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A Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale dealing with the Thrilling Adventures of \\the
, Chums of St. Jim’s while in the South Seas. - ‘

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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CHAPTER-1,
Sunk at Sea.

RASH!
@ Crash !
Tom Merry started and awoke.

He was lying in his bunk aboard the Silver Scud. He had
been dreaming of home—of St. Jim’s and the fellows there,
and as he started into sudden wakefulness, it seemed to him
for the moment that he was back at the school, and that he
was in his bed in the Shell dormitory in the School House at
St. Jim’s. There was a sound of creaking and straining, and
of rushing water, of excited veices and hurrying feet.

Tom Merry sat up in bed.

What had happened?

His brain cleared immediately from the mists of sleep; he
remembered where he was, on board Lord Conway’s yacht,
gliding through the moonlit waters of the South Pacific,
homeward bound for England after a holiday cruise in the
South Seas. .

“ Look out!”

 She’s struck !”?

- The engines were throbbing still—the yacht was trembling
and shivering like a frightened animal. Tom Merry put bis
legs over the side of the bunk, 4nd there was a yell from

below him. Jack Blake had just put his head out of the bunk

beneath Tom Merry's, and Tom Merry’s feet had come into

violent contact with it. .
“Ow!” roared Blake. ‘ What's the little game? Ow!”

» (13 Sorry !?)

“You ass!"”

‘“Bai Jove!” came the wvoice: of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
from the darkness. *‘ Bai Jove, deah boys, there's somethin’
up, you know!”’ L

‘“ She's struck!” ! .

The shout came again hoarsely from the deck. The juniors
turned out in hot haste, scrambling into their clothes. It was
pretty clear that an accident had happened to the yacht. Tom
Merry, in trousers and shirt, bareheaded, dashed up on deck.

Wild confusion reigned there.

The full round moon sailed high in a cloudless sky. Round
the yacht glimmered the wide rolling Pacific. There was no
sight of land—the yacht was solitary in the midst of the great
southern ocean.

The engines had stopped now. The yacht was heeling over
drunkenly., Lord  Conway, the skipper, was on deck with
Mr. Dodds, the mate, and both were perfectly cool, but their
faces were pale.

““ What is it, sir?”’ Tom Merry, panted.
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“ An -accident,” said 'Lord Conway quietly. “We have
.sthmcéi,“,upon a coral reef, I think—a reef not laid down in any
chart,

*“ Goog, beavens!” . )

Lord Couway turned away. He had plenty to de at that
moment. He was rapping out orders quickly, and the well-
trained seamen were obeying them. Everyone was on deck
now, some with clothes in their hands.

The yacht was filling.

* "There was no doubt about it—the Silver Scud, the hand-
some yacht that was Lord Conway’s pride, was a hopeless
wreck. She had dashed upon the treacherous reef fair and
square; her bows had ground upon the reef where it was
concealed under the surface of the water, with hardly a line
of foam to mark the place—and the stout hull of the yacht
had been crushed in by the violent impact.

The Silver Scud was sinking!

The terrible reality rushed upon the minds of the juniors
of St. Jim’s with stunning force. Ten minutes ago they had
been sleeping safe and sound in their bunks, homeward bound,
rich with the treasure they had found upon Skeleton Island.
Dreaming, of home, of St. Jim’s, and of the celebration they
would have at the old school when they arrived there. And
now——

Now the vessel that had been between them and death was
filling and sinking.

It was well that, in that terrible moment, captain and crew
kept their heads. Lord Conway’s orders were given sharply
and concisely, and obeyed instantly. The two boats were
lowered, and water and provisions conveyed ihto them. Some

- of the juniors helped; some of them were too dazed.

There were twelve fellows in the party from St. Jim’s—-
Tom Merry, and Manners, and Lowther, and Kangaroo, of
the Shell; Blake, and Herries, and Digby, and D’Arcy, and
Figgins, and Kerr, and Fatty Wynn, of the Fourth; and
Wally D’Arcy, of the Third. They belonged to different
Forms and different Houses at St. Jim’s, and at school were
generally on fighting terms; but they had enjoyed the holi-
day together wonderfully well. All the same, they were
looking forward to their return to the school, and relating
their adventures in the South Seas to interested audiences in
the studies and Form-rooms. They could scarcely realise that
their homeward voyage. was stopped; perhaps for ever—that
‘they were wrecked in the lopely wastes of the South Seas,
and might never look upon a white man’s face again. It was
so sudden, and so terrible. )

They had come to the South Seas in scarch of treasure, and
they had found it. The great oaken chest, crammed with
gold in bars and ingots and coins, was on board, being con-
veyed home in triumph. Pablo.Lopes, the Spaniard, their rival
in the quest, had been defeated and put to flight. All had
seemed plain sailing now—when the Silver Scud ran upon the
sunken reef, and all was changed in the twinkling of an eye.

* Bai Jove !’ murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, groping
wildly for his eyeglass, which was hanging on its cord down
the back of his neck. ‘‘ Bai Jove, you know, it's howwible!
But keep your heads, «deah boys—keep your heads!”

“ Keep yours!” growled Blake. ‘‘I'm cool enough.”

“ Weally, Blake—""

“ Yes, keep yours, ass, and don’t be as excited as a giddy
old hen!”’ said Monty Lowther. * Keep your head! There’s
nothing in it, but keep it!”

“ Weally, Lowthah—""

““ Get into the boats!”

“ Bai Jove! I shall have to get up my luggage—"’

“ There is no room for luggage, Arthur,” said Lord Con-
way. ‘ Not even a hat-box. Tumble in!” }

“* But weally—"" i

Jack Blake and Digby seized the swell of St. Jim’s by the
arm and hurried him to the side.

“ Buck up, you ass!” said Blake.

““There’s no time to lose!”

* Pway keep your head—"!

“Oh, rats!’

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was rushed into a boat, and
Blake and Digby followed him. Monty Lowther and Manners
jumped in, Manners not having forgotten to sling on his
zamera. .

Manners was getting quite a collection of pictures of the
South Seas, on rolls of films to be developed after his return

- to England. If Manners had been sentenced to execution
he would probably have taken his camera with him.

* What about the chest, sir?”’> Tom Merry asked.

Lord Conway nodded.

““ Tt is going into the boat, Tom.”

. Sturdy seamen were already dragging the chest out upon
the deck. It was slung over the side with ropes, and bumped
down into the boat.” Even_in that hour of terrible peril not
one of the voyagers thought of abandoning the great treasure
for which they had run so many risks. o -
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“ Bai Jove, that’s all wight!” said D’Arcy. “1 dare say
we shall be picked up in the mornin’, and-we shall*save the
tweasure, you know. But don’f lose your heads, deah boys !>

“ Oh, shut up!”’ ) .

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"" .

_ The yacht gave a wild lurch. There was a shout from the
few men remaining aboard. .

‘* She’s sinking I

“ Look out!”

‘“ Stand by there!”

l:len tumbled into the boats.
out.

* Pull—pull 1’

Oard were put out, and the oarsmen pulled. The boats
glided from the lurching, shaking yacht. They were in
danger of being drawn down into the vortex caused by the
sinking vessel.

With a last plunge, the Silver Scud disappeared into the
waters. Bubbles rose, and broke, and the sea rolled where
the yacht had been—and nothing but a few fragments of
floating wreckage remained to make the place.

Upon the wide, wild waters, under the soaring mocn, two
boats crammed with men and boys floated—alone in the heart
of the Pacific.

Lord Conway’s voice rang

CHAPTER 2.
In an Open Boat.
OM MERRY drew a deep, deep breath.
It seemed like a dream—it was but twenty minutes
since the crash of the yachit upen the hidden reef
had awakened him in his bunk. He shivered; the night
was not warm, and the junior was but half-dressed.

‘“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, in a low, awed vcice.
;:Bgi Jove! It's tewwible, you know. But don’t lose your
eads.

Tom Merry looked round him.

The embarkation in the boats had béen hasty, and he did
not know who was with him, or who was in command. In
Tom Merry’s boat, the smaller of the two, was the chest of
gold, and most of the juniors of St. Jim’s were there. Tony
Merry found Manners and Lowther sitting beside him, and
Digby and ‘D’Arcy and Jack Blake were in the boat. Wally,
Kerr, and Wynn, the New House fellows, were there. Then
there was Peter Raff, the sunburnt sailorman who had given
the treasure-ghart to Tom Merry in Rylcombe Wood, and
first caused this strange adventure in the South Seas. Kan-
garoo, the sturdy Cornstalk, was there, too, quite cool and
collected. 3

There were no men of the Silver Scud in the boat; the
seamen had tumbled into the other, the juniors’ boat. being
pretty full already. Herries was in the other boat, and so
were Mr. Dodds and Lord Conway. The moon glided behind _
a mass of clouds, and a deep shadow fell over the ocean.
Lord Conway’s voice hailed the junior:

“ Tom Merry !’

“ Ay, ay, sir!” Py

‘“ Keep close to us!”’

“ Ay, ay, sir!” said Peter Raff, who had seated himself at
the tiller. ‘ We’ll keep company, sir, never fear!”’

“Burn a light,” said Lord Conway. “I will do the same.
We must not risk parting company. It will be daylight
soon, and then we will make a new arrangement of the
crews of the boats. We had better wait till then.” -

“ Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry.

The sea was rolling a little. It would nct have been safe
for the two boats to approach too closely in the darkness,
for men to pass from one to another. There seemed .little -
danger of their separating by accident.

“My hat!” said Blake, as the boat rocked on the deep.
“ My only hat! - Who'd have thought this?”

‘““Bai Jove! I nevah thought of it, you know.” ,

“JIt’s a risky bizney, sailing in unknown seas,” said Tom
‘ But we're lucky to have had time to get into the

““ Yes, rather!”

“Tt will be an awful blow to Lord Conway, losing the
vacht,” said Figgins, .

“ Vaas, wathah! Poor old Conway!”

“TIf we save the treasure,” said Tom Merry, ‘‘ we shall
have a new Silver Scud built out 8f it befcre it is divided.
That’s the least we can do.” . ) i

“ Good egg!”’ .

“If we save it,” said Kerr, with a rueful grin.  *‘ Yes, and
if we are saved ourselves. We're hundreds of miles out of
the track of ships—in open boats.” .

“TIt’s rotten,” said Fatty Wynn.
g“Ub_” E] A .

““Then we shall have to fall back on you, Fatty,” said
Monty Lewther. : 5 .-

“We may run out of
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Every Thursday,
¢ Eh?” .
- ¥ You're the fattest.”
¢ What!"

““ And you'd last us quite a long time.”

¢ Look here, Lowther—"’

“ Hang it all, Monty, don’t make ghastly jokes like that
said Tom Merry, witl: a shudder. ¢ Wrecked crews have
come to that, but we never shall-—but it isn’t a pleasant idea
at all. I'd rather have one of your funny stories.”

““ Oh, please, no!” said Figgins. ‘‘ After being wrecked,
it's too much to have Lowther’s funny stories. They ought
to be listened to when a chap’s feeling specially fit.”

“ Look here, you ass——"" began Lowther.

‘“ Hallo! It’s beginning to blow!” said Blake.

‘“ Yaas, wathah!” ’

‘A cold, sharp wind swept over the boat, and the sea was
beginning to curl round them.

The juniors looked anxiously at the water. In the yacht
they would have scarcely noticed the wind; but in the open
boat they were terribly close to the water. The curling waves
seemed as if they would leap the gunwale.

‘“ It's all right, young gentlemen,” said Peter Raff. * There
ain’t any danger—it won’t be a blow.”

“It seems to make the watah wuff, Waff,”” said Arthur
Augustus.

‘“But the boat’s safe enough, sir.”

“T twust we shall not get our clothes wetted,” said D’Arcy
anxiously. ““I have only the clothes I am wearin’, and 1t
would be howwid to get them stained with sea-watah, and I
feah that they would shwink, too.”

‘“ Go hon!”

‘“ It is wathah a sewious mattah, deah boys.

¢ Ahoy there!”

It was a hail from Lord Conway’s boat.

““ Ay, 8y, sirI”" shouted back Peter Raff.

“ Keep company if you can! If you should miss us, we
are heading due north.” :

‘“ Ay, ay, sir!”

It was the last word heard from Lord Conway’s boat.
With the wind came great banks of clouds that hid the moon,
and for a time the light of the other boat twinkled above
the black waters, but at last it disappeared.

Lord Conway’s boat was swallowed up in the darkness.

Poter Raff kept upon the course to the north, but in his
heart he knew—though he did not say so to the juniors—that
:it was not likely that the other boat would be in sight at

awn.

And he was tight.

When dawn came up in silver light over the eastern sea,
the d]uniors stood up in the boat, and scanned the ocean in
all directions. But Lord Conway’s boat was not in sight.

East and west and south and north the juniors searched the
sea. D’Arcy had slung on his binoculars before entering the
boat, and the juniors used them in turn now, to scan the
ocean for their friends.

But the other boat was not to be seen.

They were alone upon the ocean.

1

You see—""

CHAPTER 3.
Alone on the Deep!
OM MERRY & Co. looked at one anbther in dismay.
They had not expected this, though the old sailor-
man could have told them.

Each of the boats was under sail, and, hidden from each
other’s sight as they had been in the darkness, it was pretty
certain that they would part company. If they had not had
their canvas out, the result must have been the same—the
rough wind and the rolling waters would have drifted them
apart. The boats had parted company, and there was little
hope of their rejoining each other.

With the morning came calmness of wind and wave. There
was still breeze enough to fill out the sail, and the boat
glided on to the northward. Northward lay the only chance
of the shipwrecked. If the boat came into the regular track
of steamers before their provisions gave out, or before rough
weather overwhelmed them in the sea, they had a chance of
rescue. But every hour was precious. Leagues: upon
leagues of desert ocean lay to.be traversed before they had
the remotest chance of being picked up. In that lonely sea,
perhaps, a sealer or a whaler might chance upon them; but
1t was a very remote chance. .

“They’re gone, bai Jove!” D’Arcy said, dropping his
glasses. .

“Gone!” .

“ They’re as safe as we are, young gentlemen,” said Peter
Raff. ‘It wasn’t likely that the boats would keep company
when the wind got up.”

¢ Wathah not! But—" :

“Jt may be all for the best,” said Kerr. “If the boats
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are apart, one of them stands a better chance of being
picke(f up; and if one is picked up, search can ba made for
the other.”

“True enough.” . ]

““And the water and provisions were pretty e(fually
divided, I believe,” said Tom Merry. ‘' Weo've got all the
gold here; but that’s less than a loaf of bread would be.” i

Peter Raff looked at the heavy chest lying in the bottom’
of the bdat. i

‘“It might be better to pitch it into the sea, and done
with it,” he said.

‘“ Bai Jove!”

“Why?” asked Tom Merry.

Peter Raff scanned the sea with his keen eyes beforg’
replying. i

‘ Because if we're picked up, it may mean death to all of
us,” he said. ‘‘Traders in these waters ain’t over particular,’
and they’d cut our throats for that treasure as soon as lookl
at us. Many of ’em would.”

““ Bai Jove!” !

‘“There are enough of us to take care of ourselves, and
we’re not unarmed,” said Tom Merry. *‘‘We'll save the
treasure as long as we can, at all events.”

“ Ay, ay, Master Tom!” '

The sun was rising higher in the -heavens. It gave promise’
of a blazing day—a day of tropical, shadeless heat. i

The prospect was very different from what it would have
been on the trim yacht. There the juniors had spent lazy
hours of tropical heat under wide awnings, with iced drinks’
to help them out. Here they were expdsed to the blazing
sun, unsheltered, and water was more precious than gold.
With the stifctest economy, it might not last them till they
were picked up. i

“We shall have to allowance ourselves with food and:
water,” Tom Merry said. ‘

“Oh, dear!” murmured Fatty Wynn. ' '

“Poor old Fatty!” said Figgins sympatheticaily. ¢TI
know it’s hard on you.” a

“I don’t mind the allowancing of the water,” said Fatty
Wynn, with real pathos in his voice. ‘ But the grub! You
see, I've got a jolly good appetite. I always have a bit of
an ‘extra appetite at this time of the year, somehow. And -
then the sea air gives it an edge. Of course, I shall have
to stand it, but—"’ ,

“I wegard you as an ass, Wynn,” said Arthur Augustus.
i is eyeglass upon the unfortunate Falstaff of St.
“I don’t mind bein’ allowanced with the gwub, but
I weally do not see how the watah can be allowanced. I
have to wash—"

‘“Wash!” roared the juniors together. . !

“Yaas, wathah! I suppose I cannot be expected to dis-,
pense with my washin’ in the mornin’,” said the swell of,
St. Jim’s, in surprise.

“You—you ass!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy

“ You utter fathead!”

“ Weally, Digby, deah boy—"

“You fearful chump!”

*“I uttahly wefuse to be chactewised as a feahful chump,”
said Arthur Augustus indignantly. “I should like to be
informed how a chap is to keep clean without washin®.”

“You frabjous ass!” roared Tom Merry. ‘Do you think
we're going to let you have water to wash in?”

**1 fail to see any alternative.”

¢ Perhaps one will dawn upon you presently,”’ grinned
Monty Lowther. ‘“ You jolly well won’t have any water for
washing, anyway.”

“ Weally, Lowthah-—-""

“You can duck yourself in the sea if you like,”” Kangaroo
remarked. f course, a shark may nip your noble nose
off, but I don’t know that you'd look much plainer without
it.”

¢ Weally, Kangawoo !” ;

“You see, fathead,” Tom Merry explained. - We want’
all the water we’ve got for drinking purposes, chump, and
so we can’t let you have any for washing, ass, and it's not.
necessary for you to wash, anyway, duffer.” Savvy, dummy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wefuse to weply to wemarks couched in such op-
pwobwious language, Tom Mewwy. 1 suppose upon the
whole I'd bettah bathe in the sea.” !

“We could tie a.rope to your ears, and trail you behind
the boat, if you liked,”” Figgins suggested. '

*“ Oh, pway don’t be an ass, Figgay!”’ )

D’Arcy washed himself in the sea that morning, having
fortunately a cake of soap with him. What he was to do
when that soap was used up, was a terrific problem which the
swell of St. Jim’s shrank from attempting to solve.

The boat glided on under the sail, with a keen wind
behind, while the sun climbed higher and higher into the
cloudless blue.

’”
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High overhead, at last, it blazed down pitilessly upon the
defenceless boat.

,ADhe juniors crowded as well as they could in the shadow
of the sail, but it afforded them little shelter.

Of all the party in the boat, D’Arcy was the only one
who had _dressed himself fully before leaving the Silver Scud.
Thne swell of St. Jim’s had brought on deck the clothes he
could not put on in the cabin, and had finished dressing
E?ee;e. He was complete, even to the diamond pin in his

. But _the Juniors, half dressed as they were, began to
dxschrd clothing as the rays of the sun grew more powerful.

D’Arcy was the last to yield.

 For a long time—till past noon—the swell of St. Jim’s sat
pght, in a stiff collar and with his silk hat on. For D’Arcy
Lmd not forgotten his silk topper. It being impossible to
°ring any baggage into the boat, D*Arcy had put a tall hat
‘on as the only possible means of saving one for possible
need. He had a cap in his pocket in case of necessity, and

his first surrender to th ) ' i i
hat for the sen e heat was the changing of the silk
Then, after an interval, he removed his jacket. His waist-

(jgzlt followed. After an hour or so longer, he took his collar
and tie off.
L%ls boots followed. By that time he was in a state of
deshabille bretty nearly as complete as the others.
. Lhe tropical heat seemed to sap away the strength of the
juntors. They sat or lay about the boat in listloss attitudes,
ionging for sundown.

ut the pitiless blaze continued overhead.
hosd e sea showed no sign of life, No sail—no smoke on the
horizon. Occaswn'a,lly‘ a flying-fish, gleaming in the sun,
glanced upon their view—or a wide-winged albatross sailed
bymon glant pinions, ’ ’ ’
- hat was all! Round them the great ocean heaved, sSunny,
u.ml_mg, pitiless. Over them was the arch of the blue sky,
blazing with heat.

“ Bai Jove ”” murmured Arthur
2s he drew his hand from the blistering wocdwork of the
bo:l‘t. ‘ Bai Jove, I’'m thirsty.”

» %o 8;10 we al}]l,”ksaid Tom Merry. ’

on’t you thin i i itt ic it
s r\[‘:ﬁtah,)deah boy?”you re being a little too stwict with

““There’s only cnough for four days at the present rate,”
pe said. ,"“Goodness knows whether we sha}lpsee a sail in
four days’ time.”’ '
~ There was a sudden shout from Wally. He was sitting
in the bows, watching the shining sea with glassy eyes. He
sprang to his feet, waving his cap, and yelling. The juniors
t]urqed round upon him in alarm; the fear in every mind that
the heat and glare had turned his brain. But Wally was
sane cnough; only wildly excited.

A gail—a sail i’

*“ Bai Jove I”?

“A sail I” yelled Wally. “Look! A sail! We're saved !”

And a shout burst from all the juniors—a shout of joy

Augustus D’Arcy, at last,

“and relief !

‘“Hurrah !’
* Hip, hip, hurrah!”.

CHAPTER 4.
The Felucea !

HITE against the blue of sea and sky, the strange
sail flanced and glimmered. It was standing west-
ward, clear across the course of the gliding boat.

Only the glimmer of a great sheet of canvas could be seen,
and the juniors could not yet make out the form of the vessel,

. But it was a sail—a sail—there were men there, sailormen—

who would help sailors in distress.

; v If they could attract the
attention of the vessel.

They were saved!

“"The thought was almost enough to turn them giddy.
The vessel was far, far away—a glancing patch of white on
the blue. But_she was drawing towards the course of the

boat, and by changing their course a little to the west, the

_castaways might hope to intercept her; or, at least get near

enough to be seen and heard. Peter Raff trimmed the sail,
and as the boat glided on, the strange vessel rose more and
more clearly into view. )

" What vessel can it be, I wonder?’ Tom Merry said.
" Not a sealer or a whaler, Peter?”

Peter Raff shook his head. )

“No, Master Tom. It‘s not the build. Tt’s some small
trader, I should say——perhaps a blackbirder.”

‘*“Bai Jove! A what?’ asked D’Arcy.

' Blackbirder,” said Peter Raff: ‘“A vessel employed to
kidnap natives off the islands. That trade ain’t extinct yet,
whatever they may say about it. I’ve seen—" The sailor-
man paused, and changed the subject. ‘“If it’s a blackbirder,
they’ll pick us up, I make no doubt; but they’ll murder us

"for _that chest.”
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Tom Merry glanced thoughtfully at the treasure-chest.

“If it’s a suspicious Vesseﬁr when we get nearer we’ll pitch
the chest overboard,” he said. ‘It would be madness to:
take it with us among a crew of lawless ruffians.”

“ Ay, ay, sir!” -

" Whatever that vessel is, we can’t lose this chance of being
picked up. If they’re white men they must be humane
cnough to tﬁke us in, and we can pay them afterwards.”

“ Ay, ay!
The boat glided on. Targer and larger the strange vessel
rose over the waters till the juniors could make out great
lateen sails.
Peter Raff gave a groan.
“It’s all gver.”
‘ What do you mean, Peter??
‘“That’s a felucca.”
“Bai Jove !”’ )
“It’s Pablo Lopez’s vessel.”
“ Oh !77

The juniors gazed with fixed, startled cyes at the sail.

