, now high, now low, and the
scene on her deck was beyond my meagre
powers of description.

I can only say that everything was a
tangle of wreckage and destruetion. Not
a mast was left, not a spar, not a shred
of sailcloth. The g#llery had been swept
completely away, in addition to everything
movable. But the faet which struck me
more than anything else was that the
barque kept afloat. -

Hope began to revive within my breast.

If the old hulk had come through th?

. The situation was then critical. Clive and I were left utterly alone on that
rctten hulk, with no other boat on board,

the barque to take her final plunge at any
moment,

- But when I awoke many hours later, I
Was instantly aware that a great change
had taken place. The saloon was at an
“cute angle, but the how! and shriek of the
Bale had ceased. Leaving Clive asleep, I
801 up the companion and found myself
on deck 5

It wag

f morning—clear, brilliant, and
0odeq

woded with  dazzling  sunlight.  There
wia&:; t a eloud in the sky, or a breath of
Sn;n » but the sea was big. Enormous,
¢ COth-topped rollers told of the force of
i€ Tecent storm. The ship was wallowing

worst part of the storm there was every
chance that she would now keep afloat.
She was a derelict—with her bows under
water, and her stern sticking out, leaving
her rudder well above the surface. She
was just drifting with the sea.

And an hour’s inspection satisfied me
that she was getting no lower in the
water. Fortunately, the ship’s‘ store-room
was intact, and there was enough food and
water on board to last the pair of us six
months. '

It struck me as being rather ironieal that
while the captain and crew had probably
gone to their deaths, Clive and I were
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| Ky
\_} :

alive.

awbll.

The skipper had never believed )

Bt this island was obviously tizht off tha

ithat tne vessel could remain afloat, and | track, and one. I believe, that had never
even now I can’t understand why she ! been even placed on 2 chart. Indeed, I
survived. But the sea is {full of {fhose | know that this latter is a fact. Our
mysteries. istand is unknown.

When Clive awoke he was overjoyed to As T had at first suspected, it provegd
find that we were comparatively safe, |to be a ring of coral, enclosing a fairly big
although, drifting like a piece of fotsam | lagoon. But the height of the land in one
in the Southern Pacific, far out of the |jor two spots led me to believe that they
track of all shipping. there was preciot¢ | were mountain-tops—that is to ‘say, the
little chance of our being sighfed by any | summits of a submarine ridge. In that
other vessel. latitude the Pacific is of an extraordinary

That morning we had our first decent | depth, but in certain spots there are many
meal since leaving Vancouver. The fo'c’sle |islands. Now, these islands are quite fre-
hands had been fed on stuff that was unfit | quently the mere tops of under-water
for pigs, while the arter-guard had enjoyed | mountains. The sea, on all sides, goes
the very best of food. There was plenty | down to an immense depth—almost sheer.

of this latter, so Clive and I fared royally.

And after that we could do nothing,
except make ourselves as comfortable as
possible under the circumstances. The sca
subsided during the day, and by the next
morning there was only a gentle swell.

Davs of brilliant weather rollowed, with
the barque drifting imperceptibly. We
kept a constant lookoutf, in case we signted
any other ship. But as the days dragzed
on it seemed unlikely that we should ever
do so. And by now the vessel had proved
that she was in no danger of sinking.

However, it was impossible for Clive and
I to live day after day without doing any-
thing, so we occupied our time by con-
structing an elaborate raft—a big aflair.
with a small shelter in the centre, so that
we could take plenty of stores and water
with us.

How wise we were was proved just over
a week later.

For another ftropical storm
and lashed the sea into fury.

came along,
Only in the

nick of time did we get the raft launched..
And before the storm had fairly developed

we saw the barque tilt up  suddenly and
take her final plunge. All this sounds like
a purely imaginative yarrn, but it isn't.
1 could go into a thousand and one details,
put there's no need of them here.

Anvhow, the storm passed, and left Clive
and I aficat on the raft., still alive, -and
till with focd and water. And on the morn-
ing of the second day after this new storm
had subhsided, we caught sight of a faint
smtudge on the horizon.

And as we drifted nearer we
we were within sight of land.

knew that

ITT.

T first we were very
excited: but it wasn't
long before we found
that the “land’’ was

merely an isolated coral atoll—
a lagoon island of the type
dotted over the Southern Pacific
score.,

3
which i
by the

N

A S Y gy o s - e g

P Was

More by Iuck than anything else, we
managed to get the raft through a break

in the reef. for the cirele of land was, in

reality, a coral reef for the most part.
The surf was considerable, on account of
the recent storm, but within the lagoon

the water was as clear as crystal.

We drifted leisurely across it, the lagoon
itself being between three and four miles
from- one shore to the other. Whilst I was
inwardly dejected, Clive was fairly glowing
with excitement and delight.

“TLet's call it Paradise Island, dad!’’ he
exclaimed breathlessly. **Did you ever see -
anything so glorious?”’

I told him that it was a kind of dream-
island, and encouraged his high spirits.
But at the same time, I realised that there
an excellent chance of our remaining
on this atoll for the rest of our lives.

Not only was it uncharted, but it was
many hundreds of miles out of the track of
all shipping—and even those Pacific islands
in the track of shipping are sometimes left
for years without a visit. So what chance
was there here? And there was the further
possibility that we should be faced by hostile
natives. ' -

I allowed Clive to enjoy himself to the full
as we drifted over the lagoon. He was over-
whelmed by the amazing colours of the
coral, of the fishes. and even I was entranced
by the wonders of that lagoon. TUntil one
sees these thines with one’s own eyes, it is
impossible to realise their magnificence.

At last we ran ashore on the white sands
on the further side of the lagoon. My very
first task was to search for water, for we

i had precious little left on the raft—and 1

was not unaware of the fact that many of
these coral atolls are devoid of all fresh
water—except for the rain.

However, the problem was soon solved, for
we found a delightfully fresh spring-—a spark-
ling, rippling brook which came down through
one of the groves, where palms and bread-
fruit grew in profusion—together with many
other trees. And the hibiscus fiowers were
scattered in myriads. :

('live had been quite right in describing the
island as a paradise. It certainly was—oO0l



would have been If any mode of communica-

¢ion with the outside world had existed. It
was the knowledge that we were cut off--
marooned—that spoiled the effect.

A very brief survey of the island assured
us that we were the only living things upon
it. And, as far as 1 could judge, no human
peings had ever lived there—it was in its
primeval state.

As it happened. we needn’t have worried
about the water, for on the following day the
skies clouded over, and rain descended for

two solid days—ax only tropical rain can
descend. And by the time it was over, and
the skies cleared again, the islapd was

smothered with fresh water pools, containing
thousands of gallons. If necessary, we could
'have fashioned a miniature lake, with a big
water supply.

Clive. of course, was agz high-spirited as
ever, and was confident that a ship would
show up in a very short time, and that we
should be rescued. He didn’t seem to realise
that by all the laws of chance we should be
lenely castaways for years on end.

In order to keep my spirits up, T worked.
With Clive’s help. 1 szet about making a
house. We used most of the raft for this
purpose, assisted by many of the timbers
from the island itself. At the end of a week
we had erected quite a respectable little
dwelling. During this time the weather had
remained perfect, and our lives were tranguil.

One day Clive went off before breakfast for
a bathe, At firet we had been rather un-
certain about entering the lagoon, but we
pad soon found that sharks were abhsent from
this ideal Make. Moreover, sharks are like
everything else—they generally avoid human
peings. Most of the shark stories one hears
are more or less fietitious.

We had reserved a number of timbers, and
nad manufactured a smaller raft—just some-
thing on which we could negotiate the lagoon
f necessary. Clive took this out, and dived
from it. And in the meantime I prepared
nreakfast. As he didn’t turn up at the
right time, I went down to the beach to look
for him. -

Rather to my surprise, T zaw the raft far
out on the lagoon, well over a mile distant.
Et was drifting, having evidently broken away
-rom its usual mooring-rope. For a moment
[ was rather scared, thinking that Clive had
met with some disaster.

Then I saw him climh on the rait, and
wave to me. He shouted, and in that erystal
Alr his voice carried over the water with ex-
traordinary clarity. He assured me that he
Wwould wait until the raft drifted ashore, and
then return to camp by the reef.

S0 1 could do nothing but wait.

It struck me that Clive was an extra-
Ordinary time. Watching him, I saw him
dive repeatedly—particularly when he got
Dearer to the other shore. But at last the
i"??}’ raft drifted oun to the white sands, and

live made it secure. Then he came running
along the sands.

-

It was a long journey for him—some miles.
The island was not an island in the ordinary,

accepted sense of the word. The land
formed an alinost complete circle— somethine
like a broken hoop. On the outer edge of
this hoop the suri of the Pacific pounded,
and the interior of the hoop was filled by
the lagoon. The broken section, of course,
signifies the opening in the reef.

I have used a hoop as a simile, but I am
afraid it is a rather inadequate one. The
reef was by no means circular, but distinetly
uneven, broadening out in places, and narrow-
iIng in others, with several minor hills here
and there. At least, I think I have made
myself clear.

Clive, therefore, having drifted ashore on
the lagoon sands some miles away, had to
return to the camp by the beach—or, in
other words, along the inner side of the hoop.

When he arrived—minus all clothing, o
course, except for a pair of shorts—I saw
that he was carrying something in bis hands.
1t proved to be an ecnormous oyster,

“The whole bed of the lagoon is smothered
with them on the other side, dad!”’ declared
Clive excitedly. ¢ I've never seen so many
in all my life! We shall be able to have
oysters every day!” :

I looked at the great shellfish, and my
heart started thumping. Clive was thinking
of many possible feasts, but my own thoughts
turned in quite a different direction.

Shell!  Until this moment I had never
dreamed that Paradise Island was a treasure
of oyster-shell. For shell of this deseription
has a high commercial wvalue. And one
thought led to another, and I stood there,
turning the oyster over and over, genuinely
excited.

“Pearls!” I murmured musingly.
Jove, T wonder!”’

“ Ry

1V,

HE thing seemed too big
to be true—=too
stupendous!

I was well aware that

most of the pearl fisheries exist
- < in the Southern Pacific, but I
had always coupled Australia with the
thought of pearls. Here, on this isolated
atoll, it seemed that the thing was impos-

o

sible. Yet, upon due consideration, I saw no
earthly reason why pearls shouldn’t exist
there. The atoll was uncharved, and

probably unknown to any living beings ex-
cept Clive and myself,

Naturally, I decided upon an immediate in-
vestigation. After a hurried@ breakfast, I
went withh Clive to the spot where the raft
was lying on the bheach. We embarked
upon it, and it was just capable of sustain-
ing our weight. Then, paddling out over the

~erystal water, we moored the raft several

hundred yards from the beach—where the
bed of the lagoon lay about three fathoms
helow us.
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It was a fascinating sight.

The water of a tropical lagoon is so
amazingly crystal that one scarcely believes
It at first—like the lrishman at the Zoo,
who, seeing a giraffe for the first time, de-
clares that there’s no such aunimal. One
can hardly credit that one is actually float-
ing upon water.

As Clive and I leaned over the rqft we
could see the shadow of it on the lagoon bed.
And we were gazing upon an absolute para-
dise of colour. KEverything was gorgeous.
The shells, the fish, the coral. All com-
hined, the picture was entrancing and in-
toxicating.

But I must confess I was too excited to
pay much heed to the charm of my surround-
ings. The thought of pearls had sent my
heart thumping, and I had to fight with
myself. 1 felt That I was acting like a fool
to even think of such prepobterous pOssi-
hilities.

At first I thought Clive had exaggerated,
for I only saw comparatively few oyster-shells
on the sea bed—Ilying there, gaping open in
the most grotesque fashion. But Clive
assured me that we were 4 little out of our
location. The majority of the oysters were
further to the south, where the whole bottom
of the lagoon was alive with shell.

