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CHAPTER 1. guv’'nor about it, and he told mie not to
~? ; . . .
IN WHICH SOME OLD FRIENDS ARRIVE AT worry him with trifles Somehow ot
other, he doesn’'t scem to 1ealise the 1m-

GRAY'S INN ROAD, AND TROCEED TO MAKE

THINGS HUM—LORD DORRIMORE RELATES

DECIDES THAT A SOJOURN IN EGYPT WILL

DO US GOOD,

F IRST of all, I've got something to
do with the yarn I'm now going
to write.

That’s a queer way to begin, but you'll

Just lately I’ve been Lusv—in my spare
time, of course—writing all about the ad-
ventures of Nelson Lee and my humble
body knows, we went to ‘St. Frank's
escape the attentions of the Ifu (“hanw
Tong, a bloodthirsty Chinese secret

I've got a whole heap more to write
about St. Frank's, but it’s struck me that
it is posalble to hme too much of a good
course ; I let other people do that!

Now, my idea 1s to sandwich in a féw
other advemturo-,, now and again. This
I haven’t finished with St. Frank’s by
jolly long «<halksy, I'm now going to
describe our thrilling adventures in the

If vou don’t like it, send me a wire.
¢ Nipper. London,’ w:ll reach me—per-
haps. But, in my opinion, this systen

A STRANGE STORY, AND THE GUV NOR
¢ay which hasn’t got anything to

understand 1n a minute.

self at St. Frank’s College. As e»er\-

society.

thing. I'm not praising my own stuff,«of

will relieve the monotony. So. although

affair of the City of Burnished Bronze.

will be the best all round. I aaked the

portance of my Note-Book at all.

Well, having filled up a sheet of manu-
script paper on wothing, so to speak, 1'll
get busy.

Nelson Lee and I were in the labora-
tory onc wuarm afternoon. He waa busy
making a very mtricate experiument, and

I was busyv—watching hun do 1. We
weren’t expecting  visitors, and didn’t
walut Any.

But visitors arrived, all the same. And
then we found out we did want "em! I'll

just explain all about it.  The wwv'nor
was testing the strength of somwe horrible
solution he'd just made, and this was a
ticklish job. He wanted to be quiet.
Then I heard somebody thumping up the
stairs like an elephant. It was a most
decided foot=tep.

** Somebody coming, sir.”" I remarked.

“Then go mto the conaultmn -roum and
see who lt 15, snapped \clson Lee.
““ Tell him that I'm too busy to sec any-
body—even a (abinet Minister. In fact,
I'd 1ut.hel see the vrceer than a Cabinet
Minister. I distinctly told Mis. Jones to
admit nobody.”

I grinned, and passed into the con-

sulting-room.  As [ did 20 the door
opened, and somebody entered. The
visitor was a tall, sunburnt man, with
twinkling cves and curly hair. le
grinned chee rfully.

‘“ Hallo, Nlppet." he said. ‘ How

goes 161"
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1 «atud a0 how, and g

" Dorew”' 1 roared deliqhtedly.

“The one and only,” he
‘* Where's the sleuthbhound?”’

| rushed forward, aod grabbed bold of
ha bhand. Ho was smiling genially as [
Ji-f my bess to wrench hie arm off.

“ | thought you wero out in the wilds
of Fast AMewa ! [ oxclaimed. .

"I bad to comm o London on busi
ness,”” mid the Right Howourable Lord
esrnimore. “ Frightful bore, Nipper,
but these things must be done. Let me
tepeat my former question—where's the
s!cuthhound *° :

* You wmean the guv'nor*’ 1 grinned.
“He's 1n the lab., rmaking an oxperi-
meng ——"'

But just then Neleon Lee uppoand.

“Thia 13 & aurprise, Dorrie.” he said
rordmlly. 1 heard your voiw--—ht!
roeakl 1 jumtake 8?7 And what mirac
has hapypened to bring you to Londen, of

all es” | always undorstood that you
detested London.”