Tom Merry wondered he had not thought of it before
Puablo Lopez, the dwarf Spaniard, whom they had defeated
on the Treasure Island in the fight for the buried gold, had
come thyre in a felueca from Valparaiso, and had fled in that
vessel after his defeat. It was not likely that there was
another vessel of the same rig in this lonely waste of waters. -

If the felucca was the Spaniard’s craft, anything was better
than falling in with it. With or without the chest of gold
iz the boat, they had only savage ferocity to expect from
the Spaniard.

Peter Raff stepped towards the sheet. ,

‘“ Better change the course, Master Tom,” he said.

“Hold on !’ :

** Lopez will murder every soul in the boat, if he discovers
us,” said Peter Raff. “ We’d have no chance agin him.”

“He had only four blacks in the felucca, when he was at
the island,” said Tom Merry. * We are enough to protect .
surselves.” :

“The felucca will run the boat down.”

‘“Bai Jove!”

“But it mayn’t ke Lopez’s felucca,” said Blake. ¢ There
may be another sail in these waters. Even if the felucea isn’t
a common rig in these seas, there may be more than one
of them.” .

Peter Raff shook his head.

“T vote we make sure,” said Figgins.

‘“ Ay, ay, sir; have your way then !”’

The boat kept on its course.

The felucca was now quite clearly in view, and she. ]}ad
not altered her course, though the boat must have been visible
irom her deck. If she had wished to pick up the castaways,
a shift of the great lateen sails would have brought her
swooping down towards the boat. But she did not alter her
course, and unless she did so, it was plain that she would
sweep on to the westward before the boat could reach her.

“My hat!” said Figgins. “They’re not going to try to
pick us up.” <

“Bai Jove! The wascals!” X

Tom Merry put the binoculars to his eyes.

As he brought the glasses.into line, the distant vessel
rushed, as it were, into clear and close view, and it almost
seemed as if he could tread upon her deck.

He could make out the deck, dirty and uncared for, the
dull, rusting paint, and the black faces of her crew. On the
deck, looking ‘towards the boat, was a white man—a man
with a massive head and a black beard—a man Tom Merry
knew.

It was Pablo Lopez.

He was looking towards the bodt, but he had no glasses.
Perhaps he had nome on the felueca; or perhaps he did not
care to take the trouble of examining the castaway craft.
His glance towards the boat was indifferent and careless, and
he turned away carelessly, and rolled a cigarette.

Tom Merry lowered the glasses. .

The felucca fell into distance again, and the Spaniard
became a blur against the sail. i

“Tt’s Lopez!” said Tom Merry,

“ Sure?”

“Look yourself!” .

‘“Bai Jove! It’s Lopez wight enough.” :

“ And he’s not going to pick us up,” said Figgins. * He
can’t make out who.we are, without glasses—and he doesn’t.
care. He knows there’s an open boat here, with people in
it; and he’s going straight on his way.”

“ The villain !” : -

“The awful scoundrel !’ *

Villain the Spaniard undoubtedly was, but there was no
doubt of his intention. The felucca did not alter her course
an iota.

There were shipwrecked sailormen in the boat, and the.
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¢ After him!” yelled Blake. The juniors raced over the sand and into the water after the Spaniard, but
Lopez leaped into the boat, and beat them off with an oar.” :

(See page 14.)

(Eiipaniard was passing on, callously leaving them to their
oom.

And the irony of it was, that in the boat were the party he
was seeking; in the boat was the chest of gold for which he
had come to the South Seas.

Had he_felt a single impulse of humanity, had he run
down to the boat to rescue the shipwrecked, he would have
found in it what he had long sought.

But no thought of humanity crossed his mind.

The felucca raced on.

And the juniors made no further effort to reach her. They
had only the bitterest enmity to expect from the Spaniard;
and if they reached the felucca, it would only be a case of
passing from the frying-pan into the fire.

Peter Raff, at a sign from Tom Merry, changed the course
of the boat. It was better to steer clear of the felucca now.

The grey lateen sails still loomed up white against the
blue, but they faded more and more into the sea, till they
disappeared at last. .

Once more the boat rocked alone upon the waste of the
Pacific.

Hope had animated thes juniors for a time; but hope
destroyed left sickness and despair in their hearts.

They fought against the despondency, but it would not be
'shaken off, and the boys sat about in the boat in deep
dejection.

BEE. . “CORONATION DAY AT ST. JIM'S.”

The only sail they had seen through that endless day .was
a foe—and would they see another?

The sun sank down at last, sinking red and flaming into a
sea of gold. Darkness came on with the suddenness of the
tropics. .

“The sun’s rim dips, the stars rush out; at one stride
comes the dark,” as the poet sings. Darkness rolled over the
face of the ocean—welcome to the juniors.

For if it lessened the chance of the boat being seen and
picked up, it saved them, at least, from the pitiless blaze of
the sun.

With the night came shade and coolness.

But there was little sleep for the castaways. Their anxiety
was too keen; and hunger and thirst were grawing them.

How was this to end?

—— e

CHAPTER 5.
The Madman.

OM MERRY rose wearily.
The sun was flushing up the east, and golden and
rosy lights tinted the great surface of the sea. A
new day was dawning!
Tom Merry looked out over the sea.
Its aspect was unchanged. ) g .
Wide blue sea, wide blue sky; not a sail, not a smoke-blur
y TaeE Gem LiBrary.—No. 175.
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on ‘the horizon. No land—no sign of a shore—nothing but
sea and sky, and sky and sea. )

. D’Arcy sat up ‘in the boat, but did not rise. He had slept
i his clothes, and he was unwashed and unkempt. But
cven the swell of St. Jim’s was beginning to forget those
things now. .

*“ Anythiny in sight; Tom Mewwy ?”” he asked faintly.

“ No, Gussy.”

““Oh, bat Jove!”

Jack Blake rose on his knees, and swept the sea with the
binoculars,  Nothing—nothing—clouds and watcr—sea and
sky—nothing more ! -

No sign, either, of Lord Conway’s boat. It might have
been hundreds of miles away by this time—it might be
floating bottom up on the wide Pacific—but the juniors shut
that thought out of their minds. ) .

“Bai Jove!” murmured IVArcy. “This is gettin’

Fatty Wynn groaned.

“Oh! What price the pork-pies at Mis. Taggles, back
at St. Jim’s, now ?”’

“ Shut up!” roared Figgins ferociously.

‘“ And the meringues—"’

* Cheese it 1’

“ And the rabbit-pies—"

Figgins picked up .a boathook.

“1f you don’t stop jawirg about grub, I'll guncture you,
vou fat bounder!” he cxclaimed. “Do you think we ain’t
hungry, too?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry served out the rations. - The allowance of
food was small, and of water smaller. But it could not be
Lelped.  Even-as it was, there was only enough for four
days. If help did not come by then, even those slight rations
would cease. :

And then—hunger, thirst—exhaustion, and death! .

Peter Raff ate his rations, and drank the water, and retired
to the stern of the boat. The juniors observed him fumbling
in the locker there, and -a sound of gurgling was heard.

‘“ Hallo !’ exclaimed Figgins. *‘ You haven’t got a private
supply of water, surely, Peter ?”’

“Bai Jove! Play the game, you know, Petah !’

Some of the fellows looked angrily at the sailorman. The
idea of a single one of the boat’s crow keeping a bottle of
water to himself was dangerously exasperating.

- . Peter Raff turned a dulled and stupefied face upon the
Juniors. )
*“] ain’t got any water ’ere,” he said.
:: ghat, are you drinking, then?”
um !

Tom Merry jumped up. i

‘“ Peter—Peter Raff | Don’t be a fool! Put it away!”

The sailorman, with a dogged look, refilled his tin panni-
kin, and tossed off the burning liquor. A new light flashed
into_his eyes. - -

“You let me alone,” he mumbled.
orders, Master Tom.”

““ Let it alone, Peter.”

“Y won’t.” &

Tt will only make you worse,” said Tom Merry, in great
disﬁﬁre’s’s. “You'll have a frightful thirst following that filthy
stuff. 5

“ Yaas, wathah! It will only make mattahs worse, Petah.”

The sailor laughed recklessly.

“ A short life and a merry cne,”” he said; and he refilled
the pannikin, and drank again. *‘ We're all bound for Davy
Jones’s locker, anyways.”’

“T}’l’ere’s a good chance yet, Peter. Do put that bottle
away.

“1 won't, I tell you?!”’

The juniors exehanged hopeless glances. Peter Raff was
already considerably intoxicated, as his replies showed; for
in his sober moments he was always kind and respectful to
Tom Merry.

What was to be done? The man had taken to the rum to
relieve his sufferings, and now he was no longer himseif.
The rum gurgled into the tin pannikin again. Peter Rafi’s
face was flushed, and his eyes glittering now. He burst into
a hoarse, husky fragment of a sea-song.

‘“Bai Jove !”” murmured D’Arcy. * This is simply wotten !
I haver’t seen him dwinkin’ before. He may get violent.”

“And he has a knife and a revolver on him,” muttered
Figgins.

“ By George!”

“Keep an eye on him,” said Tom Merry. “If he tries
any mischief, we shall have to down him, and tie him up
till he becomes sober.”

‘“Suppose we collar him now, and take the rum away?”’

‘“He would fight; and we don’t want to start if we can
}I?glp”it. My hat! I never thought the man had this in

im.
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The juniors were distressed as well as alarmed. They
had looked upon Peter Raff as a rough diamond, rcugh, but
honest and true; and this new phase in his character was a
disagreeable discovery. Sober, the man was all they had
believed him; intoxicated, another side of his nature came
to light, and 1t was not a pleasant one. The expression upon
his face was growing hard, coarse, and savage.

He glanced at the juniors several times, and finally started.
to his feet. The rum bottle rolled to the bottom of the’
boat and broke. What was left of the liquid gushed over
the planks—and the juniors were glad to see it go.

Peter Raff glanced at it, but his senses seemed too dulled
to realise it. He kicked the broken bottle aside, and came
lurching towards the juniors. At every step he locked as
if he would tumble into the sea;_but even a drunken sailor-
man has a wonderful way of keeping his feet.

The juniors drew together. -Peter Raff had two deadly
weapons in his belt, and his hand was on the butt of the
revolver. ’

** What-ho, my hearties I”’ he exclaimed hoarsely. ¢ What’s
the trouble, eh?”’

‘“ There isn’t any trouble, Peter,” said Tom Merry mildly.

“I'm skipper of this craft,” said the sailorman. ' You
understand that? I'm skipper—me, Peter Raff I’
: Right you are!” said Tom Merry good-humourcdly.
You iouch your caps to me,” said Peter Raff. **You

hear me?”’

* Certainly I”

“You call me ‘sir> when you speak. I'll have no mutiny '
aboard my craft,”” roared Peter Raff. . -

‘“ Ay, ay, sir!”

Tem Merry was quite willing to humour the drunken man.
It was better than fighting and bloodshed. Peter Raff looked
at him suspiciously.

Then his mood changed, and he looked round cautiously
over his shoulder, with all the sly cunning of an intoxicated
nan.

*“ You ain’t seen ’im?” he asked,

‘“He? Whom?”

““The Spaniard.”
‘“Oh, Lopez! No.”

*“1 ain’t afraid of him,” said the sailorman. *You under-
stand? T ain’t afraid of him nor of any mannikin living!
I’H?gut a bullet through him as soon as anybody! You hear
me?

‘“ Ay, ay, sir!”

Peter Raff had taken a revolver from his belt, and his
finger was on the trigger as he peered cautiously round the
boat, in his drunken imagination expecting to see the dwasf
Spaniard in every corner.

“ We shall have to stop him, Tom,” muttered Lowther.
*“ The idiot will be taking one of us for Lopez, and blazing
away——

‘“Ah! There he isV’ roared Peter Raff.

Crack—crack—crack !

——

CHAPTER 6,
No Hope.

HE man was firing into space. -
Two bullets splashed into the sea, and another cut
through the sail of the boat. Peter Raff staggered
as he fired, and he was swinging round towards the group of
alarmed juniors.  The revolver, swaying in his unsteady
hand, bore upon them now, and the trigger was trembling

under his finger.

In a few seconds another shot would have rung out, and
the bullet might have found a billet in a body there, but
in a second or less Tom Merry acted. His hand was on a
boathook, and like a flash it swept through the air, and
caught the wrist of the drunken man.

The revolver clattered into the bottom of the boat, and
Peter Raff uttered a yell of pain.

“Collar him!” shouted Tom Merry, as the man groped
unsteadily for the revolver.

The juniors did not need telling. They piled upon Petor
II}aﬁt' instantly, and bere him down into the bottom of the

oat.

Tha sailorman struggled furiously.

‘ Mutiny, by Davy Jones!” he roared. ‘' Hands off, you
swabs—hands off 1"’ -

They pinned him down, struggling. He was grasping at
his knife, but Figgins plucked it away and tossed it into the
sea.

Peter Raff struggled and scrambled and yelled, but the
juniors were too many for him. ¢ They held him down while .
Tom Merry tied his hands and feet with rope.

Then, panting and breathless, ‘they left him lying. :

The sailorman was yelling with fury, his face purple, but
they took no notice of his threats and imprecations.. Tom




EBvery Thursday,

Merry went to®the locker in the stern of the boat. e
opened it, and found two more bottles of rum.

“I suppose there’s no doubt what we'd better do with
these?” he said. ) .

““ Wathah not! Chuck the beastly stuff overboard.”

“*Yes, rather!”

Splash—splash !

The rum:bottles circled in the air and sank into the sca,
and disappeared into the depths of the Pacific. Peter Raff
was to have no chance of repeating his alarming performance,

As the sun rose higher the sailorman lay and struggled and
raved in semi-delirium, but at last that passed, and he fell
into a_deep, dull sleep. Tom Merry covered up his faco
from the sun.

Tho weary hours erawled by.

The sailorman Jay in a deep slumber, but the juniors conid
not sleep. They were weak from want of their usual food,
and aching with thirst. ;

Round them was the wido sea, a sheet of burning blue.
Above them a sky of brass. The wind had died away: the
sails flapped idly against the mast, Tho boat was scarcely
moving in the placid sca.

There were oars, but the juniors had no heart to row.
They had little strength, either, and their rowing would
make little difference. Hundreds of miles had to be covered
yet before the boat would be in the track of ships. Would
{;hey succeed in covering them? Hope was dying in their

reasts. ;

The sun sloped downward to the west. The words of an
old poet, loved by all who have any car for what is musical,
came into Tom Merry’s mind.

““The western wave was all aflame,
The day was well-nigh done,
Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad, bright sun.”

Tho junior turned his weary eye to east and west. Sea
and sky—sky and sea. He looked at the boat, blistering in
the heat of the sun. What were tho fellows at St. Jim’s
doing now?

Peter Ralf stirred, and woke.

¢ Shipmates !” - :

Tom Merry rose and crossed to him. He drew the shelter-
ing rag of canvas from the face of the old sailorman. Peter
Raff was conscious, with throbbing nerves and aching head.
Ho locoked wildly at Tom Merry.

‘“Shipmate! What's the matter?
like this.for?”

Tom Merry eyed him sternly.

‘ Becausggyou’ve been drunk and firing your revolver,” he
said. ‘‘Because you've acted like a ruffian and a brute,
Peter Raff.”

The sailorman’s face was red with shame.

“It was the rum,” he muttered.

““Yes, it- was the rum.” ’

‘“Yaas, wathah! You were a feghful ass, Petah,” said
D’Arcy, looking up. “I wegard you as an unspeakable
beast.”

T “ I", sorry,” said Peter Raff. ““I’'m powerful sorry, Master
om.’

Tom Merry untied the ropes.

“You can get up,” he said curtly.

Petor Raff rose and stretched his cramped limbs. His head
was aching, his eyeballs seemed to be starting from his head.
“The taste of the rum burnt in his throat like fire.

“I’m sorry,” he said—‘I'm sorry! It was the rum. I
was allers a fool when I got at the rum. It’s the curse of
sailormen.”

““Well, it’s over now.”

““ Where’s my knife?”

“In the sea.”

“ And my shooter?”

“In my pocket.”

“You can keep it, Master Tom,” said Peter Raff, in deep
di.s,?ress. “I'm sorry. I know I ain’t to be trusted. Keep
it.

Tom Merry took the revolver from his pocket and handed
it back to the sailorman.

“Take it,” he said.

. ¢ Master Tom !’

‘“You aro sober now, and you will remain so. The rum has
followed your Lnife to the bottom of the Pacific,”” said Tom
Merry. *“ You have played the fool, but there’s no harm
done. Let bygones be bygones.”

Peter Raff put the pistol into his belt.
k_l‘”ly‘.bank you, Master Tom! .Oh, my throat is like a lime-

in !

Tom Merry hesitated. The man’s sufferings were his own
fault, but the lad was generous. He drew a pannikin of
water from a keg and handed it to him.

Peter Raff drank it at a gulp.

What am I trussed up
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““ Thank you, Master Tom! Not that I deserve it.”

“It’s all right.”

‘“Yaas, it’s all wight, deah boy,” said D’Arcy gracious!y.
“ A gentleman can't do any more than apclogise. I ovahlook
tho mattah.”

““ Cheek I”” said his minor,

“ Weally, Wally ”

““Oh, won’t there ever bo a sail?” muttered Dighy.
horribly thirsty !’ .

*And I'm hungey!” groaned Fatty Wynn.

‘“ While there’s hfe there’s hope,’” said Tom Merry.

But there was little hope in the voice of the hero of the
Shell.  Hope was dying in his breast.

The bcat was scarcely moving on the sea; the canvas
flapped on the mast. An albatross scttled on the bow of the
boat, and flew off again.

The boys looked at the cool water sliding by. To drink
was madness, for the salt in the water would terribly inflame
their thirst. Yet the temptation was almost too strong to
be resisted. . -

The sun sank lower in the sky.

Darkness again,

. Another night on the wide ocean. Lxhaustion caused tha
juniors to sleep now, and they slept by fits and starts.

The night seemed endless, gu,t they thought of the coming
day with dread. Anything was better than tho blazing,
merciless sun.

But tho night ran its course, still without a breath of air
to move the sail, and the morning flushed in the rosy
heavens, and the same dead calm prevailed, and the boat,
with its suffering crew, floated motionless, as idlo as a painted
ship upon a painted ocean.

“I'm

CHAPTER 7.
The Last Hope.

AY gleamed upon the boundless Pacific.
D But with the rising of the day came no gleam of
ope. ) .

It was the third day on the waste of waters, and supplies
were running very low indeed. Two or three of the boys
lay in a state that was almost comatose, and Digby had
begun to wander a little.

Tom Merry scanned the sea.

The boat was not moving; there was no cloud in the sky
of burning blue—no cloud, no wind, no promise of rain.

Burning blue, and burning sun, that burnt into the very
eyeballs and scorched them, and made the castaways dizzy
and sick.

High soared the sun over the rolling sea, and over the
floating boat with its suffering crew.

The treasure-chest lay unheeded, unnoticed. How gladly

the boys would have given that mass of gold for a deep-

drink of pure water.

Gold!

What was gold to them now? It was a mockery. Water—
water—water was the crying need. And there was water,
water all around, and not a drop to drink.

“ Water, water, all around,
And all the boards did shrink;
Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink "

The words came strangely into Tom Merry’s dizzy mind.
He had read of such things—read with breathless interest.
He had never dreamed of suffering them himself. Yet it is
the daily risk of those that go down to the sea in ships.
One frail keel is all that stands between them and doom.

Weary eyes scanned the water. Would the smoke of a
steamer ever come into sight? It seemed not.

The burning day passed, and another night descended—a
night of suffering and of unrefreshing slumber.

Then another day.

It was the founth day, and the rations were near their end.
At midday Tom Merry served out the last precious drops of
water. Food there was, on short commons, for some time
longer, but the water was at an end. It was useless to parch
and save the last drops; they drank them, and lay down in
the boat, weary to death.

Burning sky and gleaming sea! Their dizzy eyes turned
from the scene.

Digby started to his feet in the blazing afternoon. He
made for the gunwale, and Tom Merry caught him in time.

“Dig! Dig, old man,” said Tom huskily. *S8it down!”

Digby struggled in his grasp. The junior’s face was white
and strained, and there was a wild light in his eyes.

‘“Let me go!” he cried hoarsely.

‘ What are you going to do?”

Digby laughed wildly.
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_ didn’t we?

® They watched the west.

“Drink ! he said.

“ Dlg P

“1 must drink—I'm dying with thirst! Let me go!”
“Dig, old man, chuck it!” said Arthur Augustus feebly.
Chuck it, old fellow! You can't dwink salt watah!”

*“I must drink.”

The boy was not himself. He struggled to plunge his head
over the gunwale, into the water that surged temptingly

Y. .

Tom Merry dragged him back.

It was death to drink, he knew that, though Dig had for-
gotten it. He dragged the junior back to his seat.

“Hang you!” yelled Dighy. *‘Let me go, I say!”

“You ecan’t drink, Dig.”

“1 will—I will I”

“Tt’s salt water, old man—you've forgotten!”

“1 don’t care~-let me go!”

He made an effort to tear himself away. Blake came to
Tom Merry’s aid, and the feverizh junior was held down on
the thwart.

Then the fit passed, and Dig sank into their arms, white
and sick, and fainting. They laid him in the bottom of
the boat.

- Tom Merry and Blake exchanged hopeless glances.

“ How long is this going to last?” muttered Blake.

“ Heaven knows!”

Blake groaned.

*“The sooner it's ended the better, I think.”

“J—1 say, I'm sorry I brought you here,” said Tom, in a
strained voice. ‘“It’s all my fault; but for me, you might
all be safe and sound at St. Jim’s. It's all my fault.”

And he groaned aloud.
““Rats!” said Blake.
Rot !’ :

“Yaas, wathah, wot!” said D’Arcy faintly.
talkin’ dweadful wubbish, Tom Mewwy.” .
, Tgm Merry sat on a thwart and covered his face with his
lands.

His self-reproach was deep. He was not to blame; but it
scemed to him at that moment that he had brought doom to
his friends—his chums whom he would have given his life to
save.

Was there no help?

Peter Raff was standing up in the boat, shading his eyes
with his hand, straining his glance to the blazing west.

What was he looking at?

Many and many a time, to the dizzy eyes of the juniors,
a white sail had seemed to glance into sight, only to fade
into the blue, )

. Tom Merry looked up, and as he saw Peter Raff’s atti-
tude, he staggered towards the sailorman.

He grasped him by the shoulder, but Peter Raff did not
turn his head. His eyes were fixed upon the west.

“ What is it 7"’ asked Tom Merr,

The sailorman did not reply.

“We came of our own accord,

“You are

IXIis glance was fixed and

~wild. Tom Merry looked into the west; but he could see

nothing but the glowing sunset, red as a furnace. .
_*‘Peter! What is it?”’ he cried hoarsely. * Not a sail?”

The sailorman shook his head.

““ What is it, then?”

“A cloud !” muttered Peter Raff.

“ A cloud—does that mean wind 2"

* Perhaps.”

“ What else 2’2

“Rain |’

** Oh, Heaven!”

The word electrified the junicrs.