But this sample was enough for me. 1
spent two or three hours diving, and bringing
ovsters to the surface. I couldn’t possibly
wait until the oysters had rotted, in the
usual way. Having obtained a good supply,
Clive and I got the raft back to the beach,
and then we made an examination.

With my jack-knife T forced the shells
open, and eagerly examined them, .Ciive, of
course, expected to find a peari in each
shell—but I knew something of the pearl
industry, and realised that only one in a
hundred may contain anything of value, or
even one in a thousand.

But the shell itself is of considerable
worth, and this alone interested me. But
after we had opened two-thirds of our
“take,’” we struck lucky. Out of that shell
I fished one of the most amazing pearls I

-have ever set eyes upon—a great, round,
lustrous object of pure white. It was
almost as large as a marble. It was in-

credible. And my excitement was so great
that I felt sick and giddy with it.

The thing was true!

By the remotest chance on record, Clive
and I had stumbled upon a. bed of pearl
ovsters. My first nmpulse was to work like
mad, day and night, in bringing the shells to
the surface. But then a reaction set in, and
I realised what a useless proceeding this
would be.

I had the knowledge—and that was suffi-
cient. The pearls were there, and perfectly
safe. DBut what value were theyv to me?
Although I didn’t tell Clive su, I had an idea
that we should never be taken off that atoll.
All the gold from the vaults of the Baunk of

.

==

England wouldn’t have been of any use to
us. And pearls -vere equally useless.

The days passed, and I regarded the whaole
situation with a level head. Now and again,
Clive and I would do some diving,
up some more pearls. And I secured six hne
sEe;*llmens-thﬂ prize from some hundreds of‘
Sneyis .

The first one was the king of the lot.*
The other five, although good pearls, were
little more than half the size. I was com-
pletely satisfied. If this oyster-fishery could
produce half a dozen pearls as the result of -
my scrappy labours, what could it produce
whken the work was done properly, with a
scere of expert divers on the job?

Naturally, I surveyed the lagoon in a very
thorough manner. And I discovered that the
oyster-bed extended for a full two miles to-
wards the south. I told Clive, without exag-
geration, that the lagoon contained a vast
fortune. Lying here, unsuspected, for any
number of years, these pearl ovhters were
jllq;} waiting to be scized and converted into
cash.

I found myself dreaming—picturing the
day when we should be rescued from the
atoll. I made wonderful plans for the future
—dizzy, glorious plans. 1 pictured myself as
a man of wealth again, with even greater
position than I had enjoyed in Montreal, at
the height of my business success.

I bhad almost forgotten old Captain
McAndrew, and my half-share in the
schooner Clyde. What was that now, any-
way? The half-share in a small trading
ship! It was an insignificant trifle compared
with the riches which lay at my very feet.

After the first week or two Clive became
impatient. The novelty of the island wore
off, and the loneliness of our existence tended
to have a bad effect upon us. We fed well,
for the island was abundantly covered W]th
fruits, and there was fish for the mere
taking.

But, with the passing of the days, we be-
came more and more convinced that our fate

was sealed—and that we should never see

civilisation again. Indeed, we resigned our-
selves to the inevitable, and gave up our
last hope.

And then, of course, the whaler arrived.
Just when we had made up our minds that
rescue was impossible, rescue came.

V.

T was Clive who canght sight
of the whaler first. He
had gone across the reef

-~_ while I was preparing
'7_;_: brmhlcat in order to have a
- And he sud-
llUll\ came lunmnﬂr to me hlb face flushed,
his eyes glittering “with excitement.

“Dad!” he gasped. “There's a ship!”’

and hrmcr .
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«“ A ship!” I repeated, with an incredulous
stare. ‘ Nonsense!’

I simply couldn’t believe it. It seemed
too good to be true—too wildly impossible.
But when I hurried across the reef witlh
Clive, I was not left long in doubt.

Far out, and almost hull down, I could zee
" the canvas of a sailing-ship, gleaming in the
sunlight. I can’t describe my feelings at
that welcome sight. I had never expected to
see a ship again,

And for hours Clive and 1 experienced
torture,

It was almost a calm, and we couldn’t tell
whether the ship was approaching the island
or not—she seemed to remain in exactly the
samie position, But at last, towards noon,
the wind freshened slightly, and we were left
in no further fear as to her course. She was
making straight for the island. _

Then, my anxiety being over, I thought of
othber things. A whaler! And probably a
villainous skipper and a cut-throat crew,
One word to them about the lagoon’s secret,
and there would be frightful trouble.

Fortunately, the oyster-bed lay at the ex-
tremity of the lagoon, where the water
shoaled away to the shallows. If the whaler
entered the lagoon, she would undoubtedly
drop her anchor in the deep water, where
there was no sign of a single oyster. And
it was quite on the cards that nobody would
think of exploring, especially if we mentioned
nothing.
~ I certainly had no idea of sharing my
discovery with the captain of a whaler—
although, to tell the truth, I was grateful
enough for the arrival of a ship. In any
case, it would be far better to judge what
kind of a man he was hefore making a final
- decision.

We lit a huge fire, and the great column
of smoke acted as a signal. I instructed
Clive to breathe no word about the pearls,
and to leave everything to me. I also told
him that there was a distinct possibility of
our remaining on the whaler for a year or
two. I know what kind of ships they are.

She came right in, and dropped her hook
into the lagoon with a clatter. And a boat
soon put off, and I found myself face to face
with the skipper and two or three members
of the crew. As I had half-anticipated,
they were a tough lot.

The captain was a German, and it would
he quite impossible to enumerate the
nationalities of his crew. The ship was one
of the dirtiest I had ever set eyes on, and
she was as slow as a tub.

It appeared that she had merely come to
the atoll for water. Having been blown off
hier course -by one of the Pacific storms,
<he had sighted the island by chance, and
her skipper had thought it possible that he
~ould find a spring.

he was greatly

and
interested in our story, for he could under-

white people there,
stand and speak English fairly well. I told
him exactly what had happened, for therc
was no earthly reason to conceal the fact

that Clive and I had been shanghaied.

To my great relief, the skipper showed
no desire to explore the lagoon—the thought
of any possible pearl oysters never oeccurred
to him. No doulit he had been disappointed
tco many times. For one may cruise among
the Pacific atolls for years without striking
a real find. The luck of Clive and I had
heen phenomenal. It was just one of those
strokes of chance which come to a man now
and again.

I discovered that the whaler was intent
upon making for Sydney, and she reckoned
to be in harbour in les$ than three months.
This was an eXxcellent piece of news. Clive
and I offered to work our passage, and the
offer was accepted. )

We worked, too—we worked harder than
we had worked on the other ship. That
German skipper was a tartar! After the
first three or four days I was delighted at
baving kept mny secret secure. The whaler
contained no gear for the purpose of pearl
fishing, and her crew was hopeless. Nothing
but trouble would have resulted if 1 had
revealed the secret of the lagoon., Indeed,
I am convinced that mutiny would have
broken out, with the possible murder of
many men. They were not the type to learn
such news without losing their heads.

As it happened, we were soon caught ‘n
a terrific hurricane, and for two solid days
we fought it, being swept hundreds of miias
out of our course. Furthermore, the whaler
was crippled, and when the storm died
down, the captain came to a fresh decision.
As we had favourable winds, we set our
bows towards San Francisco. A great deal
of the whaler’s canvas had gone, and we
were in a pretty bad plight altogether. The
distance to ’Frisco was much shorter, too.

Clive and I, of course, were overjoyed
at the change, for ’Frisco was the one port
we desired to enter. It would be a trivial
matter to get to Vancouver once we had
landed.

Everything comes to an end at last, but
that voyvage seemed eternal. However, we
entered the Golden Gate after weeks of toil
and weeks of bad food. Never in my iife
have 1 been so glad to see land. OQOnece
ashore, Clive and I felt that we had ijust
come out of prison. -

We were able to breathe again. I hugged

-my precious pearls, and had no fears for the

immediate future. For those six pearls
meant comparative afflnence—at Jeast, so I
supposed.

But within twenty-four hours of landing
in 'Frisco,- I came precious ncar to finding

He was extremely astonished to find two € myself in gaol.
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Y1

E had landed prac-

tically penniless, bub

I hadn’t cared a

snap, for my waist-

coat-pocket contained a minia-

ture fortune. Both Clive and 1

were perfect scarecrows, and although we

hadn’t thought of our appearance on bhoard

the whaler, it made all the difference now
that we were back in civilisation.

My first thoughts, thercfore, were con-

nected with the pearls. It was up to me

to sell one of them, in order to get some

o

J

they were obtained—otherwise he will not
look at them. And any disreputable buyer
will pay next to nothing.

I went to a big jewel merchant, but was
cautious enough to produce only two of my
smaller pearls. Even this nearly proved
fatal, He was suspicious at once, and nof
only refused to have anything to do with
me, but came precious near to informing
the police. Heaven knows what he would
have done if I had shown him the biggest
pearl of all!

It was a shock to me, and I began
realise that I should have-to adopt different
tactics. So I left Clive in Golden Gate

STORIES OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVEWTURE |

S o
ti

o

(New Series.)

THE No. 5.

| Boys’ |
{ Friend

-

ARNOLD.

BOMEBARDIER DICXK]
A Rousing Story of Boxing and Army Life.

No. 6. REDSKIN AND RANCHER.
A Thrilling Yarn of Wild West-Adventure.
No. 7. THE RIVAL PIRATES.
A Stunning Tale of Thrills at Sea.
No. 8 CARDEN Or CARDENSHIRE.
A Topping Story of County Cricket. By RICHARD RANDOLPH.

By CAPT. MALCOLM |}

By CECIL HAYTER. s
By STUART MARTIN. '

| Library

(New Series.)
No. 5.

y THE
| Sexton
{ Blake

i Library

and Mdlle. Julie.

No. 8. THE CASE

A Magnificent Tale of the Secret Service,

THE MYSTERY OF THE PLATINUM NUGGET.

introducing Granite Grant

No. 6. THE CASE OF THE NAWAR'S SON.,
A Romance of Fashionable London and the Mysterious East.
No. 7. THE ADVENTURE
A Story of Thrilling Adventure and Clever Detective Work,
OF THE TEN DIAMONDS.
A Fascinating Tale of Detective Adventure in England,
Dr. Huxton Rymer and Mary Trent.

OF THE EGYPTIAN STUDENT.

introducing

THE SCHOOL-
BOYS' OWN
LIBRARY

RICHARDS.

CLIFFORD.

No. 8. HIS BROTHYR’S BURDEN.
A Dramatic Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim ’s.

No. 7. THE KIDNAPPED CRICKETER.
A Stirring Cricket Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK

By MARTIX }

NOW ON SALE!

PRICE FOURPENCE EACH! |

ready cash. TUntil T had money, we dared
not present ourselves at a decent hotel, and
it was impossible to obtain decent clothing
without the necessary dollars.

Our joy at being in ’Frisco was so great
that we overlooked any possible risk. Clive
was bubbling over with extitement. We
could sell our pearls, fit out a ship, and

return to Paradise Island—as we had
christened it. It all seemed so simple.
But when it came to realising on my

pearls, I began to appreciate the difficulties.
Pearls, like all precious stones, are extremely
hard to dispose of. Any reputable buyer
must know where they come from, and how

Park, and penetrated Chinatown—I went
into one of the worst quarters of the city.
My disreputable appearance rendered me
quite safe.

Briefly, I disposed of two pearls. It was
a Chinaman who bought them from me, and
he gave me one ‘hundred dollars—althouzh
they werc worth a thousand and over. But
it was ready money I wanted, and this was
the only way of obtaining it.