Rain! “

No greater boon could have befallen them save rescue.
Rain !
born hope.

) Truly enough, a dark cloud was
rising from the horizon, and blotting out the coppery sun.

For the first time, as it seemed for ages, there was a
. stir on the face of the waters.

A ripple ran past the boat; the canvas moved and shook
outt.he mast. The boat rocked and surged through the
water.

The wind was upon them. But it was not a refreshing
wind. It was a wind laden with burning heat, that fanned
and scorched their faces like the breath of a furnace.

They gasped for breath. The cloud was larger and
larger now, blacker and blacker, and a deep, dense shadow
had overspread the burning sky. The hot wind dropped,
and a cold blast succeeded it—a cold blast that was inex-
pressibly relieving to the scorched and blistered faces of the
castaways. ?

- And—what was that?

A cool, refreshing drop fell upon Tom Merry’s upturned
face, and he cried aloud in joy:

“Rain!”
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CHAPTER 8
Cast Ashore:

AIN] :
R %ain,l at first in large drops, and then in sheets.
ain ! 5
Rain drenching down upon the sea, drenching the
juniors, drenching the boat, flooding them and soaking
them, to their almost delirious delight. :

Rain!

They opened their mouths to it—they drank it from their
caps, from their pannikins, they lay down in the boat and
drank it as it swamped about them. It seemed as if their
terrible thirst would never bé satisfied.

But satisfied it was at last.

The rain was coming down in blinding shects, and the wind
was_tearing at the boat. Round them the sea rolled and
spun.

_ The storm was rising! In their delight at the rain, the
juniors did not notice or care for the new danger. But as
their thirst was slaked, they saw it only too clearly. The °
rain was flooding the boat, and the juniors set to work to
bale it out. e

They filled the kegs with the rain for future use. That was
Tom Merry’s first thought. Then they baled out the boat.

Harder and fiercer the rain drenched down. The juniors
were soaked to the skin, wet and drenched, but they enjoyed
it. After the long baking under the tropical sun, it was the
greatest pleasure they could have had. L.

“Bai Jove!” asid Arthur Augustus. * This is wippin’!
But if it goes on like this we shall he swamped, you know.”

“ Bale away !” said Tom Merry,

“ Yaas, wathah!”

They baled away heroically. .

It was several hours before the rain slackened, and the
juniors were hard at work all the time.

But the downpour slacked off at last. The boat was
flooded, but as soon as it was safe, they ceased to bale. The
wind was rising all the time, and the boat, without the sail,
was plunging swiftly through the water. '

“Stand clear!”” Tom Merry shouted suddenly.

*“Bai Jove! Look out!™ . . .

The mast was whipped out of the boat like a stick, and
tossed away upon the waves. With the torn canvas dragging
upon it, if raced on the waves for a few moments like a
wounded bird, then vanished.

The boat rushed on. .

Round the little craft now the waters were roaring. It
seemed marvellous that the boat was not engulfed every
moment. Yet it lived amid the roaring seas.

Peter Raff was steady at the tiller. The janiors began
to bale again as the water swamped over the gunwale. It
was no longer rain, but salt water, that flopded the boat.

With weary and aching limbs they worked, baling and
ever baling.

Darkness as black as pitch was on the waters. It was
night now—deep, dark night, unrelieved by a single star.

Where were they? Whither were they rushing? They
did not know—and they had no time to think. They needed
all their energies to escape instant destruction in-the midst.
of the hoiling seas.

Suddenly, from the black darkness. there came a glimpse
of a sheet of curling white foam, and Tom Merry shouted:

“Rocks ahead !”

The boat rushed on.

It was land—land of some sort—perhaps a solitary isle of
coral rock in the heart of the Pacific. They did not know—
they had no time to think—they could make no effort to
save themselves. They could only rush on blindly in the-
boat, and trust to Providence.

In the darkness, the foam of the breakers
right and left.
the reefs.

A black mass glimmered for a moment in the darkness
ahead—whether a rock, or a mass of trees, or a mountain,
they did not know. The boat was rushing on, and they
knew that it was rushing upon a shore.

“ Look out!” shouted Tom Merry.

“¥Yaas, wathah!”’

** Good-bye, you fellows—save yourselves.”

Crash !

Crash !

In a terrific shock, the juniors were thrown off their feet.
But the boat had not struck upon hard rocks as they had
feared. It was in deep soft sand that the bows had crashed,
and for a moment the little craft was held there, with the
waters bubbling and boiling round it. -

From the sea came a great wave, smashing upon the boat,
and sweeping the juniors landward as it rolled on. ’

“Tom Merry felt himself caught up and dashed from the
boat; he felt shifting sand under his feet, and he clawed it

t [ limmered to
As if by a miracle the boat glided between
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‘wildly, and he was thrown down at last, and the wave, its
force expended, receded to the sea, and sucked at him, but
he dug feet and hands in the sand, and held his own. )

The watér swept back, and Tom Merry staggered to his
feet. He was bréathless, dizzy, exhausted; but his thoughts
were for his friends.

His eyes were used. to the darkness now, and he could
see. The boat was still jammed in the yielding sand, and
the successive crashing billows seemed to drive her more
firmly- there. ’

He could see three or four fellows struggling in the water,
and he dashed to their assistance. He dragged D'Arcy
ashore, and then Digby, and then Blake. Kangaroo was
already on the land, and he had Wally in his grasp.

““Come and help!"”

Another and another of the juniors was dragged out.
Manners was still clinging to the boat, and Peter Raff and
Tom Merry plunged in together and brought him off. The
thundering waves chased them up the beach, and they sank
down exhausted. .

“ How many are here?”’ gasped Tom Merry, striving to
rise, and sinking down again with the effort.

“All, I believe,” said Kangaroo.

“Call over the names.” L.

Kangaroo called the names over. To his name each junior
answered ‘ adsum,” as if it were calling-over at St. Jim’s.

All answered. Last of all came Peter Raff's deep:

“ Ay, ay!”

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation of relief.

“We're all here! Thank Heaven!”

““But where are we?” said Blake.

“ Goodness knows.”

.*The boat's done for.”

‘“ Never mind the boat.”

¢ And the gold?” said Blake.

‘“ Never mind the treasure.” . .

And the juniors agreed with Tom Merry. They were alive,
at all events, and on firm land; and the treasure was a light
price to pay for their safety!

“The treasure chest?”’

CHAPTER 9.
Cast Away.

OM MERRY & CO. lay on the wet sand, exhausted—

. too exhausted to move. The heavy waves were beat-

ing upon the boat, beating it to pleces, but they had

no strength left to attempt to save it. . They could only lie
and gasp on the wet sand just out of reach of the breakers.

For long hours they lay, hardly speaking, till the light of
dawn flushed in the sky, and with the dawn the wind fell
The sea was still rolling heavily, the waves bursting upon
the beach with a sullen roaring, and churning up the sand.

Tom Merry sat up at last.

Ile was wet and cold, and the earliest ray of the sun was
welcome. .

““My hat,” he ejaculated, ““it’s rising-bell, you fellows

And there was a feeble laugh. This was very different from
a morning’s awakening at St. Jim’s, when Taggles rang the
rising-bell, ‘One after anagther the juniors staggered up.

“Bai Jove,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, groping among
his wet clothes for his eyeglass—*‘bai Jove, I wegard that as
a wotten cxpewience !”

“ Better than floating on in the open boat,” said Tom
Merry. “ We had about reached the end of our tether. This
is dry land, at all events—and there must be water here, and
some grub of some sort.”

“Plenty of water, at all events,” said Blake, shaking the
heavy drops out of his clothes.

“T mean fresh water. And there will be cocoanuts, I sup-
pose, so we sha'n’t starve. Pictures of coral islands always
have cocoanut-trees.”

‘“ And savages.”

“H'm!”

“ Bai Jove, it wouldn’t be vewy wippin’ to wun into a gang
of cannibals, deah boys!”’

“We shall have to keep our eyes open, that’s all,”” said

1ggins, ‘‘and the 4irst thing we’'d better do is to get hold
of some sort of weapons. The cartridges are in a tin case
in the boat’s locker, and we may be able to save it.”

“Yaas, wathah!” - :

The sun rose higher, and the warm, bright beams were
very welcome to the shivering juniors. As the light
strengthened, they looked about them. They were standing
upon the sandy shore of a wide bay open to the Pacific. At
the mouth of the bay, long lines of foam showed where the
sea was breaking on sunken:- reefs.

Behind the juniors was a gentle slope, crowned with thick,
dark woods. A stream ran into the bay within a hundred
yards of them. -

Fatty Wynn's eyes glistened as he looked towards the trees.
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“ Cogoanuts,” he said.

“ Yaas, wathah—heaps of them, too!”

“TI'm awfully hungry.”

“Wait a bit, Fatty,” said Tom Merry. “ You remember
the trouble you got into on the Treasure Island through going
after cocoanuts. Wait a bit till we've got hold of the fire-
arms, and we'll go in a party.”

“P’m fearfully hungry.” .

“Pull in your belt, and grin and bear it,"” said Kerr.

*“I’'m famished, you see.” "

‘“Well, famish quictly,”” said Blake. . .

Fatty Wynn grun%£ but Figgins linked arms with him,
and did not allow him to start for the woods. The cocoanuts
in their graceful clusters looked tempting enough, but the
juniors knew perfectly well that tattooed savages might be
lurking in the groves, with war-clubs and bows and arrows
ready for mischief. )

They were evidently upon an island, and it was certainly"

of some cxtent; and, therefore, it was not likely to be un-
inhabited. .

The boat had been smashed to fragments by the pounding -

of the waves, and most of the pieces had bgen driven up hi?h
upon the beach, and lay half-embedded in the sand. The
canister of cartridges was discovered unbroken, and the
juniors seized upon it gladly.

There was only ons rifle in the boat, and several revolvers,
and all of them were saved. They required careful cleaning
before they would be of any use, and to that task the juniors
addressed themselves first. \

Fatty Wynn was chafing with impatience. He was, as he
had said, fearfully hungry, and the ococoanuts were growing
in sight. The danger of savages under the trees appeared to

Fatty Wynn quite mythical, under the circumstances.. But -

Figgins kept a tight hold upon the fat Fourth-Former’s arm.
“Look here, I'll just cut across and get a couple of them;

one for you and one for me, Figgy,” said Fatty Wynn per-

suasively.

Figgins chuckled. - ,

“You just won’t do anything of the sort,” he replied.
“You'll just stick here with me till we're all ready, Fatty.”

“Look here, Figgy—"’

¢ Oh, rats!”

““Yaas, wathah, wats!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
looking severely at the fat Fourth-Former.
bof'l Pway keep your feahful appetite in contwol, or you
will make me feel quite nervous. When you were in the boat,
you looked at me once or twice in a way that thwew me into
quite a fluttah.”

“You ass!” said Fatty Wynn wrathfully.

“T wefuse to be called an ass! Besides, I think we ought
to make ourselves as wespectable as possible before leavin’
this spot in case we meet any of the inhabitants. There may
possibly be white people heve, and, anyway, even niggahs are
entitled to some wespect. I twust you fellows will put up as
decent an appeawance as possible.”

The fellows laughed.

Their clothes, soaked with sea water, and drying in the
blaze of the sun, shrunken and stained and shapeless, did not
look very respectable. They were ragged and unkempt and
untidy all over; but that was really the least of their troubles.

But D’Arcy was always D’Arcy!

While the other fellows were rescuing the fragments of the
wreck, and cleaning the fircarms, D’Arcy was rescuing what
remained of his silk-hat, and cleaning himself. The silk
topper had come ashore with the other things, and was lying
on the sand, woefully batterced, soaked, apparently ruined.

But there is a great deal of life in a silk-hat; they have
been known to survive the roughest handling, and come up
smiling, as it were, after care has been taken with them.
Arthur Augustus D’Aroy dried his hat, and smoothed it, and
pushed out the concavities in it, and generally tended it as if
it were a favourite and very delicate infant, and it was
amazing to see what an improvement he made in it. ’

It bore littlo resemblance, it is true, to the glossy topper

that the swell of St. Jim’s was in the habit of wearing in - =

the old quad. But it was a silk topper, of not un-
respectable appearance, and it afforded the elegant junior
much satisfaction.

.

“Wats, deab -

With the topper on his head, and his eyeglass in his eye, -

D’Arcy felt that he was prepared to face fortune. D’Arcy’s
clothes were in a most unhappy state. But wringing out,
and drying, and pinning up made them look much better,
and the swell of St. Jim’s was soon certainly the
respectable-looking of the party. .

From a leather-case which he carried upon his person, and

which was waterproof, he produced a clean collar and tie,"

and donned them with lively satisfaction. .
Monty Lowther looked at him with great admiration, shad-

ing his eyes with his hand, as if the sight were almost toq"

glorious for him. R
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“T must say that’s ripping, Gussy,” he said. ‘“I'm sure
that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like that.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“ Weally, Lowthah, you ass—-"’

o Only really think it’s a bit dangerous,” said Lowther.
“I don’t think Gussy ought to add to our dangers in this
way.’ ‘

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon the humorist of the Shell.

‘I fail to see how my dwessin’ wespectably can add to our
dangah, Lowthah,” he said. .

“1 was thinking of the cannibal girls,” Lowther explained
blandly. “If they see you, they certainly won’t be willin
to let”you leave the island. 'We can’t go without you, an
50—

‘““Ha, ha, ha "'

“You uttah ass!”

-1 say, I'm fearfully hungry,” said Fatty Wynn.
it time we made a start for the cocoanuts?”’

““Yes, come on,” said Kangaroco. ‘‘I must say I've got a
Lealthy appetite, too. I could almost eat Gussy, he looks so
nice.”
““ Weally, Kangawoo—"’ . .

Tom Merry loaded the rifle, and slung it on his arm, with
the muzzle up. .

*‘Ready,” he said. ‘“Keep your eyes open for natives.”

D’Arcy looked round through his eyeglass.

““Bai Jove, you surely don’t expect to find any here, Tom
Mewwy !

I think it’s very likely.”?

* Where, deah boy? If we could
much nicah to eat than cocoanuts.”

The juniors stared at him.

‘“ Well, vou blessed cannibal!” exclaimed Manners.

** Weally, Mannahs—-’

** You giddy anthropophagist!” said Wally. .

*“You young ass! I am vewy fond of natives, and I fail to
ceo any harm whatevah in eatin’ oystahs, so long as you're
sure they’re all wight!” .

‘‘ Oysters, you ass!” roared Tom Merry. *The natives I
was referring to are niggers, not oysters, you champion
chump—niggers with war clubs!”

“Oh, 1 seo!”

‘“Come on,” said Fatty Wynn,

“Ain't

find zny, they would be

“We're wasting time

‘@ Weally, Wynn—"" .
But Fatty Wynn was starting, and the rest followed. Five

' minutes later they wera among the cocoanuts.

CHAPTER 10,
z Arthur Augustus’ New Role.

ATTY WYNN paused under a cocoanut-iree, and
looked up.  Fatty Wynn’s girth had been reduced 2
little during the days in the open boat, and his be]t

was drawn tighter than of yore. But the palm-tree’s

trunk- was difficult to negotiate, and Fatty Wynn felt that ho

was not the fellow for the task.
upon the other fellows. .

I suppose you're going to climb up, Gussy,” he said.

D’Arey shook his head.

“I'm sowwy I can’t oblige you, Wynn, deah boy. But my
twousahs are -alweady in a wuinous state, and I'm afwaid I
~an’t wisk makin’ them worse.”

‘“ Figgy, old man—"

“Oh, I'll look on!” said Figgins cheerfully.
anybody climb, with pleasure.”

‘}‘y W . k2l

He turned a persuasive smile

ST watch
2 — .
‘““Rats!” said the hero of the Third.
Fatty Wynn snorted.
. “Look here, I suppose we're going to have some of those
blessed cocoanuts!” he exclaimed. * They've got to be got
down.”
‘¢ What price chucking up stones?’ asked Monty Lowther.
‘“Good. Run down to the beach and fetch some stones.”
“Rats! You fetch the stones, and I'll chuck them.”
“H’'m! Perhaps we could bring them down with the rifle,”

‘Fatty Wynn suggested.

Tom Merry laughed.

‘“ As a matter of fact, there must be a good many blown
down in the wind last night,” he said. ‘“Suppose we look
for them.”

“By George, yes!”

Fatty Wynn hunted for fallen nuts. There were dozens of

them further en, and the fat Fourth-Former picked up one

and cracked it against a tree. The inside was beautifully

white and creamy. Fatty Wynn started upon it.

. There_was a_sound as of an army of rats gnawing at a

beam. Fatty Wynn’s jaws were going as if by machinery.
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“Ts it nice, Fatty 1"

Gna-w-w-w-w-w !

‘Do you like it "%

Gna-a-a-w-w-w ! ..

Fatty Wynn was too busy to spealk.

‘“Bai Jove! I think I'll twy one!”

D’Arcy picked up a fat cocoanut. He regarded it doubt-
fully, and jammed his monocle into his eye, and regarded it
again. )

“You have to crack it in your teeth, you know,” said
Monty Lowther.

D’Arey took no notice of the suggestion. He cracked the
nut by slamming it against a tree-trunk, and gave a little
yelpoas ‘the juice spurted out up his sleeve.

[ W 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you fellows, there’s nothin’ whatevah to gwin
at. I can see that if I stay here long, I shall uttahly wuin
what is left of my clothes.” -

D’Arcy looked into the cracked nut. The interior was
black as the ace of spades. He regarded it very dubiously.

*“Is that nut quite wight, Lowthah ?”’ he asked.

Lowther shook his bed.

“No; it’s black,” he said.

*“You uttah ass!”

“It’s all right,” said Kangaroo cheerfully. “Black cocoa-
ptuf,s arc a special variety, with a flavour of their own. Try
1

‘“Oh, vewy well 1

D’Arcy took a bite at the cocoanut, and then he started
sputtering and spluttering, spitting and gasping. The black
cocoanut certainly had a flavour of its own—and not a
pleasant one.

“Ow! Oh! Gwoo! Ywooh!”?

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kangaroo.

“Bai Jove! Ow! It’s wotten!”

“ Well, you ass,” said Tom Merry, “did vou expect it to be
good, when it’s that colour? Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Kangawoo said——"

“1 said it had a flavour of its own,”
“Hasn’t it 77

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“1 wegard you as an ass!”

“Try this one!” said Kerr, passing the swell of St. Jim's

sanother nut,

And D’Arcy tried it, and found that it was good
was soon gnawing away as busily as Fatty Wynn.

The cocoanuts were good and plentiful. “They made a very
good meal; and the juniors were hungry enough to eat
anything. )

In their eager meal they had forgotten all about the
possible danger of natives. They cracked nuts after nuts
and devoured themur.

Suddenly there was a rustle in the underwoods, and Tom
Merry dropped his cocoanut, and grasped the rifle. Peter
Raff caught a revolver from his belt. A black face looked
(f)ut of the bushes at the juniors, a startled but not hostile
ace.

Tom Merry levelled his rifle.

“Don’t shoot, sir!” said Peter Raff hurriedly.
begin it, sir!” .

Tom Merry smiled.

“I don’t mean to begin it,”” he said; “but one can’t be
too careful I’

He made a sign to the black to come out.

A little man, with a blackish-brown skin, came out of the
bushes. He was clad in a loin-cloth, and his skin was dark
and shining, and tattooed over in strange devices.

He glanced at the juniors in wonder, and did not seem at
all alarmed by the levelled rifle.
had never seen a firearm before.

The juniors left off eating cocoanuts, and looked at the
savage. A savage he certainly was; but he did not look
unfriendly. The sight of him quite banished their vague
thoughts of raging, ferocious cannibals.

Tom Merry lowered the rifle.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, jamming his monocle
a little tighter, and surveying the stranger. ‘ Who may you
be, deah boy 77’ i

The black fellow stared at him blankly,

‘“ Are you alone here?” asked D’Arcy.

Another stare.

“Weally, deah boy, it’s wathah wude nof to answah a
gentleman when he asks you a question!” said D’Arcy,
colouring a little. * Pway what is your name?”

tony stare, and nothing more.

“T wegard you as a wude ass!” said D’Arcy indignantly.
“I'wegard you as a beast, sir! Why can’t you answah a’
question, you boundah ?”’

No reply.

‘“Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Tom Merry.
Do you think the chap speaks English ?”?

said the Cornstall.

s and he

“Don't

It was pretty clear that he

“You ass, Gussy!
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. - Bvery Thursdly,
“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that, you know !”
The native grinned. ) :
“He looks friendly enough,” said Manners; “buf you

can’t trust these chaps. I've read a lot about them; they're

like kids—friendly one minute, and réady to go for you the

next. Keep an eye on him. Look at that blessed spear he’s

got !mIt would puncture you right through if he jabbed at
ou! :

T Bai Jove! Yaas!'

The savage was looking steadily at D’Arcy. }?_seemed to
t4ke no notice of the other fellows. Suddenly he advanced
towards the swell of St. Jim's. He dropped his spear to the
ground, and fell upon his knees before the elegant junior,
touching the earth with his forehead.

D’Arcy started back in amazement.

, “ Gweat Scott! Is he off his silly wockah?”

“« My hat1”

“ What is he up to?” B

The native remained in the same_attitude of veneration.
tapping the ground with his nose and forehead. The juniors
looked on in amazement. Monty Lowther burst into a
sudden roar:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Shut up, Lowther !’ EN )

“Ha, ha, ha !’ shrieked Lowther. ¢ It's the topper that's
done it, and the monocle. The chap takes Gussy for a king,
at least—perhaps a god! Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors yelled at the idea.

D’Arcy turned very red.

“You uttah ass,
su.;lpewiority, but that only shows that he's an intelligent
chap.”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“T wefuse to allow this uttahly wibald mewwiment!
not wespectful to the stwangah within the gates!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Keep it up !’ yelled Blake. “If the giddy nigger takes
D’Arcy for an idol—""

* “Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Blake——""

“Tf he takes Gussy for an idol, let’s keep it up! We may
be able to impress the niggers that way, by taking our idol
around with us!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wefuse—""

“(Come on!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.

¢“T tell you, I wefuse—"

¢ All together, kids !’

And the junjors fell upon their knees round Arthur
Augustus in a circle, touching the earth with their forehead
in imitation pf-the tattooed stranger.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not appear to enjoy this

It is

¢ All-together !”

veneration. His aristocratic visage became red’ with annoy-
ance.

“You uttah asses!" he shouted. ‘You feahful chumps!
Get up !V .

“ Hail!” said Monty Lowther.
# “Ha, ha, ha! Hail!”

“ Ave, Cesar [’

“You feahful asses! If you don’t get up, and stop playin’
the‘ %Iidc}%y goat, I'll give you all a feahful thwashin’ !"

4 ai .’) -

“Bai Jove! I—" ’

D’Arcy rushed at the kneeling juniors, boxing their ears
right and left. Monty Lowthér caught the first box, and
rolled over with a howl, and Manners rolled over him.
' Blake was sent spinning, and then Wally.

They jumped up then, and crowded away, and the black.

gentleman accompanied them, howling with affright. There
was no doubt whatever that he took D’Arcy for a god or an
idol, at least a high priest, and he was terrified at the show
of anger on the part of the strange deity.

“You uttah asses! Bai Jove! I—"

“Pax!” gasped Tom Merry.

“1 wegard you—""

“Pax!”

“ Hold on, Lowther I"’ said Tom Merry, catching Lowther
back as he was rushing vengefully at the swell of St. Jim’s.
“ Don’t go for the idol! Don’t commit sacrilege !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to be wegarded as an idol!"

“You can’t help it, Gussy.  The black chap has settled it
in his own mind, and we’re going to keep it up,” said Blake,
grinning. Besides, it will be a lot of good to us. It
isn’t every party of shipwrecked mariners that brings its
own idol ashore!”

" ““Ha, ha, hal”

The sayage rose to his feet, trembling. But as D’Arcy’s
face cleared, he looked more calm. As a matter of fact, it
occurred to D’Arcy that the spontaneous worship of the
innocent savage was something of a tompliment to him. The
black fellow evidently recognised him as something superior
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to the commen ruck, and D’Arcy was not at all inclined to-
attribute it solely to the-eyeglass'and the top hat. The swell
of St. Jim’s bestowed a gracious smile upon his worshipper.
The smile encouraged the stranger. He came nearer to
D’Arcy, and passed a large black hand over him. .
“Bai Jove!” murmured D’Arcy. “What on earth is he
gettin® at?”
“Mind he doesn't pick your pockets!" said Wally.
“ Weally, Wally—"" ~

“He's trying to make out if it’s rcal!” said Monty

Lowther. “Gussy looks as if he's just got off a Christmas

card, you know, and—"" .

b “Weally, Lowthah—=— Bai Jove! Mind my hat, deah
oy !”

The savage was feeling ovor the top hat. The nap of that
hat had suffered considerably from wear and tear in the last
few days, and D’ Arcy was very nervous about it. But he cid
not like to offend the stranger by stopping him. .

The islander felt the hat all over. Top hats were evidently
as strange to him as fircarms were.  Suddenly the hat
toppled off under his pressure, and he started back in alarm.
He uttered a loud cry, and prostrated himself upon the
earth.

‘“Bai Jove !”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Lowther, almost in hysterics. ‘‘He
d&dlnl't know it came off ! He thought it was part of the
idol I”

The juniors shrieked.

Arthur Augustus, with a very red face, replaced the silk
hat. It was some minutes before the savage ventured to
raise his face from the earth. When he saw the silk topper
in its place again he calmed down, and rose to his feet, and
continued his investigations.

He felt over the eyeglass that was jammed in D’Arcy's
eye. D’Arcy involuntarily let it drop to the end of its cord,
and again the savage jumped away in alarm.

““He thinks you take to pieces now, like a mechanical
toy !’ grinned Lowther.

“You uttah ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

D'Arcy replaced the eyeglass. He was beginning to. ¢ot a
little *“fed .up ”’ with the investigations of the islander.

But the stranger had apparently finished now. He began
to make signs with his hands, pointing to the interior of tho
island, and indicating that the juniors should follow him.

“He wants us to go to his village,’ said Manners. “L
think we might as well. I should like to get some photo-
graphs of a cannibal village.”

Tom Merry looked very dubious.

“1 don’t know about risking it,” he said. ¢ This chap is
vory friendly, but his friends mayn’t take the same view, and
if we got among a crowd of them, there might be ructions.
We don’t want trouble.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

¢ We can’t speak his blessed lingo, or we could tell him that
if he wants to worship our idol, he’ll have to come with us,”
said Wally.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

““You cheeky young wascal——"*

The savage was growing excited in his gesticulations. But
Tom Merry shook his head, and pointed back towards the
beach. It would have been the height of imprudence to risk
thomselves in the interior of the island, on the faith of a
savage. =

“We can’t come, dear boy, but we shall be pleased to see

you if you call again,” said Arthur Augustus. X H.
"~ The savage knelt and touched the ground with his fore- :.

head. Then, with many backward glances a¢ the juniors, he-
disappeared among the trees. *
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CHAPTER 11,
A Sudden Attack!

“ AI Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, when the
islander had disappeared, 1 wegard that as a most
wemarkable expewience.”

“Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry, laughing. * Hail 1

“Oh, don’t be a silly ass!”

" The_juniors gathered up armfuls of the cocoanuts, and

carried them back to the beach. Close by the spot where the

stream ran into the bay were several high rocks, and there
the castaways pitched tgeir camp in the shade. The sun was
high in thé heavens now, and the heat of the tropical day
was pourmﬁ upon the island.

*“ We shall have to wait a bit and sce more what the natives
are like, before we explore the place at all,”” said Tom Merry.
“The other fellows may not be friendly, and there may be
more than one tribe, too. And we don’t want to leave the
shore, either. We want to have what chance there is of
sceing a sail.”

“Not much chance, I’m afraid,” Blake remarked.

“It’s our only chance of ever getting off the island,” said
Tom Merry.

““That’s true.”

““ The boat is stove to pieces, and we could never rebuild it
from the fragments,” said Tom Merry. ‘ Besides, we have
1o provisions to put to sea with. We couldn’t sail away with
a cargo of cocoanuts, and water enough for only four days.
That’s all the kegs will hold.” :

“ Wathah not.”

. The juniors looked very serious. They had been so over-
joyed at escaping from the horrors of the open boat, and
finding themselves on firm land with food and drink in
abundance, that they had not considered their prospects
further. Now they had to consider them. They had been
- fortunate—there was no doubt about that. But the prospect
was that they would remain a long time, perhaps years, per-

‘haps for life, on that lonely island, and the thought of it
made their faces grave.

“Bai Jove, it’s wotten I’ said Arthur Augustus.

““Might_have been worse,” said Blake, who always took
the optimistic view. “We might have died of hunger and
thirst in the boat.”

““ Yaas, wathah 1’

*No good giving up hope,” said Tom Merry. “We're
alive and well, that’s one comfort, and we're all fogether. I
wish we knew what had become of the other boat.”

““Yes, rather!”

“Old Herries was in it,” said Blake. * It would be fright-
fully rotten if anything happened to Herries. Of course, it
;fou’l’d be rotten if anything happened to the other chaps,
00.

“They had a better chance than we had,” Manners re-
marked. “It was a larger boat, and better supplied with
provisions and water. If they’re still at sea in it, they
haven’t run out of water and grub yet, by a long way. Lord
Conway intended the two boats to remain together, and in
the morning they’d have passed more grub into our boat—
only we got separated. But they’re better off than we were.”’

**Yes, that’s a comfort.”

The sun was at the zenith now, blazing down upon the
island. There was no sign of the savages. The sea, calmer
and calmer every hour, was rolling now in gentle ripples on
the shore, curling in white lines of foam on the golden sand.

In the blaze of noon the juniors lay and rested in the
shadow of the big rock. Some of them slept. But always
some two or three were awake to watch for a possible visit
of the natives, and the firearms were kept ready.

But the islanders did not appear. . If the man they had seen
had carried the news to his friends, they had not come yet
to-see the strangers. It might mean thai the savages were
sceking to lull the castaways into a sense of security, with the
intention of taking them by surprise. The juniors were very
much on their guard.

" In the cool of the afterncon, Tom Merry went down the
beach to look for the treasure-chest. It ay where it had
fallen from the boat, half buried in the san , with the waves
of the Pacific curling over it. One iron-bound corner stuck
up into view from the water, and glistened in the sun. .

The Schoolboys’ Gold was safe so far, but it_was not in a
safe position. Tom Merry suggested dragging it ashore with
the ropes that had been saved from the boat. .

“If we get off, we want to takesthe gold with us,” he said.
“]We can bury it in the sand, and come for it whenever we
please.”

“Jolly good idea!” said Digbﬁ’.' .

The rope was passed round the sunken chest, and it was
dragged with great efforts, through. the soft sand, and above
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hi%h-watcr mark Then the sand was scooped out into &
hollow, and the chest was rolled in, and covered up.

The juniors stamped down the sand round and over it.

“We ought to make some indication of where it is, to
remember it,”” Manners suggested.

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry paced the distance from the buried chest to
the big rock in whose shade they had camped.

- Twent@aces,” he said, turning and pacing back, “and
as you come from the rock, you keep exactly 1n a line with
that bunch of palm-trees yonder.”

“Good I”?

“Let’s write it down, in cese of accidents,” Digby sng-
gested.

Tom Merry shook his head. .

“No fear.” If Pablo Lopez comes, and he may, we don’t
wa‘n&' to have any written clue he might get hold of.”

‘“True.”

‘“ We shall remember that, if we need to dig up the chest
again,” said Tom Merry, * Twenty paces from the big rock,
in a line with the bunch of palms.”

““Good |7

* Look out!” shouted Blake suddenly.

The juniors rose upon their feet in a moment.

From the trees, a crowd of tattooed savages had suddenly
burst, yelling and waving their spears in the air,

They rushed straight at the juniors.

“My hat! There’s our old fricnd at their head, too,” said
Monty Lowther, in surprise. * But they’re on the war-path
now, and no mistake.”

The early acquaintance of the juniors was coming on at the
head of the rushing savages. He was waving a spear like the
rest.

- “My hat! Look out!”

“Man Friday seems to be as excited as the rest,” Blake
remarked. ‘It looks like a tussle.” -

The_juniors gathered together, close against the big rock.
Tom_Merry levelled the rifle, and Peter Raff and Lowther,
and Blake and Figgins, who had a revolver each, raised their
weapons. The other juniors had nothing but sticks and boat-
hooks, but they were prepared to put up a good fight. It
looked like trouble.

Yet they hesitated to fire. .

The savages rushed right on, yelling and gesticulating, till
they were quite close. Then they suddenly halted, and Man
Friday, as Blake had named the savage, after Robinson
Crusoe’s old friend, came forward alone.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

‘“ Don’t shoo’g_till you have to,” he muttered.

“ Right-ho !’

Man Friday, to give him that name—he probably had one
of his own, but the juniors did not know what it was—stepped
towards Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. He knelt at D’Arcy’s
feet, and touched the sand with his forehead, and at the
same time the rest of the natives knelt down before Arthur
Augustus. .

“ Bai Jove, they mean well enough, aftah all,”” said the
swell of 8t. Jim’s, in great relief.

 Good old Friday I”” murmured Lowther.

Friday rose to his feet, and gesticulated, and pointed to his
friends, and then with his spear to the interior of the jsland.
His meaning evidently was that D’Arcy should go with him,
Of the others he took no notice.

““They want you, Gussy,” said Manners.

“Bai Jove!” .

 They want our giddy idol,” grinned Wally.

‘“ Weally, Wally—""

“ Gussy’s not going,” said Tom Merry.
cooking-pot at the end of the journey.
you buzz off.”

He laid his hand on the savage’s shoulder. .

Friday turned upon him, with a sudden ferocious glare in

““There may be a
Here, you Friday,

his face, and made a savage thrust with his spear. Tom
Merry just saved himself by leaping aside.

‘ Look out!” shouted Blake.

Friday made a rush at Tom Merry, thrusting again. The
savages made a simultaneous move forward. Tom Merry

countered with his rifle-barrel, and knocked the spear aside.
The savages were closing up.

‘‘ Shoot !I”” shouted Peter Raff.

There was nothing else for it. D’Arcy was evidently
sacred in the eyes of the savages, but they were prepared to
murder the others with the peculiar irresponsibility of the
savage nature.

‘“Shoot! Shoot !’ L.
Tom Merry threw his rifle up.
Crack !

Man Friday gave a terrific yell, leaped into the air, and
dropped flat upon his face.
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CHAPTER 12.
Tke Spaniard.

HE report of the rifie rang in a thousand echoes along
the beach, and reverberated back from the wood.
The savages stopped dead, as if thunderstruck.

For one moment they stood paralysed, and then, with loud
cries of fear, they took to their heels and ran. -

It was like the change of a kaleidoscope. One moment a

- yelling horde surrounded the juniors, and the next, the beach
was clear, save for themselves and the fallen savage. The
blacks had vanished into the trees.

~ Friday lay motionless where he had fallen.

Tom Merry was very pale.

““Good heavens!” muttered Blake.

“JIs he dead?”’ whispered Wally.

¢ Heaven forbid!” said Tom. )

“Tt was his own look-out, Master Tom,” said Peter Raff.
“ He tried to kill you with his spear.”

<1 know; but I did not fire to kill,” said Tom Merry. “I1
“think he is more frightened than hurt.” I wanted the bullet

. to graze his head, and I think it did not go too close.”

He stepped towards the fallen savage.

Friday lay motionless. o

There was a trickle of blood from kis ear, where the bullet

- had carried away a fragment_of skin. The wound was
trifling, but the savage did not move. He scemed to be
frightencd to a comatose state by the report of the rifle.

Tom Merry caught up his spear, and passed it away to
Kangaroo. 1t was safest to disarm the savage. Then he
touched the man, and he stirred and moaned.

“T¢’s all right,” said Tom Merry. ‘You’re not hurt! By
George, I wish I could speak his language! Don’t you know
any of the lingo, Kangy?” .

“1 know some black fellows’ talk,’ said Kangaroo. “I
don’t suppose this chap talks the Australian bush language,
thongh. I'll try.” )

fle spoke a few sentences in a strange tonguc. Bat the
savage did not move. .

“He doesn’t savvy,” said Blake. . .

T expect he’ll come round,” said Tom Merry. ¢ Poor
chap! I'm sorry to scare him like this; but those beggars
meant murder.”

¢ Yaas, wathah!” .

“ They’re coming back, sir,”’ said Peter Raff.

On the -edge of the wood, .the black-brown faces were
re-appearing. The savages, evidently frightened, were peer-
ing out from the trees in dread and wonder. .

Friday sat up at last. His face was full of pitiful terror.
He shuddered as he looked at the rifle in Tom Merry’s hand,
and crawled towards it on his hands and knees, and touched
the sand with his forehead before it. . .

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy. ‘‘He thinks the thing’s alive,
you know. He must take 1t for an idol, too.”

_Friday rose to his feet at last, and backed away from the
rifle. His aspect had lost all its ferocity. His brown face
expressed nothing but humility and fear.

“It’s all wight, deah boy,” said D’Arcy.

going to hurt you.”
2 before D’Arcy. he

‘“We're not

Friday prostrated himself Then
wriggled away into the wood, and disappeared.

““Well, if this doesn’t beat the Dutch,” said Kangaroo.

“Tt’s a vewy wemarkable expewience.”

“Poor wretches,” said Figgins. ‘‘They’ve never seen a
firearm before, you can see that. I fancy we shall be safe
from them after this.” :

‘“ Yaas, wathah.”

Man Friday, having rejoined his -comrades, the whole
party of them disappeared. The juniors remained very much
shaken up by the strange adventure. It might have ended
very much worse for them, they knew that. But for the
terror inspired by the firearms, they would have had little
chance in a struggle with a horde of armed savages. The
spears and clubs would have done deadly work.

But the sudden glancing of a white sail on the sea caught
the attention of the juniors, and in a moment the savages
\ver; forglogten. Kerr was the first to see it, and he shouted :

“A saill”

Tom Merry caught up the binoculars, and turned them
upon the sail, which had glanced up like a white bird’s wing
from the blue of the sea.

Then he uttered an exclamation of disappointment.

“The felucca !”’

“Lopez again!”

The felucca was standing into the bay. The diwarf figuro
of the Spaniard could be seen at the helm.

“The felucca!”

‘“ And the Spaniard!”

“Cover!” said Tom Merry quickly.

The juniors gathered behind the big rocks. So far, the
Spaniard could not have seen them. It was as well to keep
their presence from his knowledge, if possible,

» - NEXT
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the Spaniard rowed himself ashore.

" One Penny,

The felucca came closer in. The four blacks who formed
the crew could be seen on the deck, and the voice of the

Spaniard rapping out orders came on the wind, though the :

juniors could not understand the words.
“He’s going to anchor here,” said Tom Merry.
‘“Yaas, wathah!”

“But what is he doing here at all?”’ Blake exclaimed, in

there would be bloodshed, there was little doubt of that.

Tom Merry watched the felucca as it swept closer in under
its lateen sails. The Spaniard at the helm was in full and
e.aﬂsy view now, in easy range. Tom Merry half-raised the
rifle. :

He could have picked the man off as easily as a rabbit.

Peter Raff touched his arm.

 Shoot—shoot I’ muttered the sailorman. “ You’ll never
have another chance like this, Master Tom—never.”

“It would be only prudent,” said Tom. ¢ But——""

“But you can’t do it, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I'mf surpwised at you, Petah. It would be
howwid.” .

‘““The man’s a murderer,” said Peter Raff—*‘ a murderer
twice over, as I’ve seen. He means death to us.”

‘“Yaas, but—"’ :

Tom Merry shook his head. It would have been, as he had
said, only prudent, but it was impossible.
shoot a man down in cold blood.

““He deserves it,” he said. ‘““But it can’t be done. Be-
sides ”’—Tom Merry’s cyes gleamed as a new idea flashed
into his brain. 3

‘ What are you thinking of?’ Blake asked.

‘“ We might capture the felucca?”’

“ What?”’

“The rascal’s going to anchor in the bay here,’
Merry;- his eyes gleaming. ‘‘ He will leave the felueca some
time, if only to search for us. He can’t fail to see the frag-
ments of the boat on the beach. Well, ‘'when he is in thé
woods, we can have a try for the felucca. I don’t think the
niggers will stop us.”’ '

“No fear.”

“It’s a ripping idea!” exclaimed Kerr. ‘““We can take
the felucca—the rascal’s declared war himself, and we’re en-
titled to capture his craft if we can. We can maroon the

’

-amazement, ‘Can he know anything about the yacht being
wrecked.” i ki

Tom Merry nodded quickly. i

“That’s it! He’s found some of the wreckage, or—or
perhaps Lord Conway’s boat.” ’ ; }

“Bai Jove!” §

“ And he knows the treasure is still in the South Seas,”
said Tom Merry. “ He’s searching for it, and us.”

The juniors looked grave. It was only too likely. It
meant another fight with the Spaniard if {m found them on
the island. Not that they were afraid; there were too many
of them for the Spaniard, if it came to open warfare. But »

He could not ~

said Tom'. - .

4

brute on the island here, where he can’t do any damage, and, -

sail away with the treasure-chest in the felucca.”
‘“1 suppose we could handle that craft,” Figgins said, with

a dubious glance at the great lateen sails, which the negroes - . -

were now lowering. *

“We could learn,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘ After all, most of
us can sail a boat at home, and we could soon get in the
way of handling a felucca. Better than building a raft to -

get away from the island upon, and that’s what we thought =

of first.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

““ And there will be provisions on the felucca, too,”” oh-.
served Fatty Wynn. “ We shall have plenty of grub for the
voyage, and—"

‘“Hallo! FHold on, Peter Raff!” -

The sailorman had suddenly dragged the revolver from his'~

belt, and levelled it at the Spaniard on the felucca. Tom, . '

Merry dragged his arm down just in time.
‘“ Stop it !’ he shouted.
The sailorman looked stillen.
“It’s the safest way,” he muttered.
“TIt’s murder.”

“TIt’s what he means for us, Master Tom. E 5

“We can protect ourselves. I tell you you shall not
shoot,” said Tom Merry; and he jerked the revolver away
from Peter Raff. ‘ Now—"" '

The sailorman nodded. o

“I give in to you, Master- Tom; but you'll be sorry for
not letting me shoot the villain down -while we had a
chance.” -

I don’t think so.”

£

The great sails were down now, and the felucca floated :

gently in the bay. The anchor slipped into the water, and

the handsome craft rocked on the. waves a score of yards. ~-

from the shore. A little skiff dropped into the water, and

boaxd the felucca. They were close enopgh for.the juniors

to see their faces, and it was easy to se¢ that they wers
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The blacks remained on-- :
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“to his belt as he caught sight of the juniors.

-~

of the Spaniard about them. Probably Lopez dared not
sail in company with scoundrels like himself—for if a gang
of his own kidney had helped him win the treasure, they
would certainly have murdered him for the possession of it
afterwards. He preferred to rely upon himself, and have
nothing to fear, at all events, upon his own vessel.

The skiff grounded on the sand, and the Spaniard leaped
ashore. The juniors drew closer into the cover of the rocks,
watching him.

That the Spaniard® was suspicious was evident. He stood
scanning the shore, and watching the woods, with a keen,

leaming eye. It was very clear that, out at sea, he had

eard the report of the shot Tom Merry had fired at Man

Friday, and that it had warned him that there were whites
on the island. And in those lonely seas, it was not hard for
him to conclude that they were the party he sought.

He uttered an exclamation in Spanish as he caught sight of
a broken oar lying on the sand. He picked it up, and
looked at it, and then searched along the beach. He came
upon many fragments of wreckage, and the bows of the
broken boat still embedded in the sand. Again his voice
was heard on the silent shore.

** Carambe I”? :

Tom Merry held his rifle ready. The Spaniard was on the
track now with a vengeance. The footprints in the sand
caught the man’s eye,“and he followed them, his eye scan-
ning the sand eagerly. He came striding towards the big
rocks behind which the juniors were concealed, and they
drew back closer into cover.

His heavy boots could be heard grinding the sand as he
came on, closer and closer. In a few scconds he would be
round the rocks, and in full view of the castaways. Tom
Merry raised his rifle, ready, his finger on the trigger.

“Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy. * Look out!”

A shadow fell at their feet. The Spaniard came swinging
on, round the big rock. He started back, his hand flying

b But he had
no time to draw a weapon. The muzzle of the rifle was

* at his breast.

’

e s,
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- along the
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CHAPTER 13,

: . Face to Face!
ABLO LOPEZ halted.
‘He had no choice in the matter, for the muzzle of
the rifle was within a foot of him, and Tom Merry’s

finger was on t}lle trigger, Tom Merry’s steady eye glancing
rrel,

““ Carambo !’

‘“Halt, you scoundrel!”

The Spaniard stood with his hands clenching and un-
clenching, his features working with passion.

But his rage was nothing to the juniors.

He was at their mercy now. 5
. *Don’t try to touch your pistol,” said Tom Merry quietly.
I shall send a bullet right through you if you do.”

‘“ Carambo !”?
. "I don’t know what cawambo means,” said D’Arcy; “but
fwom the way that wottah uttahs it, I should take it as a
swear word, and I object to it. I insist upon the wascal usin’
more wespectful language.”

‘“Disarm him, Peter,” said Tom Merry. ““I'll keep him
covered, and shoot him if he resists.”

The Spaniard was trembling with passion. Peter Raff was
trembling, tco, but it was with dread of the man he feared

. 50 much. Vet at other times Peter Raff had shown himself

to be a brave man.
But the sailorman obeyed Tom’s order. He stepped to-
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“‘simple black sailors, with none of the ruffianly characteristics

NOW OH
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wards the Spaniard, and took the pistol and the knife from
his belt, ang unslung the rifle from his shoulder, and then
took oft his bandolier. . L.

**Oh, but you shall pay for this yet, all of you,” said th
Spaniard between his teeth. '

Tom Merry made a gesture of contempt. .

“We are not afraid of you,” he said. * You will be wise
to keep clear of us from this moment. I warn you that we
shall not show any mercy if you attack us.”

Lopez ground his teeth.

** Why not make him a prisoner now?’ Blake exclaimed.
*“If we tie the cad up, he will be unable to do us any harm.”

‘* Yaas, wathah!” .

The Spaniard sprang back.