With the hundred dollars, Clive and T
bought modest outfits—just enough to make
ourselves decent. Then we took a room
at a small hotel, and felt that we were clean
again.  After months on that infernat
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of that

the
was toe glorious for words.

whaler, Juxury modest
The next day, after a good rest, 1 felt
encouraged. I went to two or three big
dealers, but they all regarded me with sus-
picion. 1 managed to sell one more pearl—
obtaining five hundred dollars this time--but
jt was a risky position. _
with that cash, Clive and I lost no time
in Loarding the train and sctting off north
for Vancouver. Here another shock awaited
me. The Clyde had sailed a week or two
after Clive and I had been shanghaied, and

she hadn’t been heard of since. She was
written down as a total loss, having

evidently foundered in one of the big storms
ihat had been particularly prevalent that
season. _
" 8o my scheme for taking McAndrew into
my confidence had gone by the board. 1t
was no longer possible to fit the Clyde out
as a pearling schooner and set off for the
isiand. My sole capital had vanished, too.
The insurance company would pay nothing
—until more definite information regarding
the Clyde’s loss came tc hand. And I knew
it would be a question of endless waiting.

And I was impatient—I wanted to get
something done. I had a horror of some-
body elsc discovering that pearl lagoon.
Vancouver proved to be a hopeless place
for my purpose. ’Frisco was much more
promising, so Clive and 1 returned.

And at last I fell in with a big dealer
jin pearls and other precious stones—a man
pamed Jonathan Prescott. He was a ship-

owner into the bargain, owning and con-
trolling a considerable fleet of ships. Most

of these were schooners and other frading
vessels of the type which are to be fouand
in Pacific waters. And I felt mysell to be
on solid ground at last.

Prescott was a biuff, hearty man with 2a
manner which inspired confidence. Ie was
centhusiastiec about my story. And when 1
showed him the pearls his rapture was un-
bounded.

I went into full details, and I could see
that he was completely convinced. He
&greed to send out a schooner without any
delay, and arranged to go on the trip per-
sonally. Being practically a millionaire, ae
.could afford to leave his head oflice when-
ever he chose.

Everything, of course, was arranged from
A legal standpoint. An agreement was
l.’_i'awn out in the presence of a lawyer and
sligned. We were to share fifty-fifty all
through, and it was an arrangement which

readily agreed to. I had certainly dis-
tovered the lagoon, but I could do nothing
without capital. Prescott supplied that
tapital, and was entitled to half-shares.

Prescett  bhought my remaining pearls,
agreeing to pay me an excellent price. Ile
Supplied. me with ready cash, and placed
ten thousand dollars to my credit in one
of the banks. This ten thousand was pay-

hotel |

ment for the big white pearl, and I con-
sidered it a wonderfully fair price,.

Well, an expedition was fitted out with-
out delay—a sound schooner being pressed
into service. Everything was in training for
the trip. It was arranged that we should
go considerabily out of our course to start
with, picking our way among the islands,
selecting Kanakas for the diving work. We
wanted men who had no knowledge of the
value of pearls, and it would need careful
and cautious selecting. Only by choosing
such men should we be secure.

Prescott was not worried about time. It
was one chance in a million, he declared,
that anybody else would discover the
lagoon. And it would be far better for
us to go leisurely and pick our labour in
twos and threes from different Islands than
to rush into the thing with a hastily
gathered crowd.

It would probably be three months bhefore
the schooner finally reached Paradise Island.
But that wouldn’t matter a toss. We
should be able to do our work speedily and
effectively once we arrived.

At last the sailing day drew near.

Clive was coming with us, of course, and
he was bubbling over with anticipation.
Everything was now going smoothly. bly
troubles were over. And then came the
bombsheil-—three days before sailing time.

I went to Prescott’s office in response to
a telephone invitation—needing, in fact, some
ready cash. Prescott bhad always supplied
me with what I required, and I saw no
reason to suspect trouble now,

But trouble canme—the most stupendous,
staggering trouble of all. And it came with
the unexpectedness of a thunderbolt. |
walked into Jonathan Prescott’s office, and
he disclaimed all knowledge of me! He
treated me as a perfeet stranger, and said
he had never seen me before in all his
life!

VII.

O say that I was bowled
over is to put it in-
adequately. I was
literally stunned by

this right-about-face on Pres-
cott’s part. I faced him, be-
wildered and aghast. : '
He asked nie who I was, why I had come,
and informed me that as his {ime was
valuable he could not waste any. I stam-
mered out something concerning the tele-
phone conversation, and he told me that he
had never used the telephone in connection
with me, and did not know that I was
staying in the city. :
After the first few minutes a revulsion of
fecling seized me. -
Previously, I -had liked Jonathan Prescott.
Now, with a floed of light, I could see that




he was a trickster. His geniality was 3
pose. He was a crook to the finger-tips.

judge of
at

Perhaps I'm not much of a
character—that cxperience indicated so,
all events, 1 guess! DBefore leaving
office I began to ”Lt a glimmering of his
purpose.

The infernal rogue had got hold of my
secret aken my specimen pearls.
He was the only man I had consulted re-
garding Paradise Island—with the single ex-
ception of his lawyer.

Remembering our fifty-fifty
taxed him with it, and suddenly felt my
confidence returning. 1 hadn't been fool
enough to go into this thing blindly—I had
it all in black and white! When I told
him about the agreement, he laughed, and
said that I was mad.

Indeed, in the end, he called several of
his office staff, and had me forcibly ejected
from . the building. At the time- I didn't
realise the humiliation of the affair—I was
too stunned and furious.

Prescott had double-crossed me! Without
any question whatever, that was his game.
Having drained me dry of all information,
he was intent upon leaving me in the lurch,
The absolute filthiness of the thing made me
hoil. I rushed to my hotel, told Clive, and
the boy’s shock was even greater than my
own. It meant a ghastly disappointment
for him.

My next move was to take the agreement
out of a burcau—where I kept it locked
away in a sealed envelope. And when I
looked at it I realised to the full how I
had been duped and swindled. Never in my
life before had I been so badly stung.

The agrecment was just blank de&[‘!

It was unbelicvable, for I had placed it
in the envelope, and had sealed it with my
own hands. Of course, it didn’t take me
long to guess the truth. Some diabolical
kind of ink had been used for the agree-
ment—some devil’s liquid, which remained
black for a few days, and then became in-
visible. I had read of such tricks, but
never dreamed that I should be caught by
one myself. From the very first I ‘had
trusted Prescott implicitly. -

This new discovery brought a fresh sus-
picion into my mind. What about the
lawyer® I had never had a great opinion
of American lawyers, but thlb man bad
seemed an average sort of fellow, no worse
than scores of others of his,t;rpe. I rushed
round to see him, and it’s hardly necessary
to add that his office ‘was closed and empty.
That office, as I now know, had been
especially rented and prepared for the pur-
pose of throwing dust Iin my eves. I was
a stranger in ’Frisco, and had never had
any cause to suspect either Prescott or the
lawyer.

But now I knew the truth.

Still, I had the ten thousand dollars in
the bank—the purchase price of the great

agreement, I

his_

alici |

white pearl.
wasn't altogether surprised when I learned

I went to the bank,

that the money had been withdrawn.
According to the terms of our partnership,
Prescott ‘had had the right to put his
finger into my business. I was a fool to
trust him so much, but I was so intoxi-
cated by the sudden success of my ¢nter-
prise that I had lost caution.

By heavens! I had been taught a lesson
now! And it was casy to understand why
Jonathan Prescott had agreed to pay me
ten thousand dollars for the single pearl!
The money had never been out of his keep-
ing at all!

The net result of all this was that I was
stranded again—and in a ten times worse
position than before¢. For not only was I
down to my last five-dollar bill, but I now-
had no pearls to fall back upon. Merci-
fully, our hotel bill had been paid in
advance, otherwise Clive and I might have
been in more serious trouble still.

I hadn’t worried @bout cash, knowing, as
I thought, that I could obtain as much as
I wanted from Prescott. I went to his
office again, with the intention of demand-
ing an explanation of that fake agreement.
He wasn’t there. 1 went half over the
city- in search of him.

I remembered the schooner in harbour,
and it struck me that Prescott might have
paid a visit to her. I might have known
that the schooner would never bhe there. She
had gone—sailed the previous day. As a
matter of fact, as I afterwards learned, she
had gone south to San Pedro, .the port of
Los Angeles. And Prescott, travelling by
train, joined the schooner at San Pedro and
she set sail for my Paradise Island.

Yell, there I was in 'Frisco, broke to the
wide and broken in spirit.  After all my
trouble—after all my hopes and expecta-
tions—I found myself left like a siranded
fish on the beach.

It took me two whole days to get over
the effects of that shock. All this time
Clive was. fuming and f{retting—urging me to
do sometlnn"—-but I knew perf{,(,th well
that nothmrr could be done. To inform
the police was out of the question. I
hadn’t a shred of evidence, and even if I
had Prescott wasn't on the spot. I geickly
realised the {utility of taking any action.
The fewer people who knew about thav
pearl lagoon, the better.

I did go to one or two big business men
—sound, established bankers and so on.
But I was only laughed -at for my palns.
I was looked upon as either a rogue or a
madman. I had no proofs of my story—
not even a pearl to show in evidence of
good faith.

And how could I blame these business
men for doubting me?  Any crook could
nave walked into their offices and told
them a similar story. Was it likely they'd

L part  with money, or agree to fit out an
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expedition on my bare word alone? I guess
nof.

[ was oblized to s@l my watch and chain
in order to obtain money for food. And in
the end Clive and I had to seek work. 1t
wasn't even possible to get up to Van-
couver—into honest Britisls territory. I
had friends there—not that I would appeai
+5 them for any help. But I should have
relt more at home on the soil of my own
Jand.

The next best thing was to get work on a
Rritish ship. More and more the fact had
forced itself on me that I had better keep
guict about the lagoon and- the pearls. 1

should only be laughed at—scorned and
distrusted. Evervthing had gone dead
against me. Prescott had gone, and even
Captain  McAndrew and the Clyde were
listed as missing.

After several days of fruitless search, 1
came upon the Wanderer, in ’Frisco docks.
1 never hoped that Clive and I would strike
jucky, but we did. 1 was overioyed when
I obtaiped a position as steward—and
thankful to Heaven when Clive was enabled
to come with me. By that time I haa
learned to be thankful for small mercies.

That, gentlemen, is my story—told briefly,
I will admit, but I think I have Ileft
nocthing out. I don’t expect you to believe
it, but I have at least stuck to the truth
{from first to last. :

— R

CHAPTER XIIL
JUST LIKE OLD DORRIE.

g R. WARNER RUSSELL
was rather hoarse as
J he spoke the last

words of bis remark-
narrative. Throughout
Ry < that strange story of adven-
ture and discovery and villainy, his listeners
had remained intently attentive. '
And now a brief silence {fell.

clive Russell was standing beside his
father, his face flushed, his eyes gleaming
with excitement and hope. Lord Dorrimore
was reclining back in his chair, smoking
dreamily,  Nelson Lee and Nipper were
afiected in different ways. Lee revealed no
sign of emotion, but Nipper was almost
a3 flushed as Clive. - '
Lord Dorrimore was the first to speak,
aind his words were characteristic.
“Hard luck, old man,” he said
extending his hand to Russell.

“You believe what I told you, sir?” asked
the steward huskily.

“Every word of it,” replied his lordship,
tossing his cigar end into an ashtray.
Man alive! TI’ve knocked about the world

able

simply,

- enciigh to know a true varn when I hearv

1t. Russell, yow've had the most deuced
lzck PPve ever heard of. But why in the
name of all that’s amazin’ didn't you tell
e this befere?’ ne addsd irdignantly.
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We lit a huge fire, and the great
column of smoke acted as a signal.

“You confounded idiot, why didn’t you tell
me this in °’Frisco?”

Clive lconed forward.

“That’s what I said, sir!” he burst out.

“l asked dad to tell you a dozen times—
but he wouldn’t—he was afraid you’d be

like all the others, and call him a liar!”

“It's a Dbally shame!” growled Dorrie.

"How long  had that schooner sailed,
Russell, when you first came on the
Wanderer?”

“Just over a week, sir.”

“By the Lord Harry! We could have
grabbed her before she left San Pedro!”
snorted his lordship. “The Wanderer can
simply fly—as yeu know. But it’s not a
biz of good cryin’ over spilt milk—we’ve
got to do the best we can under the cir-
cumstances.”

Dorrie looked round.

“Well, ycu old oyster, haven’t you got
anythin’® to say?’ he demanded, giving
Nelson Lee a slap on the knee. “What's
the idea of sittin® there mum? Qut with
yeur opinion, man!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“There is only one opinion possible,” he
said quietly.  “Of course, Nr. Russell, T
accept yeur story in all its details. From
the first word to the last it had the ring
of 1irue sincerity. You have met with
misfortune after wisfortune, and 1 can cnly

7
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You are not

express my xeen sympathy. :
thz first man who has been dealt with so
atrociously.” :
russell’s eyes gleamed with a new Kind
of light.
“f guess you're real good to me,

gentle-
nien,” he said, with a little huskiness in
his voice. “I had sworn that I wouldn’'t
tell that yarn again, but I’m glad I did
tell it now. If you have finished with e,
sir——" he went on, turning to Dorrie.
“Rinished with you, be hanged!” inter-
rupted his lordship gruffly. ‘An’ look ‘here.
Russell—enough of that ‘sir’ business.
When you an’ your son came on board at
‘Frisco you signed as steward an’ page.
At that time I guessed you were fellows of
breedin’, but you wouldn’t open your
mouth, Now that I know the truth, every-
hin’s changed.” » 3
. g | don’ta quite understand, sir,” said
Russell. ' '

¢« Good gad, what did I tell you about
calli’ me °sir’?” growled Dorrie. “From
this minute, Russell, you an’ your son are
members of my party. Understand? An’ it
isn’t usual for a guest to use ‘sir’ when
he’s addressin’ his host.’

Russell rose to his feet, red and confused.
«“But—but I—-I—" He paused, at a loss
for words. | S
“well, choke it up, old man,” grinned
Dorrie. '

"«  can’t take advantage of. . your
generosity like that!” burst out Russell.
“I'm only vour steward, sir—-"

“What’s that?” roared Dorrie, leaping up.
“But, really—" Again Russell felt his
words failing him. - “I can’t accept this,
_Lord Dorrimore,” he went on, forcing him-
self to be calm. “From the first moment I
knew you to be a clean white man, but to
accept my story like this without proof, and
t> invite me on this trip as a guest—well,
say, it’s hit me sort of sudden.”

“you’'ll soon get over it,” smiled Dorrie.
“Understand, you two, from this moment
vou're my gZuests—an’ we’'ll get a new
steward an’ a new page to-morrow. Il see
that one of the best state-rooms is placed
at your disposal, an’ yowll use it from this
hour.””

“0h, dad{” panted Clive breathlessly. “It
it sounds tvo good to be true! It was
worth going through everything for the
joy of this minute! You’re a brick, sir——"
“I'm a brick what?” demanded Dorrie,
glaring.  “Oh, all right—I suppose it's a
sign of respect for a youngster like you to
call me ¢sir’—although it isn’t at all
necessary. A tribute to age, what?”

“It’s too glorious!’* breathed Clive. *“ And
are we really going out to the South Sea
Islands? Are we really going to that lagoon
again?”

“We are!” replied Lord Dorrimore -grimly.
“An’, -what’s more, we’ll put a spoke in
Prescott’s wheel, or my name isn’t Dorrie!”

—
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CHAPTER XIV.
PLANS AND PRLEPARATIONS.
Z ELSON LEE was

entirely satisfied with
the way things were
going. Lord Dorri;-
more’s happy attitude delighted.
him. The sporting peer was
treating Mr. Russell in just the same wav
as Nelson Lee would treat him. And from
now onwards the former steward and page-
boy would be guests. It was only fitting to
their station in life. - :
M Dm afraid it won’t be so easy as you
secem to imagine,” remarked Lee. “Prescott
has obtained a long start, and—" .
“That doesn’t worry me,” interrupted
Dorrie. “He's usin’ a sailin’ ship, an’ hes,
potterin’ about the islands before eoin’’ on
to that lagoon. We shall go there direct.
an’ it wouldn’t surprise me in the least if
we got on the scéne first.”
“Is—is that possible, sir?” asked Clive,
amazed. : i
“Reckon out the figures for yourself,
young ’um,” replied Dorrie. “It’s only abeuf
a month since we were in ’Frisco, an’ it
won't take us much more than a fortnight
to get well into the Pacific. When I wans
the Wanderer to go—she can go—an’ show
a clean pair of heels to anythin’ else that
floats! Why, hang it, she’s nearly as fast
as an aeroplane, an’ we've got all. the
advantage of tonnage an’ cargo space. We
can carry out as many people as we like,
an’ as much equipment as we shall need.”

“It’s—it's wonderfully good of vou,” broke
in Russell, swallowing something. “I
never dreamed of anything like this—I
never hoped for a moment that you would
take this course.” | ’

Russell was so visibly affected that
Dorrie felt rather uncomfortable. The un-
fortunate Canadian had met with so many
rebuffs that he could hardly realise that his
luck had turned at last and that he was
dealing with one of the squarest men on
earth. Dorrie was white clean through.

“I wish you wouldn’t keep harpin’ on it.”
growled his lordship. “The thing’s settled,
s> why make a fuss? By the way, Russell,
vou’'ll do me the favour of acceptin’ five
hundred pounds as a loan—you can pay me.
back after you’ve got those pearis—" )

“But, really—-" o

“If you start any more of your funny -
business I'll lose my temper!” roared
Dorrie. “Man alive, don’t you need money
for yvour outfits? You can’t let Clive come
on this trip without flannels and blazers an’
goodness knows what else! An’ you’ll need
a heap of things yourself. I'm not sure
that five hundred wili be enough—XI'q better
make it a thousand.”

“But I've got no security to offer you,”
protested Russell. '

“Your word’s good enough for me,”” re-
torted Dorrie. * An’ understand—another
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word in that strain, an’ I'll never forgive

you. Have you overlooked the fact that
your son saved my life? Isn't it my privi-
lege tc do somethin’ in return??”

- ““That’s not right, sir—I didn’t save your .

life. at all!” broke in Clive. *“It was all
a mix-up in that fight 2

““Ye gods and little fishes! Are you goin’
to start now?” demanded his lordship
blankly. ¢ Lee, old man, give me a whisky
and soda, for goodness’ sake! These fellows
make me dizzy!”?

Lee smilingly poured out whiskies and
codas all round—although, of course, neither
Nipper nor Clive participated. They drank
to the succesz of the voyage in ginger ale.

‘““There’s one little  thing you haven’t
mentioned, Russell,”” said Nelson Lee.
“This island of yours is just an insignificant
atoll in the Pacific—far away from all trade
routes. It’ll be like searching for. a needle
in a haystack if we just go out on chance.
I take it for granted that you have the
latitude and longitude?®’

““Why, sure,” replied Russell, smiling.
“I wouldn’t have told you gentiemen a word
if I couldn't supply an essential faet of
that kind.: 1 took good care to get the
exact latitude and longitude from the
skipper of that whaler—and it's been a
fixture in my mind ever since. I did it
diplomatically, too—the old ruffian never
dreamed that I had a set purpose. Ie
thought I wanted the information out of
sheer curiosity.”

‘““But you are sure he gave you the right
figures?” asked Lee. -

“¥Yes, I yerified them a day or two
later,”” replied Russell, nodding. “They
were taking a sight, and working out their
position - by dead reckoning. And it- was
only a few points different from the figures
the skipper had given me on the island.
Those few points, of course, represented the
distance we had travelled in the meantime.”

This seemed conclusive enough, and was
qujte satisfactory to both Lee and Dcrrie.”

‘“We’ve only got three days,” said his
lordship thoughtfully. ¢ It doesn’t leave us
much time, but we shall have to get a
hustle on. The sooner we can be off, the
better, With luck, we ought to get to that
island before the schooner—an’ that’ll give
us an opportunity of consolidatin’ our posi-
tion. Besides, we shall claim the island as
ours, if only on the ground of bein’ first on
the field.»

. ““Prescott may cause trouble,” zaid
Russell dubiously. ““He’s not the kind of
man to take a disappointmeni of that sort
!ying down.”

_“‘:}Trouble?” said Dorrie. I thrive on
it!

“I'm thinking of the boys and girls &

““Then the less you think the better,” in-
terrupted Dorrie. ““They’ll be as safe an
heuses on this vacht. If there’s any fichtin'
to be done, there'll be plenty of us without
Graggin’ the boys an’ girls in.”

“You won’t need to drag us,” grinned
Nipper. “We’ll be in it anyhow.”

““Oh, will you?”’ retorted his lordship.
“We'll see all about that, young ’un! But
what’s the good of talkin’® about fightin’
while we’re still nine or ten thousand miles
away from the battlefield??’

*“ At least, we shall be able to make some
preparations,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ There’s

| a great deal to be done, Dorrie. You know

something about peari fishing, don’t you??”
Dorrie laughed. :

““I’ve spent three months on a pearlin’
schooner,” he replied.

.1 don’t think it’s possible to name any-
thing that you haven’t tried, Dorrie,”> grin-
ned Nipper. ‘“The list must be nearly ex-
hausted.””
His lordship sighed. | '
. ““You’ve hit it!”? he said, with. feeling.
““I’ve knocked about in every corner of the
world, an’ seen everythin’ there is to be
seen, Strictly speakin’, it’s about time
my useless existence came to an end. But
there’s a prospeet of a new thrill here, an’
I’'m grabbin’ it with bhoth hands.”
— —

CHAPTER XV.
READY FOR THE FRAY.

I’ Lord Deorrimore cou-
2N sidered Iiis existence was
a useless one, there were

9 four other people. in the

® Pra state-room  who held very

: different  opinions. Warner

Russell and his son had every reason to
know that Dorrie was the kind of man ‘who

did imnfinite good in the world. ' '

And Nelson Lee and Nipper knew it even
more. Lord Dorrimorz was a member of
the aristocracy—the type of man who is
generally sneered at by the ignorant, and
characterised as a wuseless member of
society. ;

The plain truth, however, was that Dorrie
was one of Nature’s tonics. Everywhere he
went he spread happiness and good. Irom
one end of the world to the other there were
men who had reason to be grateful to this
genial, kindly peer. There were men who
had gained fresh starts in life—men who
had been rescued from the bad, and who
had become fine citizens.

Al his life, Dorrie had pottered about
from one part of the globe to another—
wasting his existence, in the eyes of the un-
mitiated. But a few more Dorrie’s would
have made the world a better and a happier
place. Ille was a clean Englishman of the
finest type—and he was as fearless as he.
was generous—wiich means to say that he
kinew no fear at all.

‘“How do you propose to set about this
pearling job??? asked I.ee, after a brief
nause. ‘Do you think it will be better to
hire some natives—some Kanakas—-as Pres-
cott is doing??”

“ 1’10 take too long,” Teplied Dorrie
promptly. ““We’ll set about the business

t



.n a more up-to-dafte fashion. Lvery mem-
her of my crew is an old pal—a man who
can be trusted to the bitter end. An’
vhey’re ready te do any work I like to
mention. We’ll equip ourselves with hali-
1-dozen complete divin’ suits of the latest
type—with all the necessary apparatus.”

““ Diving suits, sir,”” asked Clive breuath-
iessly.

“Exactly,”” replied Dorrie. ““ Those
kanakas are too lazy for my likin’. They
work hard enough, I'll admit, but they play
ab it most of the time. They can’t help it
—they’re only like a lot of children. That
's to cay, when they're pearlin’. When it
zomes to a fight, they’re devils!®’

““ But even then it depends upon the type
of native,” said Nelson Lee.