* You will not make me a prisoner, senoritos,” he said, in
a voice choking with passion. ““You may kill me, but you
will not make me a prisoner.”

“ We'll see about that !”” Blake exclaimed. ** Collar him !”

The juniors rushed forward.

Lopez sprang away. 3

It would have been easy for Tom Merry to shoot him
down; but that the cunning rascal knew “ery well the junior
would not do, excepting in self-defence. Lopez sprang
away -round the rocks, and dashed across the sand towards
the felucca.

‘“After him !’ yelled Blake.

* Yaas, wathah! Collah the cad!”

* Hurrah !’

The juniors entered into the chase with zest.
in line, the fleetest ahead and the slower
raced over the sand after the Spaniard.

But Lopez reached his skiff first.

He leaped into it, and pushed off, and the skiff went rock-
ing away towards the felucca, the Spaniard standing up 1n it,
oar in hand, ready to strike down any of the juniors who
should pursue him further.

But_that they did not do. They halted
baf?od, while the boat rocked away towards
craft. .

‘“Bai Jove! The wascal’s gone !’

The Spaniard glared at them from the boat.

Strung out
ones behind, they

n the shore,
Ire anchored

““Oh, but wait a little, senoritos!” he exclaimed. * You
have not seen the last of Pablo Lopoz.”

Peter Raff gritted his. teeth.

““ There’s time yet, Master Tom,” he muttered. *Put a

bullet through the scoundrel.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

The Spaniard steadied the boat with the oar, and stood
looking back at the juniors. There was hate in his face—
hate and rage, and bitter chagrin. It was not the first time
he had been defeated by the jyniors of St. Jim’s. Upon his
dark skin showed more than one deep scar that he had
received in conflict with Tom Merry far away upon the
island of the treasure.

“Listen to me, senoritos!” he exclaimed. “I have found
you again, and I shall find the treasure. Give it 'up to me,
and I will leave you in peace, and I swear I will give word
at a New Zealand port for help to be sent to you.”

Tom Merry’s lip curled, and he did not reply. He knew
how much reliance was to be placed upon the word of the
Spaniard,

*You cannot keep the treasurc from me,” said Lopez.
“T will have it, if I have to kill every soul that is on the
island.”

* How do
with a grin.

The Spaniard started. .

“It must be here. You would not let it go down in the
yacht,” he exclaimed fiercely. 1

“How do_you know the yacht has gone down ?”’

The Spaniard laughed.

““ That is simple. T have found floating wreckage with her

ou know the treasure is here 7’ said Kangarco,
y ‘ k=]
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“I'm thinking of the cannibal girls,” said Monty Lowther, .
willing to let you leave the island!”

‘“If they see you, Gussy, they certainly won't be
(See rage 10.)

name upon it—that is how .I know. Do you say that it is
not true?”’

Tom Merry breathed a deep breath of relief. The Spaniard
had not fallen in, after all, with Lord Conway’s boat.
Doubtless he did not even know that there had been two
boats from the sunken yacht, and that Lord Conway and
his. men were not with Tom Merry & Co. on this island. .

“It is true enough,” said Tom Merry. “The Silver Scud
is at the bottom of the sea.”

‘“And the treasure—that has been saved?”

“Find out.” )

The Spaniard gritted his teeth.

“Bah! You need not fence with me with words,” he
cried. ‘T know that you would not abandon the treasure.
You have it upon this isle, and I will take it from you, if I
kill you all one by one.”

“We are ready for you, you scoundrel ; and it will not
be safe for you to come within range of *his rifle again.”

. Lopez laughed scoffingly.

“You shall see that you have not done with me,’”’ he %aid.
‘Once more, hand over the treasure to me, and I leave you
in peace.”

“Rats 1"

““What do you say?” asked Lopez, to whom the significa-
tion of that word did not scem to be familiar.

Tom Merry laughed.

‘“Rats!” he replied.

‘“That means no!” -

“Very well; your blecod be upon your own heads,” said

the Spaniard.

And he dipped the oar into the water, and sculled away
to the felucca, and the juniors saw him jump aboard,

““ Will he go now ?”’ Blake muttered.

‘1 should say not.”’

Tom Merry was right. .

The Spaniard had disappeared on board ihe vessel, but
the great lateen sails were not raised, and ‘he craft did not
move from her anchorage. Pablo Lopez had come to stay. -
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- Peter Raff said moodily.
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CHAPTER . 14,
Fallen ' Among Foes.

HE juniors returned to their camp behind the rocks.
The situation on th» island was growing curious.
<+ On the one side were the brown-skinned ratives, whose
ferocious enmity might break out again at any moment. On
the other was the Spaniard. 1t was pretty certain that Pablo
Lopez wag waiting on the felucca for .the fall of night, witi
the intention of trying his luck a second tirne under cover of
darkness. And without being timid, the juniors looked for-
wa‘.{d to nightfall with some uneusiness.
I can tell you what his little game is, young gentlemen,”
] ‘“ He intends to hang about us in
the dark, and kill us one by one, if he can. He has more
firearms aboard the felucca, for a certainty, and he will yet
ashore in the dark, and pick us off whenever he gets a chance
of sniping.”
““If he shoots, we shall shoot,”” Tom Merry said.
Peter Raff shook his head.
“You won’t_have another chance, Master Tom.”
‘Bai Jove, I must wemark that you're an awiul cwoakah,
Petah !” Arthur Augustus exclaimed. ‘T wathah ihink that

Cwe shall be a match for the wuffian.”

\

" back to the camp in the rocks.

» ¢ And what about the black fellows?”” Kangaroo exclaimed.
I don’t believe they will give up the gare, cither.”

Tom Merry similed. -

L If) they both come after dark, we shall have a lively

time,” he said. “ We can only sit tight, and hope for the

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“We'd better get somé more grub here, in case of acci-
dents,” said Fatty Wynn anxiously. *‘If the niggers start
on us, we sha’n’t be able to go to the wood.”

‘“Quite wight, deah boy!” .

“It will be awful to have to live on cocoanuts,” Fatty
Wynn remarked despondently. ‘“ What price a good rich
beefsteak, Figgy, with-onions, and—""
~ “Qh, shut up,” said Figgins; ‘‘you make me feel
famished !”’ .

‘ What price a nice juicy pork-pie—"2 _
 “Shut up!” roarved the juniors.

And Fatty Wynn sighed ard shut_up. o

But his suggestion was good, and as tho sun went down
the juniors gathered armfuls of cocoanuts, and carried them
) A change of diet was very
desirable, but cocoanuts were better than rothing. As for

~hunting some of the wild goats they had seen in the distance,

rained again.

’

@

Tom Merry decided that it would be too imprudent.

The- savages were. still probably lurking in the woods.
After all, as Kerr remarked very thoughtfully, they were
lucky to have plenty of cocoanuts.

he sun sank in the west. .

With the quick nightfall the. juniors became more watchiul
and anxious. Fatty Wynn sat munching endless cocoanits,
and dreaming with deep yearning of beefsteaks, onions, fried
potatoes, and pork-pies. The other fellows waited and
watched while they rested. :

“We'll see about building some :helter to-morrow,” Tom
Merry remarked. *This would be a pretty cpen spot if it
1 It’s all right for to-night, though.”

“We ought to have a stockade, you know,” said D’Arcy,
with a dim remembrance of some tregsure story.. “A
stockade and a blockhouse, you know.”

Tom Merry laughed. )

“T don’t know where we shall get them,” he said, ‘“but
we’ll see what we can do in the morning. We shall have to
look for some grub a bit more solid than cocoanuts.”

““VYes, rather!” said Fatty Wynn emphatically.

“ Listen!” said Jack Blake.

He held up his hand.

It was very dark now; and the juniors, as they listened,
could hear a sound of rustling from the distant trees.

Thaey had no doubt as to what caused it.

Man Friday and his friends were reappearing on the scene,
encouraged by the fact that the darkness made them invisible
to the castaways.

‘““Hark |

It was a splash from the sca.

“Lopez !”

“Both together!” said Figgins. “We are booked for a
warm time. Look here, let’s climb up on top of these rocks.
The moon will be up soon, and we could hotd the rocks for
a long time against those blessed niggers, and without shoot-
ing any of them. I should be sorry to have to pot Man
Friday.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

- “T¢’s a good idea!” said Tom Merry. :

The juniors clambered up the rocks. The tugged slopes
below them did. not favour a rushing attack, such as ihe
savages were most likely to make. Among ‘he rocks the
castaways had no doubt of being able to hold their own by
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using their firearms, bui that, of course, they were very
reluctant to do. But if the savages pushed them hard, they
had no other resource. .

From the darkness of the beach came faint sounds, of bare
feet crunching on sand, of men stumbling over stones and
over the fragments of the wrecked -boat. .

The islanders were coming on!

@uddenly the sounds of advange ceased. The juniors
strained their ears, but they could hear nothing.

Not a sound, not a motion from the darkness.

What did 1t mean? What vers the islanders doing?
What was the meaning of the sudden halt?  The juniors
strained their eyes in the darkness in vain, and listened and
waited with beating hearts. :

Tn the black sky an edge of silver appeared. The moon
was about to emerge from behind the banks of clouds. )

The silver glimmer danced on the sea, and threw a shimmer
back from the forest. The moon came slowly out. .

Suddenly, from the darkness of the shore, came a terrific
uproar. A crack, crack, crack! of a revolver; wild, savage
vells of pain and fury; the hoarse voice of a white man;
sounds of a desperate struggle, of wrestling forms and
trampling feet and crunching sand. :

The juniors started, and listened in horror.

What was happening there in the darkness?

One word was on all lips:

“ Lopez !”’

Was it the Spaniard? )

They could see nothing; they could hear only the sounds
of wild-beast-like conflict, growing fainter now. .

A sheet d®silver danced. on the Pacific; the moon came
grandly out from the clouds, and light descended upon ‘thoe
scene. )

The fighting, struggling forms lcaped into sudden view.
On the $andy shore Pablo Lopez was struggling, with fallmg
strength, in the grasp of the savages. A dozen or more of
the islanders were piling on him, and even the great strength
of the dwarf was giving way.

Several of the savages showed wounds, and blood was on -
the face of Man Friday, whom the juniors recognised in the
midst of the conflict. What had happened was very clear.
The Spaniard, stealing upon the camp in the darkness, had
blundered into tlie savages, not knowing that they were
there. And the islanders had seized upon him instantly. The
dwarf’s struggles ceased, and he lay helpless “under tho
shrieking savages. ) i .

Tom Merry half raised his riffe. and lowered it again.

He had no right to shoot in defence of ihe Spaniard.
Lopez’s life was of no more value than'the life of any savage
there. .

The savages, with yells of triumph, dragged their prisoner
away towards the wood. With the curious irresponsibility
of the savage mind, they had forgotten or abapdoned their
original intention in approaching the camp. With the gasp-
ing, feebly struggling Spaniard in their midst, they swarmed
away into the forest and disappeared, but for a long time
their savage yells rang in the ears of the juniors.

CHAPTER 15.
To the Rescue!
“ AT Jova!” siid Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, breaking

B a long silence. ¢ Bai Jove, deah boys!”

Tom Merry shivered.

“Tt was Lopez’s own fault,” he said.  ““He came here
looking for trouble—and he’s found it, though not the soirt
he was looking for.” :
-« What will they do with kim ?” muttered Lowther.

¢ Goodness knows!”’

“ He wounded some of them. They may—""

“Kill him, perhaps.”

Tom Merry made a restless gesture.

“He must face the music himself,” said the hero of the
Shell.  “He’s brought this upon himself; it’s his own look-
out.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Suppose——"" began Digby, and he paused.

« Well, supnose what?”’ said Tom Merry, almost irritably.

““Suppose they’re cannibals?”’

“Bal Jove !”

¢ 1 don’t see that we need suppose that,” said Tom Merry
gloomily. “They looked friendly enough at first—or Man
Triday did, anyway. And they weren’t going to attack us,.
either, this afterncon; they only wanted Gussy for an idol.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"" )

“But they attacked us afterwards,” said Blake; ‘=and
that chap Friday, quiet as he was at first, tried to stick you
with a spear. You can’t trust savages.” - . :

“ Quite wight, Blake.” .

“Tf they're cannibals—""
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“Well, T don’t see what we can do,” said Tom Merry. “It
would be madness to risk our lives to save such a brute as
Pablo Lopez—especially when he would return the favour
by cutting our throats if he could.”

‘“ Well, that's right, too.” )

“ Besides, we shouldn’t have the right to shoot down those
poor wretches, to save such a man,” said Tom Merr{.

“ Let him go,” said Peter Raff—* let him go! 1If they eat
him, T wish them joy of him. Do you think he would
trouble his head about us?”

K“Are the niggers in these parts cannibals, Peter?” asked
err.

The sailorman grinned.

““I guess they are,” he said. *‘They’re pretty sure to be,
sir  Those black fellows will eat their prisoners, as a matter
of course. It’s their way.”

Tom Merry shudddered.

‘““We cannot be sure,” he said.

“ Ay, ay, sir; it’s sure enough !”

Tom Merry did not reply. The thought of it was heavy
and painful in his mind. If the islanders were savages—if
they were going to murder their prisoner and devour him—
could the juniors abstain from interference? The Spaniard
was their bitter foe, but—

A red glare from the distance lighted up the sky, and cast
a strange reflection upon the moonlit heavens.  The red
flamelight danced on the branches of the trees; the flare
came from beyond the forest, in the direction the islanders
had taken. .

*“ What on earth’s that?”” Figgins exclaimed.

“The forest on fire !”

“It ain’t,” said Peter Raff. “It’s a fire in the village—
the place where those brown devils hang out.”

‘“ Some celebration, I suppose ?”

The sailorman grinned.

“ Ay, ay, sir!” .

‘““What do you mean?” demanded Tom Merry sharply.
“Do you think the fire has anything to do with their having
-captured Lopez?” .

“I’d better not say, sir.””

“Tell me!”

‘“Well, T reckon the fire’s lighted to cook him, sir,” said
Peter Raff. ‘““But what matter? It was his own business;
he should have kept to the felucca. He landed to murder
some of us in the dark.”

“Very likely; but—"’ )

“Look here, Raff,” said Blake abruptly. “I suppose you
know the customs of these horrible brutes! If they eat
their prisoners—-"

“They do that, sir.”

‘“Do they torture them ?*

Peter Raff was silent. <

“ What do you say, Peter?”’

“Well, sir, the man might be dead before they cook him,
or—or he mightn’t,” said the sailorman reluctantly. * There’s
no telling.” :

Tom Merry gave a horrified start.

“‘é)o you mean that they might roast him alive?” he
cried.

“I ¢’pose they might.”

“Gweat Scott!” muttered D’Arcy, with the perspiration
running down' his face. ‘““The howwid wottahs! I—I say,
Tom Mewwy, we can’t stand this.” :
h"‘ My g)nly Aunt Jane!” said Wally. “We shall have to
chip in.

“ We must,” said Tom Merry. “If the brutes treat their
prisoners like that, they ought to be shot down like mad
dogs. It’s all rot to say that their training doesn’t teach
them any better; they must know perfectly well that they
are wicked beasts. If Lopez were ten times as bad as he is,
I wouldn’t stand by and allow that.”

‘“ Wathah not !”

“Come on.”

‘““Hold on, sir,” said Peter Raff.
you've forgotten, Master Tom.”’

“What’s that?”

“There are a dozen of us,” said Peter, with a troubled
lcok. “But -there may be hundreds of the cannibals, sir.
And if they get the better of us, we sha’n’t save that Spanish
brute, sir; but we shall get served the same as him.”

The juniors exchanged glances. The danger was terrible—
the price of failure was enough to give them pause—death,
perhaps the most terrible of deaths. But to the credit of the
St. Jim’s juniors, be it said, the pause was but momentary

*“I don’t care,” said Tom Merry determinedly. “T believe
we shall be more than a match for them, with the firearms;
anyway, we're going to try.”’

“Yes, rather!”

“March on, deah boys,” said D’Arcy.
bettah take the lead, Tom Mewwy—-"

‘I suppose you hadn’t,” said Blake.

“ There’s one thing that

“I suppose I had
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‘“ Weally, Blake——" . .

“ Comey(’)n,” said Tom Merry, and he started off with his
rifle under his arm. And-the juniors followed Mg fast.

The red glare in the sky was growing redder, ‘brighter.. It
was_evident that a tremendous fire must have been lighted
at the savage village. ..

The red glare lighted up the wood as the juniors plunged
into it, and it guided them- on their way. They had no other
indication of the direction of the savages’ town, tiut the glare
over the trees was sufficient. .

For a great distance they threaded their way through the
dusky aisles of the forest.” The trees gave plage to a wide
clearing at last—a level glade, with trees in the distance
beyond the green level. In the glade was a collection of
rude huts, and on the open ground outside the village a huge
fire was blazing away, fed by logs and branches. Round the
fire, wild, dark figures danced amid unearthly, unmusical
rells. ‘ .
y It was a strange and terrible scene, and the juniors, gazing
at it from the edge of the wood, stood spellbound.

CHAPTER 16.
Saved From the Cannibals,
ACK BLAKE grasped Tom Merry’s arm with one hana,
QH and pointed with the other.
““Look !I” he muttered.

It was the Spaniard. .

Close by the fire—so close that the sweat was running down
his dark skin from the heat of®t—lay the dwarf.

The juniors were near enough to see his features, and to
make out the play of emotion in the dark and savage face.

Lopez lay upon the ground, his hands and feet tied tightly
with hide—so  tightly that the bonds evidently caused him
pain.

His face was deadly white through the dusk of the skin,
and his black eyes gleamed with horrible fear.

It was clear that he knew that he was doomed; that he
had no hope of rescue; that every nerve in his body was
quivering with terror of his doom. .

Ruffian as he was, and merciless enemy, the juniors could
not help feeling a sentiment of pity, as they watched his
ghastly face, and read the fear and anguish there.

For a long time the dance continued, the savages workin:
themselves up to a high and higher pitch of wild, frenzi
excitement. o i

Suddenly the dance ceased. .

A rush was made for the Spaniard, and he was Lfted from
the ground in the arms of several of the savages. Man
Friday could be seen driving a stake into the ground close
to the blaze of the fire.

The heat drove him back, sweating and panting. But
it was plain what the stake was for. It was to secure tho
prisoner. :

The Spaniard was to be roasted. There was no doubt
about it. The juniors were sick with horror as they watched.
The dwarf was dragged towards the fire, and one of the .
cannibals had looped a rope to fasten him there quickly, so
that his captors could recede from the heat.

Tom Merry raised his rifle.

‘“Shoot I’ "he muttered. Shoot at their legs; we must
not kill if it can be helped.” i

‘“ Yaas, wathah!”

The Spaniard was shrieking with fear. His shrieks wero
answered by savage yells and cries from the cannibals,

Crack-ack-ack-ack-ack !

From the wood came a sudden burst of firing,

Crack! Crack! Crack! *

The juniors blazed away fiercely.

They. aimed low, to avoid killing if possible. But it wo:
no_time to stand too much upon ceremony.

Crack! Crack .

The savages who were holding the Spaniard let him drep
instantly, and he rolled on thé ground. The cannibals were

falling on all sides—some of them struck by the bullets, some
in sheer terror.

Crack! Crack Crack!

‘ Charge !”” shouted Tom Merry.

The juniors rushed towards the fire, still blazing away with
the revolvers.. With yells of terror the savages fled.

In a frenzied horde they went dashing into the village, and
through it, and away to the forest beyond, sending back
affrighted yells. !

Tom Merry stopped by the Spaniard. Lopez looked at him, .
dazed with astonishment. Tom opened his knife, and cut
the hide that secured the Spaniard’s feet.

‘““Come !” he muttered.

‘‘ Loose my hands,” muttered Lopez.

“Your hands will do very well as they are,” said Tom,
Merry curtly. b
- Tre GeM Lisrary.—No. 175.
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¢ But, senorito—""

“Come !”

Tom Merry dragged the Spaniard up.

“Let's get off " he exolaimed. ¢ They may rally, and

" there arekh’?ides of them. We'd better be gone before they

come back.
*Yaas, wathah!” )
And with the rescued Spaniard in their midst, the juniors

" ran into the wood. They left more than a dozen savages on

the ground. Some of them were wounded, some only scared
to stupefaction. Whether any were dead the juniors did not
stotp to look; it was better not to know. But they hoped
not.

At a run they plunged on through the wood, back the
way they had come.
" Thé Spaniard ran with them. He was as anxious as the
juniors could be to get away from the vicinity of the can-

nibals.

That the cannibals would rally when their first fright was
over, Tom Merry felt certain, and he was right.

Before the fugitive were haif-wa to the shore, they heard
savage yells behind, and in the red glare that fell among the
trees, dark forms could be sepn moving swiftly.

“ They're after us!” pan Figgins.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

‘Tom Merry looked back, and grasped his rifle.

““ Look after Lopez,’’ he said. h

‘“ Right-ho!”’

_Crack!

The nearest of the cannibals jumped into the air, with a

terrific yell, as a bullet struck him in the leg. He came down
with a crash, and lay groaning.
" There was a howl from the others, and they gathered round
the fallen man, looking at him in wonder, evidently quite
at a loss to account for his fall and his wound. They did
not understand yet the weapon Tom Merry carried; but they
understood enough to terrify them. Leaving the wounded
man, where he had fallen, the horde of them bolted back
towards the village. :

The- juniors tramped on towards the shore at a more
moderate pace.

They came out into the bright moonlight there.

The Spaniard stopped, panting, white, the prey of conflict-
inﬁéemo. ions. Even his hard and wicked heart could not be
wholly insensible to what the juniors had done for him.

Tom Merry looked at him sternly.

“We have saved your life, Lopez,” he said.
will remain a prisoner. You understand that?”’

The Spaniard nodded.

“We are going to take your felucca, and leave the island.
You can remain here, or come with us as a prisoner, as you
prefer.”

“ Lioose me——"’

“ We shall do nothing of the kind. You are too dangerous

“ But you

-~ a villain to be let loose,”” said Tom Merry curtly.

““ Yaas, wathah!”

‘““ Why did you save me, then?’ the Spaniard exclaimed,
unable to control his curiosity. ‘“ Why did you rescue me
from the savages?’

‘“ Because they were savages,” said Tom Merry quietly.
“ We could not leave our worst enemy in their hands so long
as there was a chance of saving him. But I don’t suppose
you wotld understand our motives, anyway.”’

‘“ It was a case of noblesse oblige, deah boy!” said D’Arcy.
‘ We shouldn’t expect you to do anythin’ of the sort, but we
were bound to do it."”

“I am grateful,” said the Spaniard. *If you loose me,
I will promise—""

Tom Merry interrupted him with a gesture.

‘“ Nonsense. We shall maroon you on this island, or take
you a prisoner on board the felucca. Which do you prefer?”’

Lopez gritted his teeth

““The felucca,” he said. I do not wish to be left here
to be devoured by the cannibals.”

“ Very well!” .

“The sooner we get on board, the better,” said Blake.
““ Those black villains are certain fo come prowling round
again; and if they once get over their fear of the firearms,
there are enough of them to eat us.”

‘*“ Yaas, wathah! Buck up, deah boys!”

¢ Where is your boat, Lopez?' asked Tom Merry.

The Spaniard did not reply. :

‘“ We shall take your boat, and when we get near tho
felucca, you will order your men to admit us on board, with-
out any trickery,” said Tom Merry sternly.

“1 am willing to make terms, senorito

““You are not in a position to make terms. You will take
orders, Lopez—or else’ you will be- left here for the can-
nibals.”

‘ Better leave him !” muttered Pete Raff.
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“ 1 will obey you, senorito,” said Lopgz, between his teeth.
“ The boat is by the rock here; it shall be as you say."”

‘ Come on, you fellows!”’

In a few minutes the juniors were at the skiff. It was not
large enough for all of them, and six of them went on board
it with Lopez—Tom Merry, Figgins, Kerr, Lowther, Blake,
and Kangaroo. They pulfed out to the felucca, which lay
glimmering on the bay in the moonlight.

Tom Merry’s grasp closed on Lopez’s shoulder. .

“You will speak in Spanish,” he said. * But if there is
a tﬁicl’:, you go over the side, bound as you are—on my
word.’

And there was no trickery. The staring black faces looked
over the side, and the Spaniard irowled out an order, and .
the juniors were helped on board by the negroes. The black
seamen stared at seeing their captain a prisoner, and the
juniors were quite prepared for any attempt at a rescue, but
none was made. The negroes were not armed; probably the
Spaniard did not trust them with weapons; he couid not have
been a popular skipper, and if he had once taken the gold
aboard, his life would not have been safe with an armed
crew. The Spaniard was bound to the mast for security, and
then the skiff was sent back with Figgins in it, to fetch the
rest of the party. Ten minutes later, they were all on the
deck .of the felucca.

CHAPTER 17,
" Picked Up. .

OM MERRY & Co. were very wakeful that night. The
exciting adventures they had passed through left them
in little humour for sleep. =~ And there was always

danger of an attack from the cannibals. During the night,
at intervals, they saw moving forms on the shore in.the moon-
light, and heard loud and savage yells. The cannibals had
mustered courage to follow them as far as the bay. But they
did not attempt to swim to the felucca, and morning dawned
upon the Pacific, without any attack having been made.
With morning the islanders disappeared from sight, streaming
away through the wood. '

Tom Merry rubbed his eyes. ’

“ They're gone,” he said. ‘ Time we were gone, too. No
need to stay here any longer, except for—"" .

““ The treasure !” said Figgins.

¢ Yaas, wathah!” )

““ And the cocoanuts,” said Fatty Wynn. ‘I don’t know
how this craft is provisioned, but a boatload of cocoanuts
would be a good idea.”

"Tom Merry laughed.

‘“ Right you are, Fatty! And we'll sce how the water is,
too—we want to take as much of that as we can.”

“I wonder what the niggers are gone for, though?”’ Kan-
garoo remarked thoughtfully. *‘ They’ve certainly got their’
backs up now, and want to get at us. I doubt if even a free
gift of Gussy, to be used as a tribal god, would appease
them!”

“ Weally, Kangawoo—""

‘I think I can give a guess,” said Kerr quietly. I expect
they have canoes somewhere—perhaps on the other side of
the island—and they may be gone for them. If we stay
het;t'e much longer, we may have a crowd of canoes about

‘“ Bai Jove!”

“ Very likely,” said Tom Merry. * Most likely, in fact.
Well'll get out to sea the moment we can. Let’s overhaul
the felucca and see how we’re off for supplies.”

That did not take long. They found that Lopez had pro-
visioned himself well for his voyage, and that there need be
no anxiety on that score. The water was running low, but
that could easily be-renewed at the stream in the bay. The
juniors set to work at once; and Tom Merry, finding that the
black sailors understood a few words of English, gave them
orders, which they obeyed cheerfully enough: Peter Raff
added orders in Spanish, and by the promptness with which
he was obeyed, it is probable that he added threats in that
unknown tongue.

An hour or more was occupied in bringing the water on
board, and a load of cocoanuts was brought by special requess
of Fatty Wynn. Then it was a question of removing the
treasure.

Pablo Lopez heard the juniors discussing the matter, and
his black eyes gleamod and glittered as he listened. He was
to sail with the gold ‘on his felucca at last; but it was as a
prisoner in the hands of his rivals, and the gold was not his.
But perhaps the Spaniard had not given up hope yet.

The juniors kept a sharp look-out for the savages while
they uncovered the great chest in the sard. It was taken into
the little skiff, weighing it deeply down, and rowed off to the
felucca. Getting it on board was a difficult task enough, but
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Crash! The terrific impact of the yacht upon the hidden rock could be heard from where the juniors stood, and

in an instant the handsome vessel reeled, tottered and trembled, and ground back from the rock., (4n eaciting

incident in “ The King’s Guest,” the splendid long, complete school story contained in the special Coronation Number
¢f “The Magnet” Library. Now on sale. Price One Penny.)

with all hands to work it was managed, and the great chest
was dumped down on the deck.

The Spaniard’s eyes seemed almost to start from his head
as he looked at it.

‘“ Benorito,” he said huskily, ‘“is that the treasnre?’’.

*“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

““ May I sce it, senorito—I beg of you.”

“ Very well; when we are at sea.”

There was a sudden shout from Kerr.

“ Look out!”

‘““ What is it?”

“ Canoes !”

Round the point of land at the head of the bay, a canoc
had appeared, with a dozen savages in it paddling. Another
and another followed.

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. ‘ We're only just in time.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah!” &

“T think we could keep them off—but there won’t be any
need of shooting now. Up with the anchor.”

The anchor was hauled in, and the black sailors, under
Peter Raff’s loud orders, set the huge sails. The keen breeze
caught the great expanse of canvas, and the felucca moved
like a great’white bird out into the bay.

NEXT

“‘CORONATION DAY AT ST. JIM'S."

There was a loud yell from the cances. A dozen or more
had come into sight 1n a few minutes, and the savages were
paddling their hardest to cover the distance. They were try-
ing to cut off the felucca from the open sea—but it would
have gone hard with them if they had. The juniors stood
with firearms ready, in case the canoes should come too near.

But they did not.

The great lateen sails bellied out in the wind, and the felucca
tore through the water. The nearest canoe was fifty yards
away when the felucca passed, and swept out to sea, leaving
the cannibals yelling and waving their spears in savage dis-
appointiment i

The islanders paddled after the felucea, apparently in some
hope of overtaking her; but in five minutes or less the last
canoe was out of sight astern. The island itself was fading
down to the sea.

* Once more upon the waters,” quoted Kerr. My hat,
how this craft gets along.” .

*“ She sails well, sir,” said Peter Raff, “ and I think I shall .
get on well with these niggers, sir. They know how to obey
orders, and they’re tame enough.”

““ Senoritos !"
‘“ Hallo 1
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 175.
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‘eat, but not to untie himself.

the Spaniard.

kR -
&

¢ You promised to let me see the treasure.”

“ Very well,” sald Tom  Merry. .

The great chest was opened. Pablo Lopez stared with
straining eyes at the great gold bars and gold ingots, the rolls
and heaps of coins. A strange pallor showed through the
dusk of his skin.

“Dios!” he muttered. *‘ Dios!”

““ Are you satisfied?”’ said Tom Merry.

¢ Gracias, senorito!”

Tt would not be a bad idea to fill our pockets with some of
that stuff. in case of accidents,” said Kerr.  What about
taking a handful of those big doubloons each. If anything
htappe’r}ed to the felucca, that chest would go down like a
stone,

“ Jolly good idea!”

.. And the * jolly good idea’ was carried out. The juniors
filled their pockets with gold Spanish doubloons, and so, what-
over happened to the treasure, they were certain of saving
something. And the fate of the great chest was very dubious,
for storms were sudden and violent in the Pacific, and the
felucca was a small craft to traverse that wild waste of waters.
. The juniors looked back towards the island ; it had vanished
into the blue sea -and sky. Round them was the Pacific once
more. = The Spaniard, stirring uneasily in his bonds, called
out to Tom Merry:

“Benorito! Do you intend to keep me trussed up like

this? T am cramped in every limb.”

_ The juniors consulted on the subject. Tt certainly was not
safe to let the Spaniard loose, yet to keep him bound to the
mast throughout the voyage was impossible. Fhere were no
magacles on board the felucca.

They decided finally to release him, but to keep his hands
shackled to his sides, the rope loose enough to allow him to
> t This was managed at last,
and the Spaniard, sullen and savage, was allowed to move
about as he wished. His black looks did nof, trouble the
juniors; as Blake said, his teeth were drawn.

Jailing the felucca did not prove a difficult task, and the
black sailors obeyed Peter RafP’s orders as they had obeyed

. The day passed in perfect calinness, the
felucea speeding along before a strong breeze. It was towards
sunset that Kerr, who was standing in the bows, was observed
to have his gaze fixed attentively upon a spot on the blue
horizon. Tom Merry joined him.

‘: What are you looking at, Kerr?”

" There’s something yonder,” said the Scottish junior. “I
might be a whale or seaweed, but—-=""

“But what?’

‘Tt might be a boat.”

Tom Merry started. The courso of the felucca was changed
a little to bring her directly upon the unknown object. The
juniors crowded in the bows, watching. The thought that it
was a.boat, that it might be Lord (lonway’s boat, was in
every mind. Tom Merry’s idea had been to get to the
nearest port in New Zealand, and there sond vessels in search
of the missing boat, for money would have been spent like
water in the search for Lord Conway, and the juniors would
gladly have devoted every ounce of the treasure to the task

* of finding him and rescuing him and his companions.

- anxiously,

“1It’s a boat !" Digby exclaimed.

It was a boat, certainly. As tho felucca drew nearver they
could make out a ragged signal flving from the mast. Tho
sail was in tatters; the boat had ecvidently béen thrcugh
rough usage. Tom Merry scanned it with tho binoculars,
Snd made out several forms in the boat, most of them lying

own.

““ A shipwrecked crew, anyway,” ho said quietly.

The felucca raced on.

_ In the distant boat a man was seen to jump up and wave
his hand frantically. He had evidently scen the sail. Then,
after a few minutes, the boat was put before the wind, and
the ragged sail bellied out, and the boat flew away from the
folucea as fast as she could sail.

Tom Merry was puzzled for a moment.

““ What on carth does that mean?’ he exclaimed.
are turning their backs on us.”

“Tt means that it’s Lord Conway’s party,” said Kerr
auictly. ““They recognise the felucca, and think that it’s
Pablo Lopez after them.”

“Bai Jove!”

- “Why, of cowrse!” exclaimed Tom Merry. Well, we
‘shall run them down under half an hour, that’s a comfort.”

The felucea was tearing through the water. She sailed four
lengths to the boat’s one, and the race was only a matter
of time. Soon the juniors could see the occupants of the
boat, and Lord Conway’s tall form was recognised standing
by the sail. Herries could be seen lying on a rag of canvas
in the stern. Mr. Dodds was at the tiller. The seamen of
the Silver Soud were there, and the juniors counted them
and were relieved to count up the full aumber.
They shouted to the boat, but for a long time the wind
Tuzs Gex Lierary.—No. 175.
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carried away their voices, but suddenly Lord Conway, who
was looking back towards the felucca, was observed to give
a start, He had seen the juniors waving to him, and under-
stood that matters were not as he had supposed on board
tho felucca.

The boat swung round.

A few minutes more, and the felucca ran down close beside
the drifting boat. Tom Merry shouted over the side:

‘“ Ahoy, there! St. Jim’s to the rescue!”’ -

“Thank Heaven!” said Lord Conway.

———

CHAPTER 18,
.. Lopez's Last Blow.

T did not take long for the castaways to clamber on
H board. They were in a terribly emaciated condition.
They had not, as Lord Conway said, come to the end
of their provisions yet, but they had been on short rations of
both food and water, and it had told upon them. The juniors
gathered round Herries, and D’Arcy offered to carry himn
down to the cabin. Herries glared at him. :

“Dao you think I can’t walk?’ ho demanded. -

“Weally, Hewwies——"

“ And how the dickens are you going to carry me when
I'm twice as big as you are?’ Herrles inquired.

“T wefuso to admit anythin’ of the sort, Hewwies. You
aro a little fatter and clumsier, I know, but you are not
tallah, and I could cawwy you quite easily.”

“ Ass!” said Herries.

“ Weally, you chump——"

“Hallo! Rowing already?’ asked Mr. Dodds.

“Oh, that’s all right! That’s only Gussy’s way of wel-
coming a long-lost chum,” said Monty Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Lowthah, you ass—

Herries was helped down to the cabin. HHe was really
very weak, though nothing would have induced him to
admit it. Tatty Wynn, who always had a ready eye for
very important matters of this sort, spread the table with
every delicacy that the felucca’s lazarette could muster.
Ilerries began to eat.

The others were well looked after, too, but, naturally,
Herries was the lion. Any number of grown-up people could
not, of course, be considered as being of as much importance
as a chap in the Fourth. .

“Well, T must say that this takes the cake!” Lord Conway
said, as ho looked at the treasure-chest and then at the
shackled Spaniard, and glanced up and down the felucea.
“You seem to have scored all along the line, you youngsters.
Next time I set out on a voyage for treasure I shall ask the
Head of St. Jim’s to send me a junior to take command.”

“Pai Jove, that wouldn’t be a bad ideah,” said Arthur
Augustus innocently. **I should be vewy pleased, Conway,
deah boy.”

And the juniors roared.

The rescued crew crowded the felucca somewhat, but with
Lord Conway in command, and plenty of hands to do tha
work, the little craft was undoubtedly safer. Tom Merry
willingly resigned the command to tho viscount.

Lord Conway was a good navigator, and he fell into his
new duties at once. Dayg after day the felucca glided on
with fair winds and a cheerful crew. The expedition, after
so many adventures and vicissitudes, was turning out a
splendid success, but the end had not yct come.

The Spaniard had fallen into_a quite sullen humour, and
he moved about the ship with downcast face and silent lips.
After a couple of days the man was allowed the freedom
of his limbs. There were so many Englishmen on board that
it was absurd to think he could attempt any desperate move
for regaining possession of the felucca, and he was not
allowed a chance of getiing at any weapons. Disappoint-
ment and chagrin seemed to have an effect upon him, and
on the fourth day he took to his bunk, and did not leave it.
He lay thero through the sunny hours, eating little and
speaking not at all. To a sick man the juniors were disposed
to be kind, even after all his villainies; but the Spaniard
spoke no word to them, and refused every kindness.

“Wa shall ba at anchor to-morrow in Hawke Bay, in the
North Island,” said Lord Conway. one moonlit evening, on
deck, as he smoked his cigar. ‘ There we can get the chest
ashore, and, I hope, pick up a steamer. The felucca will
hardly do to take us back to Europe.” :

“T"ghall be sowwy’to leave her, though,” D’Arcy said,
glancing up at the big sails. * We have had a good time,
and I think we are entitled to wegard her as a pwize.”

“T suppose we shall leave her to the Spaniard?”’ Tom.
Morry remarked. . :

The viscount nodded.
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“Yes, he can have his vessel back when we arc ashore
with the gold. The way things have tuined out I think we
can afford to forgive him his rascality.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

““The felucca doesn’t scem to be sailing so well just now,”
Figgins remarked, with a puzzled look. *‘She seems to be
dragging, and look how the bows are dipping.”’

Lord Conway rose and threw away his cigar.

*“That’s very curious,” he said.

“Bai Jove! Yaas! The cwaft is wcbblin’, too.” .

Peter Raff came up to them with an anxious expression.

. ‘““There’s something wrong with the craft, sir,”” he said.
“ Looks to me as if there’s a 1&ak sprung somewhere below.”

““Look at once, Raff.””

‘* Ay, ay, sir!”’

It was a hot evening, and everyone was on deck with the
exception of the Spaniard. Peter Raff ran down below, and
;h?’ next moment his voice was heard calling hoarsely for
relp.

** Lopez!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

They rushed down. Water was splashing over the planks
of the cabin floor, and Peter Raff was struggling in the grasp
of the Spaniard. The ruffian was grasped at once, and torn
away from the panting sailorman,

Peter Raft staggered up.

““ She’s scuttled, sir!”” he panted.

‘“ Good heavens!”

Lopez, in the grasp of the seamen, turned a look of savage
hate upon the Englishmen. .

‘“Carambo! Did you think you would have the treasure,
then?’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Yes, I have scuttled the felucca!
The treasure and all of-us can zo to the bottom together !’

*“You hound !

Lopez laughed exultantly. )

‘I have had my revenge !’ he said.

The Spaniard was dragged on deck. Lord Conway made
an attempt to get at the Teak, but the hold was full of water.
The Spaniard had known where to make the gash in the
timbers, and it was not to be reached. The felucca was
filling fast.

* Fortunately, we ave near the shore, and the boats will
held us all at a pineh,” said Mr. Dodds.

“ But the treasure—"

*“We may have tinme to save it yet,” said Lord Conway.
** Lower away the boats.”

The treasure-chest had been placed below in the after
cabin. The door of the cebin was locked, and there was no
key. They turncd savagely to Lopez and demanded the key,
and the Spaniard, with an evil grin, peinted to the sea.

‘“The key is there,” he said, ““and the treasure will soon
be there also, senores. That is the revenge of Pablo Lopez.
Now do with me as you will.” *
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Crash! ) .
The felucca was heeling over, and one of the great sails -

dragged down into the water.
match. There was a rush of water below, and the men
gatered at the cabin door were driven up the ladder. ;
Lord Conway set his lips..
‘“To tho boats—quick I’ he shouted.

There was no time for anything else—no time even for .

" food and water—barely time for a wild rush to the boats

to put ofl before the felucca went down.
‘“Leave the Spaniard here,” Peter Raff exclaimed.
him go down with the treasure.”
The crew were in a mood to do it, too.

themselves. Black looks were cast at the Spaniard, but Mr.
Dodds spoke in his quiet way. o
*“*We cannot leave him to death,”” he said. “He is a
scoundrel, but we have our duty as Chuvistian men to con-
sider. You will save him, Lord Conway?”’ <
“ Put him into the boat!” said the viscount shortly. .
The Spaniard was tossed into a boat, roughly enough.

The crew pulled away from the felucca, which was how

rolling over helplessly in the trough of the sea.
sails flapped in the water, and disappeared.

The felucea, the treasure, were gone.
inte a harsh, mocking laugh.

Tom Merry turned apon him angrily.

‘“ Silence, you scoundrel!” he exclaimed.

““But I have had my revenge I’ muttered the dwarf. .

The boats pulled for the shore. The Spaniard sat silent
now, but with the same grin of evil triumph upon his face.
He had lost the treasure, but the rivals in the quest had lost
it, too, and that was consolation enough to Pablo Lopez:

The great

A few hours later the twice-wrecked voyagers landed on
Maori soil. Their voyage was over, and it remained only to
get to the mncarest steamer and return to Epgland. The
Spaniard was releascd—there was nothing else to be done
with him.
mained was the Spanish doubloons the juniors had in their

pockets, but that, at least, would suffice to show the fellows -

at St. Jim’s that they rcaily had found a treasure in the
South Seas; and, after all, as Blake said, that was the chief
consideration. And so the St. Jim’s party were cheerful
enough when they trod the deck of a steamer homeward
bound.

*“ We shall have two or three hundred pounds between us,”

Tom Merry remarked, ‘“and I think we’ll blue a good bit of
it in a Coronation celebration at St. Jim’s—what [
And the juniors agreed that they would.

THE END.
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INTRODUCTION.

. Frank Kingston, a young Englishman, is engaged on a
ﬁ?ﬁ‘ﬁt campaifn against a oriminal society called the Brother-
hood of Iron, his aym being to break up theeociety by ruining

the membets of the Inner Council. He has the assistance

®f Miss O’Brien, an accomplished young lady, Professor
. ‘Graham Polgrave, a clever scientist and inventor, Carson
-.TGiray,_ a detective, Fraser, a manservant, and a lad named
m.
. “Kingston is away in the European State of Balataria, when
e Feceives an urgent telegram from Carson Gray, summon-
ing him back to England in haste. The occurrence which has
éaised the detective such agitation is nothing less than the
théft, by . the Brotherhood of Iron, of the British Crown

Jewels from the Tower of London. Carson Gray happens to

be within the precincts of the Tower when the jewels are

- 'stolen, buf he is powerless to prevent the theft. The Brother-
'hdod, as a glance at the rifled showcase in the Wakefield
Tower pioveéd, had made a clean sweep.

(Now go on with the story.)

Frank Kisgston Arrives in London.

The boat-train from Dover came to a smooth standstill in
Charing Cross Station, and in a moment was disgorging its
horde of passengers—most of them consisting of foreign and
Colonial yisitors to London for the Coronation. Everything
was bustle, and the passengers were, for the most part,
hutrying after their luggage and making for the exits.

One individual, however, who stepped from one of the
first-class compartments, seemed perfectly cool and at ease.
Tt was a tall, magnificently-developed man of about thirty,
and he carried nothing but a small gladstone and a walking-
cane. His attire was perfect in every detail, and he gave
one the impression of being something of a_dandified fop.

v As the reader will have guessed, it was Frank Kingston,
~As usuial, he was calm and languid-looking, and strolled
‘down the platform with no sign of hurry. But although his
outward appearance was o inane, he was thinking pretty
deeply, and had decided to take a taxi straight to Great
Portland Street.
. The time was about six o’clock in the evening, and when
‘he emerged into the Strand he found the air filled with
&1‘*115'3 and petrol-fumes. The day had been a hot one, and
the air was now just beginning to cool a little. Qutside
’ghe statjon was the usual bustle and noise of taxi-cabs,

i
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motor-'buses, etc., intermixed with tho cries of newsboys.
These latter seemed more excited than usual, and were sell-
ing their papers with extraordinary rapidity.

Kingston paused for a moment, and glanced at one of the
placards held by a boy who stood against the kerb. On it,
in huge letters, were the words:

“THE CHASE OF THE CROWN JEWELS.
NO TRACE OF SIR HENRY KENNING.
LATEST REPORT.”

“Undoubtedly that is the reason Gray brought me home
in such a hurry,” Kingston told himself as he purchased a
paper. “I can see quite plainly that this robbery is the
work of the Brotherhood. Nobody else would have dared
to attempt such a thing. By Jove, Mount-Fannell is aim-
ing high! The Crown Jewels are no mean prize, and he
certzhin,ly must have organised the thing well to bring it off
at all’ :

He beckoned to a taxi-cab, and was very soon bowling
across Trafalgar Square. He opened the newspaper out and
glanced at the huge headlines, thén read the long and
somewhat tedious report of what had occurred. ‘As the theft
had been committed the previous day, the paper did not
state the full facts—having already done so in a former
issue—but merely told the latest developments in the case,
which amounted to practically nothing.

The police had been utterly unable to trace a single one
of the pseudo visitors who had made off with the Regalia.
It was realised when it was too late that the explosion at
the Well Tower had been perpetrated for the sole purpose
of attracting attention to that quarter of the grounds. The
Beefeaters and other officials saw how easily they had been
bamboozled by this simple ruse, and the constables at the
gate were referred to in scathing tones by the newspapers
for letting the robbers simply slip through their fingers.
They did not realise that the policemen were under the
impression that they bad real bombs to contend against.