**Anyway, we can very well do without
‘em,”’ declared Dorrie. “ With two or three
men in divin® suits we can get up as many
pearls in a day as a score of Kanakas would
zet up in a month. I say, Lee. you'll ccme
along with me to-morrow, won’'t you? We
shall have a whole pile of work to do.”’

“I'll come with pleasure,”” replied i.ee.
“In fact, we'd better spend another hour
or two to-night, makjng a long list of every-
thing we shali .require. There may be some
delay in getting the goods, and delay would
Ee f?tal. We’re sailing on Friday, remem-
o

“*That's just it,”” agreed Dorrie. ¢ We
shali want guns, shan’t we? Alwayvs best
to be prepared, you know! I suggest we
take one or two machine-guns, an’ a score
of rifles. It’s no good trvin’ to get them
out there when it’s too late. If we don't
use “em, all the better. But we might as
well have ‘em with us.”

““Yes, there’'s nothing like being pre-
pared,’’ agreed Nelson Lee. I must admit
the prospect of this adventure appeals to
me enormously. 1t is much better to go

out with a definite object. Thue original
cruise was excellent, but this gives the
whole thing a kind of spice.”

‘““ Exactly,” said Dorrie. ¢ Russell, old

man, you don’t know how grateful I am to
vou for puttin’ this adventure in our way.
I only hope that Old Man Prescott kicks up
a rumpus. It sounds a bit bloedthirsty. but
| can't help my nature, can 1? As for old
Umlosi, if he doesn’t get a scrap, he'll prob-
ably chuck himself overboard to the sharks
in sheer disgust.?

“I'm afraid there’s bound to be a lot of
trouble.?” said Russell,

‘“ Afraid?*’

“Well, I mean, we can't very well avoid
it,” replied the Canadian. ** Prescott, you
remember,
blacks—and it’s quite likely that they’}
number a hundred. His idea waz to reeruit
as much labour as possible in order to get
the lagoon cleared in the shortest space of
fime. Most of these blacks will be Solomon
Islanders, or men of that tyvpe--cannibals
antd savages,™
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will bring along a shipload of"

“Good ! =aid Dorrie, rubbing his hands
gleefully. I thought <cannibals were a
thing of the past. We live an’ learn! Let’s
hope Prescott brings two hundred instead-
of one hundred! The more the merrier!
We'll deal with ’em, an' get up those pearis
into the bargain!”

““There's just one tning I'd like to say.”
put in Russeil quietly. ‘“You are financing
this enterprise, Lord Dorrimore. You are
providing the ship and the equipment. With-
out you I zhould have been utterly helpless.
I guess you ought to take two-thirds of
the proceeds—--7’

“Two-thirds 7'’ ejaculated Dorrie, staring.
“You mean if we get all those pearls an’

sell ‘em for a hundred thousand, I'm to
take over sixiy-six thousand?¥

“Ye:, but I fancy the pearls will bhe
worth more than that.”” replied Russell.

“You don’'t realize what a tremendous prize
it 13——=>

““I realise that vou're talkin’ rubbish,”
growled Dorrie.. **Two-thirds he hanged!”’

*“*Then we'll say fifty-fifty——"

““You can =ay what you like, but I don’t
take a cent!’”’ retorted his lordship. ¢ The
adventure is all I want. This is vour island,
an' they're vour oysters. If we can grab a
few pebbles out of ‘em, they’re yours. So
don't talk any more vot! Good gad! Don't
you realise that I'mi a millionaire, an' that
I've got more money than I can do with.
Anythin’ that I ean do will just be repay-
ment of the debt I owe you.”

Russell didn’t like it at all, but he had
to bhe content. Dorrie wouldn't hear of
taking any chare of the pearls at all—
even though the enterprise was highly
suecessful.. And Nelson Lee, of course. was
a mere guest on the vacht and considered
himself outside the affair,

The little party didn’t break up until long
after midnight—Russell and his son to go
to their new state-room, instead of their
usual quarters forward., And there wasn’t

a singie member of the crew who felt
envious. _
All along, they had realised that Mr.

Russell was out of place in the garb of a

steward. The crew liked him much better
as a guest. Az for Clive, he didn’t sleep
for hours.

On the morrow, he would be on a level
footing with all the other young people on
the trip. He would join the St. Frank's
fellows, and he looked forward to the new
life with sneer happiness.

CHAPTER XVI.
GOOD NEWS FOR ARCHIE

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
stood at the window,
gazing  glassily into
nothingness, The

R ff’ . : :

W\ - 4777 morning was fine, and the vista
. :  from that window was not par-
ticularty inspiring. Indeed. Archie had fre-

quently described it as being poisonous.




Buat this morning he didn't seem to notice
the confined backyvards, the dingy walls, and
+he array of chimney pots against the sky-
iine. Ile stared out umnseeingly.

“] mean to gay, abzoluteiv!™” he mur-
mured, with a sigh. *It's a dashed fine
idea, and all that sort of thing, to dodge
hither and thither among the gcod old
South Sea Islands, but these things have
their drawbackz.”

Archie turned frem the window, sighed,
and dropped listlessiy inte an easy chair.
as 4 matter of {act. he was occcupying his
eldest brother’s Hat, in Jermyn Street—as
usual. It was becoming one of Archie’s
habits to commandeer this flat during the
holidays—always providing, of c¢ourse, that
Captain Bertram Glenthorne was away from
home.

A faint
round.

““Good gad, FPhipps, vou gcave the young
master a frightiui start!” he protested.
“ Kindly realise that I'm in the throes of
mental anguish, laddie! Don’t tell me that
some of the dear cinappiex have whizzed

sound cauzed Archie to turn

round??”’

“ Breakfast iz served, &ir,”” szaid Phippe
unemotionaily.

“Oh, breakfast, what<®® said Archie, with
some slight show of ‘pterest. “The good
old morning noschag, as it were. Kindly

«trap it on, Phipps, z2nd we will proceed
to chew the good old cud!”

Archie followed Phipps into the next
room, sat down to his breakfast, and toyed
with the food. His appetite was usually ex-

cellent, but this morning he seemed In
rather a bad way.
‘1 trust nothing is wrong, sir?’’ ventured

Phipps politely.

“Wrong?” repeated Archie.
not! That is, of course,
Wrong? Oddslife and oddsdeath! I should
think there is something wrong, Phipps!
The ycung master is positively crumpling up
under the strain.”’

““The sea voyage, no doubt, will put you
right, sir.”

“That’s just it,

““0Oh, rather
absolutely!

Phipps—I'm frightfully
worried about this baily sea voyage,”” con-
lided Archie, az he stirred his c¢offee. ““The
more I think of it. the morve I wilt.”

“But vou are usually such a good sailor,
sir,”’ -saiq Phipps, allowing himself io Iift
a4 surprised eyebrow. ‘It is not like yon to
worry over any possible seasickness o

“ Gadzooks!’’ interrupted Archie
“ Laddie, youa're absolutely
aspersions upon my qualifications as
sailor. I am worrying about the voyage,
not because I fear seasickness, but because
1 shall be alone.”’

* Alone, sir?”’

“Absolutely alone,”’

stiffly.
casting

said Archie

a -

gadly. |

worked at a most
Perhaps it’e still
somewhat clogged after tine usual nightly

I thought your brain
frightful speed, Phipps?

nap. Let me repeat, Phipps, that I shall
be alone on this voyage. In other words,
you won’t be with me.”’

A faint smile crossed the valet’s features.

“1 sce, sir—sc that’s it,”” he said softly.
“1 shouldn’t let that concern you much,
Master Archie. I take it as ‘a great compli-
ment that you should worry, but I can
assure vou. you will soon—"?

“Nothing of the sort, Phipps—absolutely
nothing of the good old sort!’’ interrupted
Archie stiflly. *“Dash it all, I ought to
know best! Without you, laddie, I shall
fade away to one of those bally shadows,
and finally perish in abject misery. That,
Phipps, would be the result of your fright-
ful desertion.”

“Desertion, sir?’’ asked Phipps, grieved.
*“It has never heen suggested that T should
figure in the party, and it is hardly possible
for me to thrust myself forward. It is
scarcely like you, Master Archie, to—’

“ Sorrow,  laddie—sorrow in chunks!®’
interrupted Archie. “I mean to say, you
wouldn’t desert the young master deliber-
ately, woud you? And you wouldn’t
deprive him from having one of those hot
rolls on the sideboard, what? Xindly yank
them over, Phipps. The old appetite 1is
beginning to stir.”’

Phipos passed the rolls over, and at thatv
moment the bell rang.

“Trickle forth and learn the bad news,
Phipps, old lad,”’ said Archie. “I have a

sort of gnawing horror that Mandy has
arrived. And, dash it, the tissues are too

depleted to stand much of that bright lad!
However, we must be resolute in these
trials.”

And while Phipps answered the door,
Archie fortified himself with hot rolls and
marmalade. He needn’t have worried, for
the visitor proved to be Nipper. And
Archie beamed. ;

“Good-morning,
thing!’? he said
for the foodstufls.
oet another cup, and so forth

“Thanks all the same, Archie, but I've

and all that sort of
cheerily. “Just in time
Phipps, dash about, and
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had my breakfast—hours ago,’” grinned
Nipper. “You~ lazy slacker, it’s half-past
ten. I expected to find you getling ready

for luncheon.”
I passed a somewhat frightful night,”’
confessed Archie. “Instead of my usual
forty of the best, 1 only managed to get
about thirty-six. It's a fearful posish. 1'm
four bally winks short!?”’
“It’s a terrible {iragedy,
you’ll outlive it,”’ chuckled

but perhaps
Nipper. * But

“Forlorn, deserted, and all that sort of rot. ! I didn’t come here to talk about your sleep,

You follow me, Phipps?’’
“I must confess no, sir."”
“Good gad!’’ said Archie startled.

LY

Archie. A wonderful development took
place lasf night, after all the guests had

“But ! left the Wanderer.”?



And Nipper gave Archie a hrief account,
of Mr. Russell’s story. He went into no
details, but he hinted that there was now
a definite object in going to the South Sea
Islands, and that there would probably
be some excitement.

“But that’s not all,’”” went on Nipper.
“As Russell. has become a guest, old
Dorrie is short of a saloon steward. He

wants a man who can be absolutely relied
upon, and although he knows where to get
one, I suggested Phipps. I thought it
would please you, too.”’

"Archie rcse to his feef, and
gleamed. He groped for his monocle,
jammed it into place.

“Phipps!”’ he exclaimed. “You—you
mean Phipps is to come with us? Good
gad! As steward? Laddie, you’ve come in
time fo restore me to perfect health. The
scheme 1is not only sound, but absolutely
bristling with brilliance!”

iis eyes
and

CHAPTER XVIL
 SAILING DAY,

HIPPS was busying him-

self with the cofifee-
- pot, and thad appar-
ently heard nothing.
& Being perfectly trained, he
.4 never revealed any emotion.
“It'l1 be a lot better if we have old
Phipps with us,”” went on Nipper. “It’ll

seem more like old times, and he’s a handy
chap to have about the place. I don’t
suppose you’ll mind him being a steward,
Archie. He’ll only have light duties, and
you can claim a good deal of his time.
There are plenty of other stewards on
board, and—-

“Abso]ute]_\,"’ interrupted Archie. “The
very fact that he is with us with be suffish.
Phipps, old chestnut, what about it? I
mean, how does the scheme strike you?”’

“1 am quite delighted, sir,’’ said Phipps.

“It won’t upset any of your plans?” asked

Nipper,
“Not at all, sir,”® replied Phipps. “In
any case, I am always ready to serve

Master Archie. 'Quite apart from that, it
will be an honour to go on this voyage in
the employ of Lord Dorrimore.”’

“Well spoken, laddie—dashed well
spoken!’” approved Archie. “So that’s
that, what? I must admit that the morn-
~ing is about two hundred and fifty-three
times as bright as it was. The good old
sun has recovered his full power, and
everything is all serene.”” ,

Archie’s delight was unbounded. His one
worry had goae. Phipps was coming on
the voyage, so nothing -else mattered.
Nipper had anticipated such an eﬁect and
he went away well pleased.
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The next two or three days were filled
mth hustle for all concerned.
Archie spent hours loitering in outfitter’s

establishments, selecting garb that would
~be suitable for the tropics. It was

fortunate that he had Phipps with him,
otherwise he would have purchased enough
stuff to go round the entire Fourth. - |

Handforth & Co., Pitt, Christine, and ay.
the other fellows were engaﬁ'ed in similag
pursuits. Last minute purchases were madae -
by the hundred. In all parts of London
the Wanderer’'s company made preparations.

Cameras were brought out and examined,
supplies of films were purchased. New
cameras were obtained. Practically every-
body had something special to buy, and
those brief days passed speedily.

And while the guests were intent upon
their rather frivolous pursuits, Lord Dorri-
more and Nelson Lee were engaged in a
more grim enterprize. With Mr. Russell,
they went round buying diving apparatus,
guns, ammunition, and many other things
which were kept secret.

And on the Thursday evening big consign-
ments of stuff arrived at the docks. The
Wanderer’s hatches were opened, and case
after case was lowered into ‘her hold.
Everything had been accomplished with
speed and dispatch, and even Nelson Lee
was satisfied that nothing had been over-
looked.

And then came sailing day.

The guest? arrived in twos and threes,
Handforth being one of the first to turn
up. The Wandmez was due to slip down
the Thames shortly after noon, and the
morning was packed with incident. Not
only the guests arrived, but parents,
brothers, sisters, aunts, and uncles—all on
the spot to bid the party bon voyage.

" As luck would have ib, the summer’s day
was perfect—hot, brilliant, and cloudless.
The Wanderer was gay mtrh bunting, and
large crowds gathered to see the yacht
leave her berth Such _a bustle was seldom
witnessed in the somewhat drab surround-
ings of the London docks.

Press photographers were there by the
dozen, for this pleasure cruise to the ‘South
Seas had aroused a good bit of newspaper:
interest.  Lord Dorrimore and the St.
Frank’s fellows were well in the limelight.
Groups were posed, and Handforth took
good eare to have a special photograph
of himself taken. His one regret was that
he wouldn’t be able to see the snapshot
in print. Had he only known it, this was
just as well, perhaps. Newspaper photo-
oraphs are not always flattering.

The last guests arrived, and the last
visitors had taken their leave. And with
the St. Frank's fellows and the Moor View
girls lining the rails, waving handkerchiefs,
the Wanderer warped out of dock.
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A few tears were shed among the young)

ladies, but this was only natural. Hand-
forth was somewhat disgusted when he saw
bis own resolute sister wiping the moisture
from her eyes.

“*What’s the idea of blubbering?’ he
growled, giving Ena a nudge which nearly
kpocked her over.

“I'm not blubbez-ingig’ protested Ena
coldly.
“Yes you are—you kid!?’? said - Edward

Oswald with scorn. “Just because we're
Jeaving the mater and pater for a few
weeks. There they are, look! DMy only
hat! I'm blowed 1if the mater isn’t

blubbering, too!’’

He waved his ‘hand, and suddenly found
himself looking at the dock through a kind
of mist. Among all the other figures he
could see Sir Edward and Lady Handiorth.
It came to Edward Oswald that his parents
weren’'t such bad sorts, after all. And it
was rather a dirty trick, buzzing off like
this into the tropics, and leaving them to
spend the summer all alone.

Handforth gave a gulp or two and cuffed

Willy severely—his only reason for this
action heing that Willy had glanced at
him. Handforth might not have been so

deeply affected had he known the trend of

Sir Edward’s conversation.

“1t’s all right, my dear!”’ growled Sir
Edward. “I can understand you crying a
bit; but don’t worry. The children are

safe enough with  Lord Dorrimore, and I'm

heartily thankful we've got rid of them!”’
“Oh, Edward!’’ protested Lady Hand-
forth. |
“1 mean it!” said Sir Edward firmly.

“They’re nothing but a nuisance during the
holidays—upsetting the whole house, driv-
ing us both to the verge of nervous prostra-
tion. It’s a good thing they’re safely away
and in good hands. And they won’t be
back until school starts again, thank
Heaven!’’

So it seemed that Handforth’s emotion
was somewhat wasted. His father, at all
events, was one of the most relieved men
in London, and who could blame _him?
Life at Sir Edward’s home was more or less
of a nightmare when all the younger Hand-
forths were home for the holidays.

The Wanderer grew further and further
from the dock, and at last she entered the
river, and her voyage had fairly started.

CHAPTER XVIII.
ADVENTURE BOUND.

: ANDFORTH heaved a
sich of relief. The
guayside was now out

of sight, and the last
Fand-waving had been
abandoned.
“Thank gcodness!’’ said Edward Oswald.

‘as all the

“1it’s all very well standing on the giddy
dock, wut it makes a chap’s arm ache to
keep - waving. Willy, my- lad, you're as
hard-hearted as stone. I don’t believe you
even shed a tear!”’

“I Iloft that to you!”’ replied Willy
blandly.
“You young ass! Are you telling me

that I blubbed?”’ &

“Well, you didn’t exactly blub, but vour
eyes . were pretty moist,” said Willy. “Not
that I blame you, old son. These partings
are always more or less affecting. But I
don’t see any reason why Ena shouid have
turned the taps on full. She must have
soaked about four handkerchiefs?!”’

“You wreteh!”? protested Ena.
as heartless as Ted!”’

she moved away, and Handforth sniffed.

“That's the worst of girls,”” he said-dis-
paragingly. "~ Always blubbing! No realiy
nice girl would cry—-="?

He paused abruptly, bhaving just caught
sight of Irene Manners, who was still weep-
ing into her handkerchief. Handforth
changed his opinion, and thought it wiser
to change the subject at the same time.

He walked down the deck, and came face
to face with a sturdy, handsome junior in
white flannels. For a moment Edward
Oswall looked at him in surprise.

“Hallo!” he said. “I1 seem to have seen
you before, but I’'m blessed if 1 know who
you are!”’ -

“I’m Clive!”’ replied the other, smiling.

“Clive?”?

#Clive Russell.”?

“Oh!*? said Handforth, examining Clive
from head to fcot. *“So you’re the echap
everybody has been talking about? Your
pater used to be a steward, and you were
a giddy page? Goed! Put it there, old
son!” .

He shook hands heartily, and Clive feli
relieved. |

“You're one-of us now, eh?’’ went on
Handforth briskly.. “On the same {footing
rest of us? And so you ought
10 be. Anybody ean tell that you and your
pater are made of the right stuff.
Canadians, eh? Better still! One Canadian
chap on board makes things a Jot better.
By the -way, who’s taking your old place?
I've heard that Phipps has stepped into
your pater’s shoes; but what abount a
page?’’ '

“1 think they’ve got somebody,’’ replied

“You're

Clive. “A young {ellow named Tubbs, I
guess,”’

“Tubbs!” rcared Handforth. “Do you
mean té say old Tubbs is on board? He’s
our old House-page from St. Frank’s. Good
old Tubby! By George! We shall be a

regular family party!’’

~_The other fellows were equally pleased
to find that Tubbs was on board. He was



ever. Tubbs
homeliness.
ordinary

as cheerful and
gave everyvthing a
He was 1far Detfer
pageboy.

Mr. Russell was just getting accustomed
to his new mode of life. After having been
pursued by bad luck for such a long time
he could hardly realise that his fortunes

grinning as
touch of

than any

had ncow turned. And Clive still had a
slightly uncomfortable feeling that he was
masquerading among the guests.

This feeling was intensified, perhaps, by
the caddish behaviour of Ralph Lesiie Full-
wood. This young gentleman had deliber-
ately “cut’’ Clive from the first moment
of their coming on board. While all the
other St. Frank’s fellows had shaken hands
with Clive, Fullwood had ignored him.

“Common Canadian rotter!’’ said Full-
wood disparagingly, as he watched William
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Napoleon Browne and Stevens in conversa-

tion with Clive. “It’s like his nerve to
shove himself forward! He's only a page-
boy. An’ his pater's only a steward!"

Nipper, who was passing, heard this
remark.

For a moment he hesitated, his blood
boiling. Then he walked on, deciding that
he would say nothing for the present. Buf
he made wup his mind that if Fullwood
maintained ‘his caddish behaviour, the

I'ourth - would take the matter in hand—
just as though they were at St. Frank’s.
The Wanderer gathered speed after she
had passed Greenwich, and she continued
down the Thames, adventure bound. The
great voyage to the South Seas had started
at last, and according to all the indications,
this trip would be one of the most exciting
the St. Frank’s fellows had ever undertaken.

THE END.
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IN THE DAYS

THE ARMADA

By W. MURRAY GRAYDON

(C’aié.ﬁi-n.ued from Last Week.)

forgive

" PRAY you me, Sydney, old
I fellow,”” he said, holding out his
. hand. “We owe one another too

much to quarrel. I will forget the
matter, and will ask no more questions.”’

Sydney eagerly clasped the proffered hand,
and wrung it in silence. The bond of friend-
£hip between the two lads seemed to sud-
denly grow stronger, and in after time Giles
never forgot that moment of reconciliation.
There came a day when he knew what
Sydney’s appeal meant.

“You have done well, lads,” was Trent’s
comment, I dare say Master Rookwood has
reasons for silence which we should approve
if we knew them. But I am very glad that
he hath divulged the names of these ruffians,
and I hope the information I intend to vlve
in Plymouth will lead to their capture. A}*
but I can scarce credit that humphrey
Jocelyn is mixed up with ruffians of such
ilk—for I'l wager my head that Simon
Baillie and the Don are working for the
Spanish cause.’ -

“It may be,” replied Sydney, “but this
matier hath naught to do with the affairs of
the Crown. Moreover, I can truly pledge you
that Captain Jocelyn is as loyal as ever, and
bath no hand in any traitorous doings.”

“You speak in riddles, Master Rookwood,”
growled Trent. ¢*However, I am right ¢iad
to believe what you say. and lest 1 should
weave a net around innocent as well as
guilty, T will take no steps in the matter at
present.”

“Nay, I believe that Simon Baillie should
be apprehended,” replied Sydney, “and Don
i'erdinand as well, if Giles does not object.”

“Not I,” Giles cried. ““I own no kinship
10 such a kpave. I would gladly see him
brought to the Tower block.”

“’And that fate both the Don and Simon
Baillie are like tu meet,” declared Trent.
“So soon as Plymouth be reached I will ledge
information of fheir whereabouts with the
commander of the garrison. And now let us
spur on, my lads. It hath been an adven-
turous nwht and we are doubtless on the eve
¢! a day that will live for ever in history.”

Trent and the lads pricked up their horses
and rode at a furious gallop over the moor.
The thrilling anticipation ¢f what was to
ceme soon drove the perplexities of the past
from their minds, and Sydney was the most
cager of the three.

Miie after mile fell behind, and as they
drew near to Plymouth, where the beacon-

fire was Still blazing on the hill-ton, they
began to pass groups ¢f muster men }mrry-
ing in Wwom tie scattered farms of Dartmoor
and from the hamlets along the coast. They
spurred on more rapidly, and soon galloped
into the town, and the greatest exciicment
prevailed.

As yet the Armada had net entered the
Channel, but it was likely to arrive by day-
break. It had been first sighted off Land’s
End early in the evening, and a line of
beacon-fires stretching across Cornwali had
brought the news to Plymouth.

After making information concerning Simon
Baillie and Don Ferdinand to the preper
persons—though it was unlikely that any
steps would be faken in the matter during
the excitement--Trent and the lads went
aboard Drake’s flagship, Avenger, which was
a much larger and stronger vessel than the
Hercules.

sShortly after midnight forfy ships of the
fleet, including the Avenger, went cut to
meorings behind Ram Head, so as to be ready.
for actron in the morning.