“That was a smart idea!” muttered Kingston, as he
read of the fog, and how it had assisted the thieves to
escape. ‘‘Of course, it was quite an easy matter for them
to slip away under those conditions. The question is, who
is in charge of this affair? Perhaps Gray will be able to
enlighten me. In any case, I am practically convinced that
this affair is the work of the genial Brotherhood.”

He waus still glancing at the paper, and saw that Sir
Henry Kenning was looked upon as the main culprit. It did
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not occur to him that the baronet might possibly have been
impersonated, and he was consequently rather puzzled. The
police and the public, in taking the view they had done,
could not possibly be blamed. The Lieutenant of the Tower

himself had thrown the first bomb, and was still missing. .

What other inference could pessibly be drawn?

Sir Henry’s guilt seemed absolutely proved, and the case
was turning out to be the biggest scoop for the newspapers
that had occurred in recent years.

Frank Kingston arrived " a few minutes later outside
Carson Gray’s door in Great Portland Street. He dismissod
the taxi and rang the -bell. The door was opened by Mrs.

- Webster, who seemed surprised to see him.

“Dear me, sir,” she exclaimed, “if you ain’t a stranger!”

“Really, Mrs. Webster, I have not been away for long,”
returned Kingston, with a smile. “Is Mr. Gray in?”

“Yes, sir. He came in not more than five minutes since,
havin’ just completed a very ’ard case over at Brixton.
Wot with cne thing an’ another——” .

‘* Quite so, Mrs. Webster I’ exclaimed Kingston, stepping
past her into the hall. “ What with one thing and another,
Mr. Gray has quite a busy time of it. You need not trouble.
I will escort myself up.” :

He knew that the worthy landlady had somewhat unusual
talking propensities—although most landladies are subject
to that little complaint—and so escaped as soon as possible.
He walked in upon Carson Gray without knocking, and
found the detective seated in his big armchair smoking his
big pipe and engrossed in the pages of a big volume.

“You seem to be busy, my dear Gray.”’

“ Why, great Scott, I hardly expected you here so soon
as this, Kingston!’ cried Carson Gray, springing to his
feet. “You're looking more bronzed than you were when
you left by a long way. How are you?” .

“I think my appearance will "answer that question,”
smiled Kingston. ¢ Since I left the Iron Island I never had
so much as an ache in the whole of my body. You seem
to be in extremely good health yourself. Buf sit down; I
do not wish to disturb your work,” he added, glancing at
the book which Carson Gray had laid on the table.

““Oh, hang that! It was nothing important, anyhow.
You have seen the placards, I suppose ?”’

“My dear Gray, what a question to ask! Could anybody
but a blind person fail to do so? They stare one in the face
at every turn, and even a blind man would know what was

“in the wind, for the boys are shouting themselves hoarse

with the startling news.” If I guess correctly, that is the
reason for your telegram ?”’

‘“ Precisely.”

*“ The theft is the wark of the Brotherhood 7’

“Yes. I was sure you would guess it immediately, for
no one else would have the colossal cheek to attempt such
a thing. I myself was very doubtful before it passed off,
but, by Jove, when the Brotherhood does a thing, it does
it thoroughly. They took the Crown Jewels as though they
had been lying in the middle of the pathway.”

' Mount-Fannell never attempts a thing unless he knows
it is practically certain of success,”’ replied Kingston, drop-
ping into a chair opposite to Gray. ‘“Now, can you tell me
everything you know about this affair, so that I can nder-
stand it better? The newspapers, of course, are completely
in the dark.”

“And I,” replied Gray, ‘“can only say that I am in the
twilight. What I know about it is practically nothing, but
I’ve every confidence that you, once you start, will very soon
find out all there is to be known.”

* Well, first of all, which Inner Councillor had charge of
the case ?” -

“I haven’t the faintest idea.”

‘“ You obtained your information, I presume, from Craw-
ford? Having been here once to see me in your presence,
be knew you were in my confidence.”

“Yes. But all he could tell me was that a rumour was
going round among the common-members to the effect that
this robbery was to be perpetrated. He could not tell how
or when, and that is all I can say. By-the-by, Crawford has
now_ been promoted to be District Superintendent over a
small area.”

“Good! He told me he thought he would be given a
higher post before long.”

“It happened that I was at the Tower mysclf when the
thing occurred,” went on Gray, “and although I did my
best, it was utterly impossible for me to prevent the escape
of the thieves.”

The detective told his companion exactly what had
oceurred—how he had guessed the ruse, and how Sir Henry
Kenning bad threatened to blow the gates ‘to pieces with
the bomb which afterwards turned out to be harmless; in so
far as bodily injury was eoncerned.

*That is the only point which is puzzling me !”” exclaimed
Kingston thoughtfully. “‘I have met Sir Henry Kenning,
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and have always thought-him to be a perfectly upright:.
gentleman. That he has any connection with the Brother-.
hood is absolutely out of the question.” . .

“I should surely imagine 5¢. He has not been Lieutenant -
of the Tower very long, but his record is a magnificent one.”

The two men were silent for a few moments, Kingston-
tapping his foot thoughtfully against the desk. Then a -
sudden gleam entered his immobile eyes, and he smiled. .

o ’f course,” he murmured, * that can be the only explana~+
tion.” ’ .

* What can?” - =

*“ Why that man you saw was not Sir Henry Kenning. at -
all,” replied Kingston coolly. *Sir Henry himself is com-
pletely above suspicion in my mind, whatever the newspapers-
may say. And it would be just like one of the Brotherhood’s
plans to kidnap the Licutenant and place one of their own :
men in his shoes.” ‘ . .

“ But it couldn’t be done,” protested Gvay. ¢ Think of the =
duties that have to be performed. An impostor could not
possibly know everything that has to be done.”” :

‘“Of course not.” But he probably took Sir Henry’s place -
for only one morning. The baronet himself is now im-
prisoned somewhere, and the Brotherhood are keeping: him
there, perhaps with the intention of killing him, so that the
theft shall be placed on his shoulders, and so divert all sus- .
picion from the real culprit. You see wha,f I mean?’ A

“ Yes, I see exactly. And in all probability you are right.
But perhaps Crawford will be able to tell you more now that
the affair 1s over. Being a district superintendent, he is sure, -
to know much more now than he did beforehand.” =

*That is extremely probable. But now that Fraser is.
away, I hardly know how to get to see him.”

Carson Gray knocked the ashes from his pipe.

“You needn’t worry over that, Kingston,” he said. “1

“told Crawford when he came here to call to-day and to- .

morrow at seven o’clock, in casg you had arrived.” The time~

is very close to seven now, so if you care to wait here until™’
he turns up, you will be able to question him as much as "’
you please.” . ‘

‘“ Excellent, my dear Gray. That was very thoughtful of
you. I shall certainly wait, and take advantage of this oppor- -
tunity.  Until he arrives we can do- practically nothing..
However, if you would care tq tell me again what happened -
at the Tower yesterday, it would certainly do no harm. Of -
course, 1 inteng to get the Crown Jewels back in time for the
Coronation.” .

Carson Gray smiled. - 5

“Upon my soul, Kingston,” he g¢ried, “your coolness
amazes me! I thought I had got used to you, but when you.™
speak as though you had the stolen property in your owa
table drawer, 1t is something to be surprised at. How in the
world can ‘you so positively state that you will gain possession
of the Regalia.””

“Did I positively state it?’ laughed Kingston. “I am
not a betting man, as a rule, Gray, but I would not mind -
wagering fifty pounds to a penny that by this time next week
the Crown Jewels are in their usual pf;ce in the Wakefield -
Tower—for, of course, the Brotherhood has mot stolen them
for the purpose of unsetting the jewels and selling them
separately. Their policy will be to demand a huge ransom
from the Government for their safe return.” coe

*“ And you will make that wager?”

“ Clertainly.” . ;

“Then I won’t take you on,” declared Carson Gray.

“ When you speak like that, Kingston, I know that you mean -
what you are saying, and to accept the wager would be to .-
simply make me entail the loss of the sum of one penny.’’

Kingston laughed heartily, and crossed over to the window. .
ile i’zﬂood for a moment looking out on to the street, then
ur .

“Unless I am very much mistaken,” he drawled, * our ‘ex-
pected visitor will be here in a few moments, Crawford is at
this moment crossing the road with the evident, intention -of
knocking at your door. He is disguised, but not sufficiently
to deceive me.”’
tIA tfgﬁ seconds later the two men distinctly heard a ring at
he 2

The Wherry at Wroxham—Crawford’s News. - -

The man who was shown up a féew moments later by Mrs.
Webster was indeed Crawford. He seemed very surprised
at seeing Frank ngston there, and stood for "a moment -
without saying a word. ’

But while Carson GraK and Kingston had been talking,- -
what was happening in the enemy’s camp? What had Lord =
Mount-Fannell to say when he learnt how successful the plan _
had been? Needless to say, he was delighted, and the coun- *
cillors had scarcely known him so genial for many months, :

The robbery had taken place at midday, ang by three
o’clock every one of the men who had participated in the -
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% job” had met at the ‘agreed-upon spot—the house on
Putney Heath. Some of them had entered as plumbers,

b

. others as gas-fitters, and tradesmen of all descriptions. This
" was 5o tha} no undue attention should be called to the house.

" . Having delivered their valuable loads they immediately ?ook
their departure. The Hon. Peroy Claydon had been there
first of all—with his disguise as the Lieutenant of the Tower,

~<of course, removed—and he rubbed his hands together with
“ gatisfaction when the last man had departed.

—

““Ripping !’ he exclaimed to the two common-members who
iwere-to remain in the house on guard. ‘‘The affair has gone
‘with a swing from start to finish, and there hasn’t been the
least suspicion of a hitch. By Jove, the Chief will be off his
head witll?\ delight !’

Tho Hon. Peroy took his departure at about four o’clock,
having seen that the Crown Jewels were quite secure. There
was & large strong-room in the house, and although the
common-members were implicitly trusted, it was thought
wisest to take the precaution of placing the treasure in this
safe. The possibility of the police tracing them to the house
was absolutely nil. ) .

When Claydon arrived at Grosvenor Square, the Chief was
anxious and impatient, for although he had heard—via the
newspapers—of the robbery, he was not by any means cer-
tain that everybody had managed to get clear away. o
Claydon’s news was a relief and a delight. .

That night a small meeting was held merely between Lord
Mount-Fannell, the Hon. Percy, and James Milverton. Most

- of ‘the others could not attend, and as their presence was

" Hon, Percy.

" not necessary, it

did not matter. .

“Well, gentlemen,” exclaimed the Chief genially, as he
puffed at his cigar, ‘“ we are to be congratulated on having
successfully pulled through the biggest and most daring

" :robbery that this century has seen—and, in fact, the biggest

the Brotherhood has ever attempted.”

“The officials are in a fine stew already,” chuckled the
“The Coronation being so close at hand,
they’re simply tearing their hair. With the Royal Crowns
.uiissing, they can’t possibly see how the Coronation is to take

m!”

+The others laughed in the manner men will laugh when in

- an extra good humour.
“ But, putting all joking aside,” said Lord Mount-Fannell,
““we must decide what is to be done with the Regalia. But

~ that is wrong, for I have, as a matter of fact, decided already.

hey can’t possibly remain in the house at Putney, for I mean
the police to have no loophole whereby they can trace them.”
*Then where do you mean to keep them?’ inquired Mil-
rveirton. “ Personally, I should say the simpler the place the
safer.” )
"% Precisely! That is my own argument exactly,” replied
" Lord Mount-Fannell, sitting back in his chair. * You both
know of the man who is in_the power of the Brotherhood,
named Nicholag Barton?”

' ““Yes, the old scoundrel who lives in a wherry?”

The Chief nodded.

. “He is, I think, the very man for our purpose. Being but
‘little over half-witted, he will never suspect the value of the
iparce] we hand him to take charge of, and on a wherry, float-
1ing about upon the Norfolk broads, the Crown Jewels will be
as seoure as anywhere.”

.. “Do you think Barton can be trusted?” asked Claydon
‘doubtfully. .
i “I am certain of it, and, as I have already said, he will not
know the true nature of the goods we shall place in his charge.
‘In addition, he will never even think of the matter, for L
mean to commission him with other work.”
b\ ¢ And what is that?”

‘“He will have a prisoner to look after.”
© ¢ A prisoner?’

¢ Precisely. Sir Henry Kenning is at present in our hands,
spending his valuable time in the cellar of the Putney Heath
house. Now, the public is_under the steadfast impression
that he has run off with the Regalia. Certainly, appearances
are all against him, and it is impossible to draw any other

oonclusions. Why should we enlighten them?”’

The Chief’s companions looked at one another for a.

, moment.

. “You mean,” exclaimed Milverton slowly, “to hold
Kenning a prisoner on the wherry at Wroxham? I think I
understand what you are driving at.”

Lord Mount-Fannell smiled. .

Tt is very simple. If we release the Lieutenant, suspicion
will instantly be transferred to another quarter—not to any

finite quarter, but away from Sir Henry himself. Now, it
will suit our purpose to leave matters as they are, you under-

% -stand? As soon as we have applied for ransom—-—

$1In Sir Henry Kenning’s name,’”” put in Claydon. .
“Yes, in Sir Henry Kenning’s name,” agreed the Chief.
“ As soon as we have applied for ransomy I say, and have
received if, and have returned the jewels, we can release the
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 175.
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baronet. He will be able to tell nothing whatever, and the
police will certainly not fathom us out. So, until the whole
thing is over, I think we had better keep Sir Henry a

prisoner.”’ L.

“A good idea,” replied the Hon. Percy. “And it i3 a
better one to transfer him to the wherry. Somehow, I feel a
little uncertain about him being at Putney. It is altogether
too near London to safe. And if Barton’s attentions are
occupied by looking after him, the Crown Jewels will never
be thought of.”

“Those are my views exactly,” declared his lordship, ““so
wo will decide that way. The question is how are we to
convey him there?”

“Why not place him, in a drugged condition, in a pre-
pared wooden case?”’ suggested Mr. Milverton. ‘‘The
Regalia could be stowed in another, and the two packed
aboard a motor lorry. This latter is a vehicle suitable for
long journeys, and would convey the cases to Norfolk in a
very few hours. In this way everything could be done by
daylight, and who would suspect two innocent boxes of pro-
visions when they were transferred to the wherry at Wrox-
ham?”’

The three Councillors talked over
minutes. .

“1 think it is a good suggestion,” said the Chief at last.
¢ 8ir Henry would have rather an uncomfortable time of it,
but that is only a detail. The ride will not harm him in any
way, and will certainly be a safe way of getting him to his
destination. Yes, Milverton, I shall adopt the scheme.”

“ And the newspapers will still continue to trample over
Sir Henry’s character,” chuckled the Hon. Percy, lighting a
cigarette. ‘‘ By Jove, it’s rather rough when you come to

the idea for several

-think of it, but he will be able to clear his character right

enough when he regains his liberty !’

“You played your part wonderfully, Claydon,” exclaimed
Mount-Fannell genially; ‘“but I should like to know who
that confounded fellow was who tried to have you searched.
There is mention of him in the newspapers, but nobody seems
to have inquired his name befors he left. Yocu didn't recog-
nise him at all?”’

‘“Not in the slightest,” replied the Hon. Percy savagely.
¢“If he hadn’t interfered we should have got out without
using the smoke-bombs at all.”

““Well, no harm was done, and the public have got some-
thing to excite them,” laughed the Chief. ‘ That fog busi-
ness gave the robbery just a nice finishing off. All the sarue,
T should feel more satisfied if we could discover who that
man was.”’ .

They were hardly likely to do this, however, for Carson
Gray had slipped out in the fog himself, removing his dis-
guise while enveloped in its folds. 8o the man who had
given the alarm had simply disappeared.

“Of course,” went on Claydon, “I should have been un-
able to accomplish my work had not the other men seen
to the explosion. I suppose you planned that yourself,
Chief? Having enough of my own to attend to, I didn’t
worry about that.”

‘“¥Yes, I planned it, of course,” replied Mount-Fannell.
“The dynamite bomb was laid the previous night, and our
man lighted a very delicately-timed fuse at five minutes to
noon. At twelve o’clock the explosion occurred, and the rest
you know. It is amusing, when you come to think of it,
how simple it was to get the people out of your way. But
with regard to that motor lorry——"

And the Chief went into certain minor details concerning
the transferring of Sir Henry Kenning from London to
‘Wroxham. This conversation had, of course, taken place on
the night previous to Kingston’s arrival. During the inter-
vening time the plan then discussed had been matured, and
the men chosen to perform the work had received their
orders.

As stated before, Crawford was considerably surprised
when.he saw his master in Carson Gray’s library. He stood
for 4’ moment without speaking, looking from his master to
the detective. He was attired quite smartly, and seemed in a -
much better position than formerly.

“Well, Crawford, you appear surprised,” smiled Kingston.

“Love us, sir, you've recognised me!” exclaimed Craw-
ford. Then he grinned. *Of course, sir, I forgot for tha
minute it was you. Fraser told me as you could see through
pretty near any disguise that was ever worn. But I didn't
expect to find you here, sir, so soon.”

“Well, I am here, Crawford, and the great point is, have
you brought any news with you. The last time you came,
remember, you knew practically nothing about this Crown
Jewels robbery. But now—-""

‘“ Now, sir,” interrupted Crawford eagerly, “I've got a
whole heap of news. Once the show was over I got to know
all about it, an’ something else besides.” )

‘“Well, sit down, Crawford, and tell. us from the beginning.
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Who's the man who has taken charge of the case—the
councillor who is responsible ?”

“The Hon. Percy Claydon, sir.” :

““Oh, so he’s taking a hand in.quite a new line,”” murmured
Eingston. “It was Claydon, then, who, disguised as the
Lieutenant of the Tower, unlocked the showcase and obtained
the Regalia ?”’ :

“ Yes, sir, it was him. But how did you know? All the
pewslpa,)?ers said Sir Henry Kenning himself had stolen the
jewels.”.

‘“The newspapers knew no better,” replied Kingston.
“When I knew the job was the work of the Brotherhood, I
guessed that one of the Inner Councillors had been imperson-
ating the Lieutenant. So it is Claydon. Well 7 i

“8Sir Henry Kenning was kidnapped the night before, sir,
and is now in the celiar of a house at Putney. When he got
there Claydon was disguised, so’s to look exactly like hun,
an’ went back to the Tower in his place.”

 That was rather risky, wasn’t it?”’ put in Carson Gray.
“How could Claydon be certain as to where to lay his hands
on certain keoys, etc? And how could he find his way about
the house, and act as Sir Henry was in the habit of doing?”

Cr

“That was made easy as winkin’ for him, sir,”* replied
turning v o lock at the detecetive. A

wiord,
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I got my orders from the Chief to give to him. But there’s
something more important to come, sir.”’ "
‘““Is there, by Jove? Then let’s have it1”

““The Chief

vxs
[

decided last night, sir, that it would be a bit. =

risky to leave*the jewels at Putney, so to-morrow they’re
going to be shifted fo a houseboat kind of thing—a wherry L=

think it’s called, on one of the Norfolk Broads. And when

they po Sir Henry is going with them, for he is to be kept a .-
prisoner for some time to come. The police suspect him, an’ -

the Brotherhood want them to go on suspectin’!” .
“Indeed! That is rather unfortunate for Sir Henry!” ex-
claimed Kingston languidly, ‘ But once we get to work,
Crawford, we will very soon set him free. But from London
to Norfolk is slightly more than a hundred yards, so tell me
how he is to be conveyed therc?”’ .
Crawford knew the whole of this latest plan, for two o
the men under his charge were to take the motor-lorry on its

long journey. Consequently they had to obtain their orders- -

from him.
So he thereupon informed Kingston of the scheme to take

the Lieutenant of the Tower to Norfolk, boxed up in a large - )

provision case. His two listencrs were very much interested,
and whén he had done there was silence for a few moments.
* It 13 undoubtedly a good s¢ 7 dechwed Kingston at

This picture illustrates a dramatic incident which occ

urs in next Thursday’s instalment of ‘' The Brotherhood
of Iron.” When the big packing-case is opened in the hold of the wherry, the man it contains is not Sir Henry
) Kenning, the Licutenant of the Tower of London, but Frank Kingston, the Aveuger, disguised.

common-member named Baldwin—a man I used to work
with, too—has been the real Sir Henry Kenning’s butler for
over two months. So when Claydon did his bit, he knew
everything, ‘and had nobody in the house to ask awkward
questions, for Sir Henry lived alone, you know, sir.”

‘“That simplified matters exceedingly. I can see the whole
thing now, Crawford. It was careful organisation that did
the trick—careful organisation, combined with an unlimited
supply of audacit?f. The Honourable Percy is just the man
to carry a case like that through with flying colours.”

“ But what became of the jewels after the men escaped in
the fog?”’ inquired Gray curiously. ‘“And where are they
now?”’

“That’s just what I am about to tell you, sir,” replied
Crawford, in an eager voice. ‘‘It was arranged beforehand
that after the men were clear of the Tower they should all
separate, and deliver their booty at the house in Putney.
It’s right on the Heath, sir, standing all by itself, among a
clump of trees. Well, everything went off as arranged, and
th2 Crown Jewels are now safely guarded in that house,
together with the Lieutenant of the Tower. It’s practically
impossible for the police to trace anything.”’

“And where did you learn all this?’ asked Kingston
interestedly.

. ““From one of the men who todk part in'it, sir. I’va
been promoted now, and he happens to be in my division, and
2y
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length. ‘““For if you wish to do anything unobserved by
prying eyes, it is by far the best to do so in broad daylight,
with people walking on every side of you. And this is to
occur to-morrow, Crawford?”’

*“Yes, sir. The lorry is to start off at ten o’clock.”

‘“ And what men are now in charge of this Putney house?”’

*“Two, sir; and they are simply looked upon as carctakers,
for the Chief took the precaution to place them in the house
over a month ago. All they have to do is to attend Sir
Henry’s wants, and pack him in the case when it is delivered

~

the last thing to-night.” -

“They have, of course, received their orders?”’ .

“No, sir. m to go there to-night.”

“Youwre to go there to-night?” Kingston echoed. “ By
Jove, that’s splendid! You're proving of more use to me, "
Crawford, than Fraser—good as he is. Tell me, what time -
do you intend paying this visit ?” . I

‘“ At about eleven o’clock, sir, when everything’s quiet. I’ve
only just got to go an’ tell the men what to do, an’ where to
go when the lorry’s
you so pleased, sir?’ -

_“ Because, Crawford, T mean to accoripan
visit. I mean to enter this house, and set Sir
at liberty!”

*‘ Do—do—do

“ Every word!

enry Kenning
Jyou really mean it, sir?” gasped Qmwfqrd,
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 175. .
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. the famous detective.

- I have told you

" kerchief sticking out of his pocket.

The Lonely House on Putney Heath.

 Carson Gray was as genuinely surprised as Crawford at
this remarkable statement. They were both well aware that
Frank Kingston was a man who made up his mind with
ramarkable rapidity, but they scarcely expected this sudden
decision on his part.

“But that will upset everything,” protested Gray. * When
they find that Sir Henry has vanished, they will naturally
be set all in a fluster. Besides, how do you think it is pos-
sible to effect a rescue, with two men on guard. Sir Henry
is in the cellar, remember, and these men are probably in

-~ the room above.”

%ingston smiled in that languid manner Gray knew so
well.