CBEAPTER XXXIIL -

IN WHICE 'IHE GREAT FIGET BEGIXS.

HE marning of July 20th, which was

Saturday, dawned ciear and warm.

After their rough riding of the night

before, @Giles and his companions

slept for ceveral hours, but they were on

deck very early, and were disappointed to

find that the Armada had pot yet bheen
sighted,

“It tokes a long time for such a vast
number of vessels to come this far up the
Channel in any sort of order,” declared Trent.

4 | dont look for them much before noon
to-day.’

This seemed to be the general opinion, and
it was verified about the middle of the
morning, when word came from Plymouth
that the Armada had been seen off the
Lizard at daybreak. A fishing-boat brought
the news to the town. It had been seen and
pursued by the enemy, but had managed to
slip away.,

The time passed rather monotonously
on board the little squadron of the English
fleet, which still lay at its moorings off Ram
Head. But about three o’clock in the after-
nocon a great shout arose, and spread f{rom
ship to ship. Men and officers pressed for-
ward, and climbed to 2all available poimts
mnoncr the spars and rigeing

At last the great \rmada was in sight!
Acainzt the western horizen a line of white
zails wag visible, and these slowly mounted
higher and higher, until the entire fleet could
be seen. It was advaneing in the shape of
a- crescent, before a gentle wind. A hundred
and fifty ships were counted, large and small,
so it was evident that rcinforcements had
hecn picked up en the way,
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on up the

steadily
Channel, and passed the mouth of the Sound

The came

enemy
about dusk. A little later the English
squadron lifted anchor, and sailed out of the
Sound, one by one. During the night they
took up their position behind the Armada,
the location of which could be clearly seen
by the moonlight.

~@Giles and Sydney shared the general fceling

nf confidence and anticipation that prevailed.
The English sailors and commanders did not
dream of defeat. Many of them had fought
and conquered the Spaniards in the Indies,
and they hoped to vanquish as easily this
formidable fleet.
- - The following day was Sunday, and the
morning broke with scarcely a breath of
wind. But between eight and nine o’clock
a stiff breeze sprang up from the west, and
the Armada, which had been lying still all
night, at once attempted to close with the
English fleet.

It was a bad move on the part of the
enemy, and they were destined to have their
arrogance and conceit taken down a peg or
two. Lord Howard’s orders were quickly
conveyed throughout the fleet, which began
to slip away from the approaching foe as
though in full flight.

I'rom the poop-deck of the Avenger Trent
and the lads were watching the situation
eagerly and anxiously. They could not help
but be impressed by the sight of the vast
horde of warships and galleys as they came
on under full sail, bristling with guns and
gay with the {luttering flags of Spain.

“It looks as though we were running
away,” said Sydney, ““and the Spaniards evi-
dently think so.”

“They will have something else to think
about cre long, else I am much mistaken,”
replied Trent. < Sir Francis Drake knows
what he is about. Look at him standing
vonder. He hath a rare gift of coolness
under frying circamstances, and that is the
secret of his past victories."”

““T expected that the fleet would be ordered
holdly to attack,” said Giles, ““as was done
in the harbour of Cadiz.”

“Nay, but this 1is very different,” ex-
plained Trent. ¢ At Cadiz there was naught
of any account to oppose us, while here there
is such a body of armed ships as was never
seen before. To defeat the Armada will re-
quire craft and cunning no less than valour,
and I'll warrant both Drake and Lord
Howard are of that mind.”’

“Yes, it would be madness for our little
squadron to come to clese quarters now,”
admitted Sydney. ‘“If the other ships were
here there might be some chance.”

““I doubt if the rest of the fleet can beat
their way out of the Sound against this
wind.” said Trent. *° Until such time as they
can we will avoid clese quarters. Then it is
likely the plan of our commanders will be
to follow the Armada up the Channel,
gathering in what reinforcements we can and

e

| we could get some word to him.

watching for a favourable chance to give
battle.” -

“Then the fate €I England will not be
decided in a day?” s:°d Giles. ,

““Nay, nor in sever.! days,” replied Trent.
“In craft and fighting a week is likely to
pass ere the victory be certainly known.
That the Armada will be defeated and driven
back to Spain I have little doubt.”

“Nor I,” added Sydney, “though I confess
I was of a mind with Giles, in that 1 ex-
pected to see o great battle at once. But I ™
am ready to do my part when it comes.”

“I am soiry for poor Master Yan Hartsen,”
satd Giles. ‘1t is impossible that he can
fight with a sprained wrist. I wish that
He ought
to know that we are safe on board the
fleet.”’

“From the way he was slumbering and
snoring when last I clapped eyves on him he
will scarce awake till the fighting be over,”
cried Trent, with a hearty laugh. < However,
I dare say we shall find an opportunity to
send him some message.

“Look sharp now, lads,” he added. ¢ If [
mistake not, this sudden bustle means that
something is going to happen. Yonder comes

=gy

the Ark-Raleigh and two more of our ships.

The Ark-Raleigh was Lord Howard's flag-
ship, and the lads had scarcely turned to
took at it when Drake’s lusty voice rang over
the deck of the Avenger, ordering every man
to his post. Trent jumped down and ran
forward, followed by Giles and Sydney.

All was bustle and excitement, and order
after order was given and obeyed. The bom-
kardiers stood to their guns, and the ship-
boys ran to and fro with loads of powder and
ball. The officers and .gentlemen volunteers
put on their steel head-pieces and corselets
of light armour.

The Avenger quickly joined the Ark-
Raleigh and the other two vessels, and a few
minutes later the engagement—Ifor such it
promised to be, in spite of Trent's predic-
tion—opened with a roar that must have
been heard far inland.

Now it was seen how cleverly Drake and
his fellow-officers had taken advantage of the
enemy. The Avenger, with four other English
warships, separated from the rest of the
fleet, and sailled around the Armada. Then
they ran along the rear lines of the enemy,
firing heavy broadsides into each galley as
they passed. _ ,

As soon as they reached one end they
would turn back again and repeat the per-
formance. The .big Spanish vesels, which .
resembled floating castles, were ‘well-nigh -
helpless, and had the wind against them.
The English ships, on the other hand, could
move twice as rapidly, and were able to sail
close to the wind.

As the Avenger went to and fro amid the
puffing smoke, the excitement and delight of
her officers and crew rose to fever pitch.
They cheered hoarsely and incessantly,
though their voices could scarcely be heard
for the roar of the guns and the flapping and
creaking of the sails.

-
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Trent and the lads aided the gunners as
much as possible, pausing now and then to
look over the bulwarks and watch the de-
vastating effects of the rain of iron missiles,
gir TFrancis Drake’s bronzed cheeks were
flushed to a rosy colour. He was in his
natural. element, and he seemed to be every-
where at once as he hurried from one part
of the deck to another, conferring with his

officers, directing the sailing-master, or
shouting hoarse commands to the bom-
pardiers. '

But it was not all friumph and delight.
Occasionally a shot from the Armada sped
true, and cries of agony rang above the din.

All through the morning this spirited en-
gagement continued, and its repeated suc-
cesses made Trent and the boys wild with
joy, as also their brave comrades. -

For hour after hour the four English vessels
ran to and fro along the rear of the Armada,
their guns thundering without cessation and
the heavy shot doing no end of damage to
life and timbers. _

The Spanish ships frequently attempted to
clese, but the effcrt was vain. Nor could
they deliver a return fire with any degree of
success, for, being to leeward, they heeled
over directly they tried to come against the
wind to use their guns. So, while they were
suffering sevecely, most of their fire passed
beyond the English vessels. .

About noon the rest of Lord Howard's

fleet was seen coming out from behind the
nieadland, and the Spanish admiral signalied
to his ships to start up the Channel. The
order was quickly obeyed, and off went the
Armada, its rear guarded by the squadron
in command of Vice-Admiral Ricaldo.

The combined ships of the English followed,
and Drake sent a letter by a fast boat to
Lord Henry Seymour, telling him what was
the situation, and bidding him to be on the
look-out for the Armada.

During the afterncon, and while a heavy
sea was rolling in from thoe west, the two
 fleets laboured heavily up the Channel. The
English still hung on the enemy’s rear, but
a8 powder was scarce they fired but seldom.

Towards evening the Spanish vessels
became <roewded together, and a flagship
of one of thc squadrons, called the Capi-
tant, was disabled by a collision. It drop-
. ped out of place, and in the darkness it was
not observed by Lord Howard as he and
his fleet went by.

Some time vefore this Drake and his
portion of the fleet had turned back to
pursue what they took to be a separated
squadron of the Armada, but which turned
cut to be a convoy of merchant vessels.
45 they were returning they ran across and
caplured the Capitana. It was taken into
vorbay, and the commander and officers
nere transferred to the Avenger. Then
Drake and his fleet set sail again, - and
- speedily overhauled Lord Howard. 8o ended
the first day of the struggle. :

CHAPTER XXXIIL

1IN WHICH THE FiSHING-SMACK REDWING
A PERILOUS CRUISE BY NIGIHT.

HE pext day was Monday, and it was
now e¢vident to both Spaniards and
English, from the events of the
preceding day, *hat the struggle

wuas certain to be prolonged indefinitely.
The morning proved to be calm, and what
slight breeze there was blew from the east,
thus giving the foe the advantage. How-
ever, from sunrise to szunset the two fleets
lay idly on the water at a distance of three
or four miles from each other.

But on Tuesday imorning, the wind being
the same, the Spaniards bore down upen
the English, who, having a lack of powder,
retreated to the open sea and gave their
enemies the slip until sundown. The only
incident of that day was the contest with
the Spanish ship San Maree, which fell
behind the fleet, and was attacked by a
number of English vessels. The action
isated several hours, and ended in the re-
pulse of the English—a fact which greatly

MAKES

- eneered the Spaniards.

By this time, however, Drake’s fleet had
been joined by a number of vessels of all
sizes from various ports along thne Channel,
winich were ¢rowded with brave noblemen
and gentlemen, 8o the aggregate of ships
under the command of the English admiral
amounted to one hundred.

Nothing happened on Wednesday except
a few skirmishes, for Howard was almost
out of powder. But that evening a couple
of =sloops arrived containing sufficient
ammunition for another day’s flighting, and
the spirits of the disheartened Englishmen
went up high. Giles took advantage of the
return of the sloops to dispatch letters to
Ma}?ter van Hartsen and Hereward Tome-
well. ‘

At daybreak on Thursday the English fleet
was thrown into great excitement by the
rumour that Lord Howard had ordered a
general attack to be made upon the
Armada. This prceved to be true, and pre-
parations were hastily made. Shortly after
sunrise the RBnglish fleet set sail and bore
down upon the enemy, who were now lying
some miles up the Channel beyond Port-
tand.

To the delight of Giles and his com-
panions, the Avenger was one of half a dozen
hig ships that led the attack. The Ark-
Raleigh was another, and this little squad-
ron pushed fearlessly into the midst of the
huge Spanish galleons, opening a terrific
firs right and left. The rest of the fleet
followed, and then ensued a most desperate
and deadly fight at close quarters.

Again the English had the advantage, and
their heavy iron missiles tore and splintered
the massive timbers of the Spanish s&hlps
as though they were so much paper. Hun-
dreds were kiiled and wounded, as much
by flying pieces of wood as by the cannon-
halls. The fire of the Spaniards was slow



and poorly de and did but little
damage.

The Ark-Raleigh was very nearly lost with
all on board, for during the action her
rudder became unshipped, and as soon as it
was seen that she was disabled a number
of the enemy’s ships closed around her.
By the ftimely aid of the Avenger she
managed to get head to the wind and sheer
away from her foes. But she was saved
only by the utmost gallantry of the men
and officers of the two vessels, and during
the struggle Giles and Sydney risked their
lives more than once. They, as well as
Trent, were personally thanked by Sir
IFrancis Drake and Lord Howard. -

The  battle lasted for some hours, and
then the English, fleet -withdrew, since their
powder was again running short.
plies were also nearly exhausted, and it
“was evident that something would have to
ba done. At a late hour of the afternoon
no ammunition or stores had arrived.
though a rumour to +the <contrary was
npread throughout the fleet.