“ My dear Gray,” he drawled, “ my plan is an exceedingly-

simple one, and it struck me quite suddenly. Crawford’s

present position is proving of the greatest use immediately,

and I mean to take advantage of his information this very
night.”.

“How?”

““He is the Brotherhood’s District Superintendent, and the
superior_of the two men who are on guard at the Putney
house. While he is engaging the attention of these common-
members, I shall be doing my work in the cellar. But, in-
stead of letting the Brotherhood know that Sir Henry has
esca%ed, they will be none the wiser.”

“But I can’t ses it, sir,” interrupted Crawford. ¢ The

Brotherhood simply must know.”
. “Listen, andg will tell you what I have in mind. It
is my intention to gain possession of the Crown Jewels, and
1 cannot possibly do so to-night, for, as Crawford has told
us, they are very securely locked up in a strong-room. So,
as the next best alternative, I intend to change places with
Sir Henry Kenning, and be carted off to Wroxham myself.
The journey will %e far from comfortable, but a little dis-
comfort will not hurt me. I dare say my constitution is more
suitable for that kind of treatment than Sir Henry’s.”

Carson Gray rose to his feet, and laughed.

“T ought to have guessed it,”” he said. “‘That’s the very
thing you would do, Kingston. There’s a good deal of risk

“in doing what you say, however, for although Crawford may

engage the attention of the two men on guard, you will have
to go very charily and eautiously. Sir Henry, too, must on
no account let it be known that he has escaped.” .
“Of course not. I shall explain to him as much as is
necessary, disguise him, and make it absolutely clear that he
must on no account reveal his identity until he hears from
me. It will not be a difficult matter to convince him of
the importance of this. But what are you doing at present,

Gray?”’

" “ Nothing that requires my immediate attention,” replied
do you ask?”’

¢ Because, .ff you can spare the time, I should like you to
accompany me to-night, and lend me your assistance. Do
you think you can manage it?"’

‘1 shall be only too pleaded,” replied Gray eagerly.  As

_before, Kingston, I would leave any other
work, however important, to help you in your campaign
ag‘amst this infamous organisation.”

‘That’s very good of you, ‘Gray. We had better discuss
the matter, and make everything clear. Your part, Craw-
ford, will be quite as important, in its own -way, as our own,
so please pay strict attention.”

For the next half-hour they talked over the plans until
everything was quite clear; then Crawford, looking somewhat
excited and eager, took his departure. Shortly afterwards,
Kingston himself prepared to leave.

“I am going to the Cyril now,” he announced, ““to pay
one of my flying visits. They are used to me_there,” he
added laughingly, “so will think nothing of it. Meet me at
half-past ten at the spot we have agreed upon.”

“You can rely on me.”

“I shall. Good-bye!”

. A moment later Kingston was gone, and Carson Gray sat
in }us clqalr, marvelling at the extraordinary rapidity with
which Kingston conceived and matured his plans. He had
only been 1n London a few hours—had only just heard of
this latest venture of the Brotherhood’s—yet he was setting
to work that very night.

At half-past ten exactly, Carson Gray, again disguised, was

- standing }ust outside the Underground Charing Cross station.

He was looking up and down for Kingston, and suddenhy
stepped forward quickly as he saw a man with a red hand-
Carson Gray looked very
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gearchingly, but saw no resemblance in the man to Frank
Kingston. .

“By Jove!” he murmured. * He's either disguised him-
self remarkably well, or else I've got on the wrong track.”

Doubt was set at rest when the other man walked straight
up to Gray and shook hands.

“I'm glad you’re here to time,” said Kingston quietly.
“That disguise will do very well for the purpose; and mine,
being one of the professor’s disguises, can be removed in
less than a minute. Come along; there’s sure to be a train
to Putney in a few minutes.”

They passed inside the station, and a few moments later
weore seated in one of the District Railway Company’s electric
trains.

When they arrived at Putney they alighted, and commenced
the walk to Putney Heath. There was none too much time
to spare, which was exactly what Kingston desired. He
simply hated waiting about with an unlimited amount of
time on his hands. He liked any matter he was engaged
upon to proceed with brisk precision.

“Crawford is to meet us a quarter of a mile from the
house, as you know,” exclaimed Kingston, as they walked.

"“He's got his instructions, so I can’t see where anything

can go wrong. It is a fortunate thing for us that the house
is so lonely and so surrounded by trees. .

“Yes, it is rather,” agreed Carson Gray. ¢ The only
thing I am anxious about is that more than two men might
be in the house. If that is the case, things might be ex-
tromely awkward for us.”'® .

“Not at all, my dear Gray. If we found ourselves dis-
covered, we could very easily make our escape, although, of
course, we should have to relinquish our task, Being dis- .
guised, recognition would be impossible. But I never con-
sider those kind of things myself. We know there are two
men there, and have planned accordingly. It is extremely
unlikely any other common-members will be present.”

They had reached the top of the hill, and were now on
the Heath itself. The house they were making for lal{l a
half-mile further on, and stood quite alone. When they had
proceeded along a straight road for half this distance—King-
ston, holding. the red handkerchief in his hand meanwhile—
ahman suddenly stepped out from a side turning and faced
them. d

It was Crawford. The road being illuminated by gaslight,
he had, of course, immediately seen the signal cf identifica-
tion.

“You're a bit late, sir,” he said in a whisper. ‘ We shall
have to be quick, or they’ll wonder why 1 haven’t turned
up. It’s past eleven already.”

“That will be all right, Crawford,” replied Kingston
calmly. “The later the better. Now, you walk on about
a hundred yards, and we will follow, just keeping you in
sight. When you enter the house, we shall make a tour
round to the rear, and gain admittance by the back garden.
And, whatever you do, see that the men's attention is
thoroughly engaged. You have got the bottle of whisky?”

Crawford grinned.

“Yes, sir,” he replied.

““ There is one thin% I want to quite understand. Will you
get into any trouble for taking the whisky?”

“No, sir. It’s nothing whatever to do with the Council
what we district superintendents do in that way. Of course,
if T went there an’ made the men absolutely drunk, an’ one
of the councillors turned up, I should catch it hot then. But
you needn’t worry, sir. It’ll be all right.”

“Good! Then off you go. I trust you implicitly.”

“Thank you, sir!”

The tone of Crawford’s voice clearly showed how extremely
pleased he was to do this work. He had tried his hardest to
obtain the post of district superintendent, and now that he
had obtained it, he was highly clated, for he knew what a
boon this would be to his master. Crawford was true blue
throughout, and loathed the Brotherhood wholeheartedly.
Fraser had turned him round like this, and Crawford had
been grateful ever since. He realised very fully how true
was the old saying, * Honesty is the best pohqr.”

He strode away rapidly, and Kingston smiled at Carson
Gray as he did so. )

“We've got a true man there, Gray,” he exclaimed.
« (Crawford will never, as long as he lives, become again
what he used to be. That man would make & first-class
detective, if he were only trained in the right way.”

1 believe you're right there, Kingston. d say, there do
not seem to be many people about, do there? The chance
of our being seen and watched is verﬁ remote.”

Gray glanced round the Heath as he spoke, and the only
thing to be seen beyond the bushes and gaslights were the
illuminated windows of the surrounding houses, and the two
twinkling lights of a trap as it proceeded on its way.

They saw Crawford walk straight up to the gates of a
large, dilapidated-looking house. A bright light shone in the
haﬁ, while the windows of an upstair room were illuminated,
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83 well as one of the lower ones, This was done merely as
a precaution, for if men were seen leaving and entering a
dark, deserted house, the police might become suspictous.
There was nobody whatever in the illuminated rooms, but
it served its purposc admirably.

“A good idea that,”” murmured Gray, nodding towards
the windows. “ Which way do we go now?” .

“Follow me, and I think I can lead the way,” replied
Kingston. “I’ve never been here before, but from what
Crawford told me this should lead to the back entrance.”

As he spoke he bent down suddenly and crawled through
a hole in one of the hedges,. Gray following immediately
afterwards. They found themselves still on the bare heath,
but parallel with them was another hedge—the hedge which
divided off the garden of the house. Kingston proceeded
right to the very end, then he stopped and looked at Gray.

“This is the place,” he whispered. *It’s a bit of a tight
squeeze, but we can manage it.”

Again he bent down, and forced himself through a very
small gap. As he had said, it was a tight fit, but two minutes
later both of them were standing inside the grounds of the
Brotherhood’s house—the house which contained the price-
less. treasure, the British Regalia,

——

The Substitution.

«“We'd better move as cautiously as possible,” whispered
Kingston; * for although everything is in darkness and secms
desorted, there’s a chance something may have miscarried.
Follow me, and don’t speak unless it’s necessary.” .

“Right!” replied the detective.  * This business is in
your hands, and T'll do just what you tell me.”

They crept forward down a weed-grown pathway, bordered
on either side by large neglected shrubs and trees, which
now rustled softly in the breeze of the early summer night.
There was no moon, so the garden was in total darkness.
Novertheless, although Kingston had never been there before,
ho led the way without a faltering step.

Carson Gray, trained as he was in the art of shadowing,
could not help admiring Kingston for the silent manner i
which he made his way through the trees and over the dead
loaves and dry twigs. Gray himself caused several of the
latter to crack as he walked along, but Kingston seemed to
proceed as though he were walking on a roft lawn.

The garden was a fairly long one, and was divided from a
small asphalt-paved yard by creeper-covered trellis-work. A
door in this stood open, and the two men passed through,
keeping their eyes on the windows meanwhile. In one a
bright light showed, but as the blind was down it was im-
possible to see who occupied the room.

“We must go cautiously here,”” murmured Kingston, ¢ for
if they hear the least sound of us they’ll be suspicious in a
moment. Now, let me see, where did Crawford say the
coal-shoot was?”’ -

« Somewhere just past the trellis-work,” replied Gray, in
a whisper. “Didn’t he say it was just before a little window
set high up in the wall? That must be the one; there.”’

The detective pointed to a narrow slit of a window imme-
diately in front, and a moment later the two intruders were
lcoking down upon a round iron covering. It was the top
of -the coal-shoot. o

« Fortunately there is ample room for us to pass through,”
said Kingston. ‘It was_the only point that was worrying
me; but our task should prove to be very timple now. 1
will go down first and see where T get to.”’

He bent down and lifted the heavy covering off the open-
ing. Then he produced his electric-torch, and flashed it about
for a second. The light revealed a dark znd dirty cellar,
practically bare of coal, and the drop was comparatively
slight. So Kingston lowered himself feet forembst, and
dropped lightly on to the coaldust below.

“Tt’s all right > he called up softly. “ Mind you don’t
dirty yourself against the sides as you come down. There's
not much chance of our being heard.”

Carson Gray inserted his feet gingerly into the aperture,
and then let himself go. A moment later he was standing
beside Kingston, looking round the dingy walls of the coal-
cellar. At one time a door had hung at the further end, but
now nothing was left but a couple of rusty hinges and a few
rotten splinters of wood.

“That’s our way,” whispered Kingston. The cellars under
this house are very spacious, I understand, and Crawford
himself has only a rough idea of their extent. It is up to
us now to find out which one is occupied by the unfortunate
Lieutenant of the Tower.” « )

Once through the opening, they found themselves in a
narrow passage-way, on both sides of which were occasional
doorways, which presumably led into other- cellars. But
cverywhere there' was nothing but dust and grime. Imme-
diately opposite the cocal-cellar door a flight of- steps led

NEXT

b

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

- "“GORONATION DAY AT 8T. JIMS." -

Ont Penny, -

upwards, undoubtedly to- the kitchen or scullery. At the
foot.of these Kingston flashed his light to the ground. pod

“The footprints all lead ju this direction,” he whispered,
turning to the left. In this dust it will be child’s play to -
find the cellar where Sir Henry is imprisoned.” ¢ e Fa

They walked on for a few yards, Kingston leading the way,
holding the electric torch close to the ground. As they halted -
before a particularly strong-looking door he held up his hand -
and listened. Above them, in the room immediately over-
head, the sound of voices could be heard. -

“ Crawford will keep them engaged right enough,’” whis<
rﬁer]eld ’I’{ingston, with a smile. © That bottle of whisky—

allo! - :

He stood motionless in the act of drawing a bolt. Above
him the sound of a couple of ‘chairs being pushed back.was
plainly audible, followed by the opening of a door. Carson .
Gray looked at Kingston questioningly.

“'Hardly sounds healthy, does it?’ he murmured. “If
they come down here now we're done for, and no mistake!”
Kingston did not answer, hut still stood listening intently..

“They are coming down here!” he declared suddenly.

“ Great Scott !’

*“ There’s only one thing to be done,” went on the Avenger
quickly. “ Foliow me into this other cellar. It’s absolutely"
out of the question to suppose they had heard anything.of us,
for we've been as silent as mice the whole time. Something!
else has cropped up unexpectedly.” &

“ Crawford would have stopped them surely—=" . i

““ Not necessarily. To have shown any special desire for, .
the men not to go down the cellar would have been suspicious,:
and—— Butr they’re coming down the steps!” . :

The two intruders stood perfectly still, Gray hardly daring
to breathe, and feeling his heart hammering away at express
speed. Kingston, on the other hand, was as-cool and un-
emotional as he had ever been in his life. b

“T tell you it’s down ’eve!” exclaimed a rough voice from
the stairs. ““I can git it in ’arf a minute. All this ’ere fuss -
over nothink !’ -

“Do as you like!” came Crawford’s tones unconcernedly.: .

“TIt’s all a waste of time, though. Itold you I couldn’t <’
stop only a few minutes, an’ if we're to have a hand at
Nap—" i ‘ {

_““ Oh, shut up, Crawford!” protested the other, now oppo-
site the prisoner’s cellar. ‘‘ I’'m lost withoit me blessed pipe,
an’ I remember layin’ it down when I took the old cove his
tea. Sha’n’t be a minit!” o
The two listeners heard a quick drawing of bolts, then the
noise of a striking match. The next minute the door was |
banged to again, and.the bolts reshot, and the man made his
way up the steps to the floor above once more. e

Carson Gray heard a chuckle in the darkness. LT

“ By Jove, Gray, a false alarm. While you and I thought--
we were discovered, it seems that the fellow only descen
to gain possession of his pipe. Upon my word, some people
become perfect slaves to tobacco. Personally, I cannot un-
derstand it !”’ - .

‘Being a non-smoker, you wouldn’t. But I tell you,.
Kingston,-T was just a little nervous for a minute. I suppose
it will be quite safe now?” YU

““ Not a doubt about it.  Crawford is now, presumably, = -
commeneing a game of cards, and we can rely on him to keep
his companions fully occupied for at least half an hour. Come
along, we will set to work immediately I”

As he spoke—or, rather, whispered—he moved forward out
of the deserted cellar, and flashed his light upon the bolts of
Sir Henry’s prison. In a very short time these latter were -
drawn without a sound being made, and the door swung open.
Frank Kingston entered, Gray following in his immediate
rear. -

“ What have you come for now?” exclaimed a voice, which
Gray recognised as Sir Henry Kenning’s. * Surely you can .
leave me alone at this time of night o s .

*“ Hush, Sir Henry !” whispered Kingston warningly. ¢
have nothing to do with this gang of iooundrels, s§ %lease“d’g
not raise your voice above a whisper, or otherwise we shall be
discovered——"

The light fell full on the Lieutenant of the Tower. v
lying full length on a cheap iron bedstead, andewasl?g:z?xfg
with wondering eyes into the bright light of the electric lamp,
His grizzled hair and beard were looking rather untidy, and
his ex?rfessmn V{I{IS fconsid(gably haggard. But there was 1o
sign of fear on his face. On the contrar -
pectation had taken possession of him. ¥ & look of eager .

* What do you mean?”’ he whispered.
A’:f\ you here to help me to escape?”

oo Bxactly, Sic Henry,” murmured Kingston calmly.

Your captors are at the present moment on the floor above
Xiﬁzi rllrgug(})l fengi}ged }51} €laymg a game of cards. There is-

! g ear from that quarte [ : :
say, every minute is of vah?e.” ™ ah presth; bt mesdlons ta . "
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- ¢ But how can we go out without disturbing them?” asked
i the Lieutenant of the Tower in a tremulous voice. ‘‘In a
\ silent house like this three men could not possibly -walk past
' the room-and escape without attracting attention.”

: “ Please leave that to me——"

“But who are vou?”’ persisted Sir Henry eagerly. And
why have you come here to help me? I have never seen you
before that I know of.” .

“Tt is quite impossible for us to reveal our identity,” put
in Carson Gray, ‘‘ but we are friends, Sir Henry, and you
have nothing to fear. My companion and myself are both
detectives, and my friend has set himself the task of regain-
ing the Crown Jewels.”

“ Good heavens, yes! In the excitement of my own impris-
onment, 1 had almost forgotten that dreadful calamity. Then
it is true—they have realfy been stolen? One of the men told
me of it, and at first I refused to believe him. Then, when I
thought of my own abduction, I realised that there must be
some truth in what he said. What a terrible catastrophe!”

“Kingston set the light down on a stbol so that its beams fell
in the direction of the bed.

“Yos,” he exclaimed, * it is something in the nature of a
catastrophe, but no blame is attached to yourself, Sir Henry.
You have been the victim of circumstances, and when the
whole story is made known, the vindication of your character
will be complete.”

“ The vindication of my character?” repeated the lieutenant.
T am afraid I do not follow your meaning.”

T will explain,” returned Kingston swiftly. * Rémember,
we have no time, so a few words must suffice: As you are
aware, you were kidnapped in a motor-car and drugged while
being driven along. The letter supposed to have come from
your son was, of course, a base forgery. When you arrived
here, another man was made up exactly like you and returned
to the Tower in your place.” s

“ Good gracious!”

“ The following morning the plan that had been arranged
was carried out. Your double unlocked the jewel-case in the
Wakefield Tower, and together with his confederates, suc-
ceeded in making off with the greater part of the Regalia.
It is quite impossible to state details, -but those you will learn
later. It is sufficient for you to know that the miscreants
escaped with their booty.”

! Sir Henry Kenning passed a hand over his brow.
““What an awful occurrence,” he murmured distractedly.
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quite impossible for me to regain the jewels here, so I am
acting in the manner I have just outlired.

You will see that if I gave you your liberty, and you
stated publicly what had really occurred, all my plans would
come to nought, for I should then be known—by my captors—
to be an irgpostor. Hope of then regaining the Regalia would
be infinitesimal. So I want you to promise me, here and now,
that if I set you free you will take up your residence in some
quiet boarding-house under a false name, and await further
instructions from me?”’

“Of course—of course !” murmured the Lieutenant hoarsely.
“ 71 should be a fool if I did not agree to your proposition.
But I should be recognised immediately by the police, and
arrested—-"’ .

“No, no, Sir Henry! T shall obviate the chance of such
an occurrence by disguising you before you leave this house—
now !’

“Then set to work as soon as you please. My mind is in
a whirl, and I find it impossible to think clearly. But since
my position at the present moment is indeed desperate, I
cannot see how it can be made worse, and if I am to take
your word—which I must decidedly do—you are doing me a
magnificent service. But you are not so tall as I. Do you
think you would pass?”

“ There is very little danger in that, Sir Henry. At the
very most you are only a bare inch' taller than I, and these
men, who have only been acquainted with you a few hours,
will certainly notice no difforence. In every matter of this
sort a certain amount of risk must be taken, and I am quit2
prepared to chance my luck. But to get to business.”

Carson Gray looked on wonderingly as Kingston produced
from an inner pocket a little case of phials which Professor
Polgrave had presented to him. The Lieutenant’s amazement,
already great, was intensified exceedingly as he saw Kingstos,
by a few deft movements, entirely change the expression of
his alrcady-disguised countenance. The whole time he was
working he was explaining in fuller language what he in-
tended doing. Finally, he slipped on a false wig and beaid,
fastened them securely, and stepped back.

“ Now,” he said calmly to Carson Gray, ¢ kindly point out
any little fault, and I will do my best to set it right.”

Carson CGray’s eyes expressed his wonderment.

““There is no fault,” he said. ** By the aid of your miracu-
lous injections you have made yourself an exact counterpart
of Sir Henry Kenning. I will warrant his own son would

Coronation is to take place
" within—""

. “Pray don’t worry yourself,
Sir Henry; the Crown jewels
will be returned in time for
the Coronation. Now you,
togethér with the Regalia,
were to have been transferred
from here to a quiet part of
the country, but it is my in-
tention to set you free and im-
personate you myself.”

“How?”  whispered Sir
-Henry. ‘“How can you pos-
sibly do such a thing?”

#You will see in a few
moments. But there is one
thing you must solemnly agree
to do. If I am to save the
}gwels and &scape with my
\.fe,"your promise is essen-

““And just now; when the
oW DO
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“Good !” exclaimed Frank
Kingston, slipping out of his
coat. “Now, Sir Henry,
please show me where your
own clothes are, and slip into
these as rapidly as possible.
You,” he added, turning to
Gray, ‘‘take charge of the

have some little difficulty in
YOU DO?

detecting the real from the

counterfeit !”
Bl

philas and syringe—I shall
want them again in a
§ moment.”

The Lieutenant of the Tower
4 slipped from the bed and pro-
} ceeded, to don tha clothes
which Kingston took off—a new
suit worn specially for the
night's work. ‘In a very short
time the positions were re-

DAY

tial.
“ Anything you name I will
agree to,”” returned Sir Henry

AT ST. JIM'S.

versed, and Sir Henry was
ready to depart.

“Shall we go immedi-

enning anxiously.

““Well, although the news
will be unpleasant to you, the
Press and public alike are of
opinion that you yourself have
stolen the Regalia !’

Tom Merry and Co,

Next week's ‘‘GEM” Library wiil
be a SPECIAL CORONATION ISSUE,
containing a Grand, Long, Complete story of G
entitled
Day at St. Jim's,” by Martin Clifford.

afely 27 he whispered.

¢ Not as you are, Sir Henry.
Remember, I have to disguise
you yet.”

“Ah, yes! I had forgotten
that in the excitement.”

Kingston filled the little

f'Coronation
THIS

IS SOMETHING SPECIAL, 8o don't miss it on
any account. The way Tom Merry’s bril-
liant idea nonplusses the Gram-
marians is particularly amusing. So
order next week’s number, contain-
ing CORONATION DAY AT ST.JIM'S, now!

“Great heavens!”

“1 admit it is rather start-
ling, but even you yourself,
Sir Henry, must realise that
“this could be the only result. J§
You were kidnapped, and the §
scoundrel who took your place
quite openly effected the rob
bery. Therefore, it is only
natural that the public should
draw such an unfortunate con-
‘elusion. It is only a matter of

syringe with the liquid from
one of the tiny bottles, and
then held the instrument to
the cld gentleman’s face.
Within two minutes all resem-
blance to Sir Henry Kenning had
disappeared, and although the
baronet still looked aged, no-
body could liken him to the mise-
ing Lieutenant of the Tower.

(Another splendid, long, instalment

! of this thrilling tale of adventure next
time, however, before your aweek, Ovder your copy of the “ GEM"
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for having save the life

] have this day re
King-—-your great and noble King George the
Fifth,” said the Prince, in his quaint English. " He
have ask mo t6 bring my young friend Marry Wharton to London, so that he may thank him in person
his guest!” * Mip, hip, hurrah!”’ yelled the juniors.
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