The rumour was caused by
fishing-smack, <called ~the

a fast-sailing
“Redwing,

The sup-

and |
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maunned by a crew of half a dozen coast
fishermen, which was seen to run alongside
the Ark-Raleigh. But it had come down the
Channel from the Strait of Dover, and car-
ried nothing save a message from Lord
Henry Sevmour to the effect that he was
stiil thchmw the Duke of Parma’s army
from off Dunkirk.

The Redwing sailed over to the Avenger,
and one of Lord Howard’s officers came Q. -
board with a letter. He had a brief mter‘ ,
view with Drake, and then the latter sum
mouned Trent and the two lads to the cabm
greatly to their surprlme '

‘“T have a commission for you, my trusé
volunteers,” was the vice-admiral's greet-
ing. “Your gallant work and conduct in
the past have led me to depend upon ¥ou
whene\rer an emergency arises, and there

one at present. I take it that you are
prettv well ‘acquainted with this part “of -

the -Channel, and especially - with the
a-p%rt09aches to Plymouth Sound, Am I
rlg »

‘“ Ay, sir, so far as I am concerned,” To-
plied Trent.

(To be continued next week,)

™ ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

(All communications-. to the League
should be addressed to Chief Officer,
The St. Frank’s League, ¢/o THE NELSON
LEE LiBRARY, The TFleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.)

June 30th, 1925.

My dear Leagueites,

, As I write, the first few hundreds of

applications for membership. have arrived,
and, considering that each of these appli-
cants has had to procure one regular new
reader and has had to expend fthree half-
pence on postage, the result is in every way
encouraging. With the conditions made much
easier, and the fact that we now know the
application forms can be sent for a half-
penny (provided they are not accompanied
by a letfer and the envelope is not sealed),
applications next week and after should be
pouring into the office in thousands instead
of hundreds.

There is also, I fear, another reason why
we were not virtually swamped this first
week, and I have Rad a few complainfts to
bear me out. Readers wanting extra copies
have found to their dismay, in some in-
stances, that THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ha;
been sold out, and thev have been unable
to get any more copie Needless to say, 1
am }ook"w into this, and after this week
I hope, there will be no occasion for such
complaints. At the same time, to avoid
disappointment of this kind recurring, you
are advised to place an order for your copies
with your newsagent a week or so in

advance, Should, after_this, any readers
experience difficulty in getting THE NELSOX
T.EE LiBrARY, I shall be glad “to hear from
them.
I have much pleasure in publishing below

a few more lines by Mr. Brooks about the
Leagus.

Your sincere friend,

THE CHIEF OFFICER (S.F.L.)

Girls. lend me your eyes! Apart from
the Organising Oflicers, the more of you
there are on the ordinary Membership roll,
also the beftter. The St. Trank’s Leaguﬁ
¢an never reach true greatness without your
whole-hearted support. So, hesitate o
longer, ail you delightful descendants .of -
Eve who havi hitherto held aloof!

* *

~ =

Last, but not least, there are the grown-
ups. We want you to come forward in your
thousands to swell our Membership. Adults
of both sexes are equatl; el:glble The more |
the merrier!

% * *

Twent}*-ﬁve thousand strong, we can com-
mence to forge ahead with the objects and
benefits for which the League has been
formed. Meanwhile, without any thought
of failure, earnest preparations are going
forward in every direction. I believe our
Chief Officer—in other words, your old friend,
the Editor—has told you how to qualify for

Silver and Gold Medals—after you have
obtained you;r Bronze Medals.

% L
But it’s not the intrinsiec value of these

Medals which will chiefly count. Their main
worth to the holdets will lie in the added
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“hmh will follow their possession,
~antil you have - ¢ualified for the utmeost
wonour which The St. Frank’s League will

e able to confer.
3 E 4

yoenchts

1f's a foregone conclusion that The St.
fFrank’s meue is going right abead, and
that it will eventml}y become a real power

r countries,

il

known and respected. Ever f:xpandmﬂr, in all
ts units will have common in-
terests wiiich will bind them together in
tspheres of worth-while endeavour \\hxch will
bhelp to brighten the Jives of all. 'Fhe com-
pact and powmtul whoie will form an organ-
isation to which every Member will be p: ‘oud
to belong.

in the land: Overseas, also, it will become E.S.B.
: AS SIMPLE AS A BC.
INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for |time when the forms are sent 1. On one
Membership:  Cut out TWO complete |of the forms fil} in Section B, crossing out

Application ¥Forms from TWOQ copies of this
week’s issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
01 one of the forms fill in Seetion A, cross-
ing out Seetions B and € by running the
pen diagenally across both Sections, “Then
wiite clearly your full name and address at
bottom of form. The second form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses  oub Sectmns A and B, and
writes his pame and address at bottom
of form. Both forms are then pinned
together and sent to the Chief Officer, The
St. Frank’s League, e¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LiBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C.é. Member - Applying for
Bronze Medal: It will be necessary for

you to obtain six new readers for this
avard. For each new reader TWO
eomplete forms are needed, and these

must he taken from copies of the latest
;a::we of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the

"IMPORTANT. —Complete and post off
WNELSON LEE LIBRARY is on sale,

It then becomes oué of date and useless.

Sections A and C, and write your name

and address at bottom of form. The
other form is for your new reader, who
fills in Section €, crosses out Sectlons A

and B, and wrltes his name and address at
the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above. One new reader will
then be registered against vour name, and
when six new 1e‘tdels have been registered, .
yoa will be sent the St. Frank’s Leanue
bronze medal. There is nothing to prevent
you from sending in forms for two or
more new readers at once, provided the
forms are taken i{rom the latesi issue
of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time
when the forms are sent in.

These Application Forms can be posted
for 1d., provided the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.

this form before the next Tue

issne of

-

|ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 5. duly 25, 1925.

' SECTION give

benefits and privileges as
I hereby declare myself

B T

with Membership Number

NELSON LEE LIBRARY?”
and that I have introduced Our Paper to one new reader, whase
signature to certify this appears on second form atftached hereto.
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enroiment

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.
Being a regular reader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY” sinece
date),

I desire to become enrolled as a

3 Member of THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such

A

are offered to Members of the League.
to be a staunch supporter of *“THE
and THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,

assigned to me.

Y

MEMBER’S APPLIGATION FOR BRONZE MEDAL.

IIIIIIIIIIIII

-

C

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by ....

tatassntiastersannsansnan cann

{ SECTION
I, Member NoO.....cooecee give Membership No.) hereby declare
f . that I have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto, This
: leaves me ......... (state number, or, if none, signify with a dash)
*’ introduetions to make to entitle me to a Bronze Medal.
" SECTION ~  NEW READER’S DECLARATION,

sevrddacHittannrn

give name of mtroducer) to “THE

NELSON LEF LIBRARY *» (No.......... , dated’...ccceun... ). Which T will
read with a view to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

s
.

(FULL \IA\IE)

IR A IR d s PR R s diastRITdgasasd

(ER LR

(ADDRESS) ...cccovieeens

SosvtsnsNsltARIR T TRaT RN Ed

1111111 Trrastesnoae s dRAttivraadens it iadtRdNdisrasanran®¥PBas P idnnian
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in that wonderfui

THIS WEEK'S

- SPECIAL SEASIDE SPORTING NUMBER

There are some extra-special seaside features and a ripping
long complete story entitled ¢ His Holiday at Stake!’”

twopennyworth

i

“BOYS' REALM% "

“MONARCH” ceco, CAMERAS

British Made, Take Perfect Photos
(Size 23 x 13f). With Complete A
besh quality Plate De. Oufit. A
vel opxn% a.nd Prmtmg Sale Price
OUTFI’ O. 1/6 "/3Pont b
will brxng a “Mon-

arch’’to your door! LARGE
size * MONARCH * 1,9, post
3d. (with complete Outﬁt) Takes
Beautiful Photos 33 x 23i*,
Catalogue 1,000 Big Bargams
post freef-THE LEEDS BAR-
GAIN Co.(U.J.), 31, Xendal Lane, I.eeds.

Xuas CHOCOLATE {L8s |

Spare time Agents wanted. _
remuneration. =~ No outlay. Best
makes only supphed Partmulars fx ec.

SAMUEL DRIVER
South Market, Hunslet l.ane, i.eeds.

-

MAGIG TRIGKS ete.~~Parcels 2/ 6 5’6 Yen-
triloguist’s - Instznment Invisible; Imltate Birds.
Price -6d. each, for 1/-.—T. W. HARRI bO\
' 239.,Pent0nvllle 110;111 London, N, 1. |

worth cheap Photo Material, Sam.

£2 000 ples catalogue free; 12 by 10 In-

-larﬂement any - photo, 8d. —Hackett's " Works, :

FREE!! DUPLIOATE STAMP BOOK;: THRE
‘““* LIVER ’* (65) PACKET; ALUMI\IUM
WATERMARK FINDER.Just requestappros.
Lmburn & ’Iownqend London Rd., Liverpool.

July Road Liverpool. - o
| I
Stop.Stammering ! S ,opel |

ticulars PREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES 7,
Southamnton Row. I.ondon. “W. G {

O] T T T

N Write for my Free Bar'- - : -‘

- gain Lists of the best

"- Coventry mada cycles.
; Sentonlidays’approval,
5 carriaze paid. Thousands.
.-' of te stlmomals

g = Pty

- =y s Y
iy

100(1 %

_[(Accidents impossihle.)

CarriagePaid. sztenDa S FreeTrmz

A\ £4 19s. 64d. Cashor

\ Prompt Delivery,

CHEAP

§ pPrices.
Special Offer of Sample Bicycle,

.{'; Mead creEco. e

Dept. B601
SPARKBROOK - - BIRMINGHAM.

/6 Weekly,
Second-hand Cycles .

Accessories at popular-
Write for Free Lists gnqg. -

DON’T BE BULLIED.

Special offer.: Two Illus. Sample Les-"
R sons from my Complete Course on
R JUJITSUforipenny stampsoraLarge.
Illus Portion of Course for P.O.3/5.
—— S WJjit3W is the best & sim-.
on Dlest science ofself-defencea:--
_ afand attack ever invented.
o b ®» Learntotake care of your-- -
seIr‘undEIallcwcumqtanCGq SENDNOW. ‘YAWARA" .
(Dept.A.P.16), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

. .. - LU s H l N SELF-CONSUIOUSNESS

“SHYNESS, + TIM"D]TY= ;
“ Simple 7-daerermanent Home Cure
for .- either..-sexX.— Wntewatmonce and
get Hfull - partieulars - quite FRERBRS
privately.—U.J.D,; 12.- All Saints
RdaquT ANNE,S‘ON'SEA

NO LICENCE
REQUIRED.

SAFETY REVOLVER

/6%

T xact replica of real revolver
converted to fire blank cart- :
rideges only. For theatricals, ‘-;pmts, ete. . IRl
Can easily be carried in pnohet 6-Chamn- . _
ber, Nickel or  Blue, s + 8-Chamber, %2/'
Single Chamber Pistol, 2 9, :1}1 carr. free. Spccml
Loud Cartridges, per 100, 2:3. lllustirated Cata~
togue, Cinemas, Cameras, Cyc?e.s, etce, po¢t~ ree.
JAMBS MANSFIELD . CO LTD.,
71, High Holborn, London, w.C. 1.

—

All applications for Advertisement
- Spaces in this publication should be
addressed to - the ' Advertisemeiit
Manager, THE - NELSON LEE
-LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farrmgdon Street, London, E.C. 4¢
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