“Se 1 do -it's the rottenest hole on
raith,” sanl Dorria candidly. ‘' I'm here
for two 1casnne, professor. Business- -
and 10 we you. "m going to cart vou
ol into tho Libyan Desert beforo a week's
nut

agrecd.

Netwn Lee chuckleod.
“Nawe ok Dorrie?”" he grinned.
“Wherever T moer you, von always

wantt to sparit ine awav into the wiklls.
It ean’t bo done, old fellon. And, let
ow tell you, the labyan Desert doesu’t
okl very enticvag.”’

“tih, well, vou wait until
heand the vamn.” said Dorrie. “U'm
som' to commngsion you, lece. It'n &
proge r detoctivy cuse—pod just a wportin’

you've

teip 1t'e nevensary to offer you some
«out of inducement. You an’ your Jdetec-
tive cascs make me tired.  Trackin’

crhmntals, and bob-nabin’ with policomnen,
an i ateewdin® tirals at the Old Bailey- - —
Yo gquds, what an eustence !”’

Lord Dorrvmeorn «at down on the Jedk,
tcgscdless of the fact that be was squat-
ting on the gnv'pnor’s fountaiu pen—
whi h certainly  wouldn’t be improved.
But Dorrie was about the clumsicst chap
Lresthing. Houews weren't made to hold

im. Ho loved the wilds, and the free-

m ol cutdoor life.

He was a great pal of Nelson Leo’s. It
wastt't «© wmany months since we had
been out in East Africa with bhim. He'd
canricd us off ineo Kutansland at :that

NELSON LEE
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tume, aiter a pile of ivory. 1've deseribed
that adventure in my {Vote-Book sories
already. The affair was quite fresh in
my memory, and I wondered how old
Umlosi was fmtinc on. Umlosi was a
Kutana chief, and a terrifically impor-
taut person in his own estimation. And
he undoubtedly was a splendid, chap.
“"You think my detective stories aro
boring, Dorrie,”” laughed Nelson Lee.
“ Well, T don’t think 1 should like to
spend my life i roaming the wild spots
of the earth. We're builk differently, ycu
seo—— Good gracious, what's that?”
An appalling commeotion was going on

vutarde, on the landing.
*“ Oh, that must ‘{ao old Umlosi!?
roared.

grinned Dorrimore.

“Umlosi)” 1
brought him with you?”’

* Sounde like it, doesn’'t it?"' chuckled
our visitor. ‘* He wanted to sce the great
kraal of the white lords, and so I brought
himy along. Gad! It's a wonder my
hair isn't grey! Umlosi’'s a good chap,
but he's difficult to manage.”

Dorrie zave a heave and jumped off
the desk. There was a crack as« the
guv'nor’s fountain-pen smashed—-I'd been

expecting 1t—and a blob of ink was dis-
tinetly visible an the vear portion of his

‘““ Have you

lordship’s breeches.  But a trifle ike that
hdn’s worry him.  And, incidentally,
he'd pitched the telephone instiument

over.

“Umlosi’s a «lumey bounder,” ex-
cluimmed Dorrie, without <eeming to
realise in the least that he was ten times
clumsier than Umlosi could ever be. 1
left him to bring up the baggage, and I
oxpoct he's havin’ an argumnt with it on
the landin’. I tokd hiin not to bring up
the lot all at once.”

He openod the door—only just in time,
as 8 happened. For a huge figure
floundered in, and proceeded to shed
trunks and bags all over the floor. [
gucssed—rightly—that a few had fallen
on the landing, so what the full load

must have barn I couldn’t quite amagine,

And out of the dJdebris, o to speak.
strade Uinlosi. He scemed quite proud
of his schievement, and lt:puemly con-
sidered it was the right thing to chuck
Darrio’s luggage all over the show.

“Wau, N'Kose, whefe hast thou
brought me. my father?’ exclaimed
Umiloai gravely. It is even as the
cavee— But it s Umtegati 1 seo
befure mme--he of the waye of a witch-



THE CITY OI' BURNISHED PRONZE

doctor! And Mauzie, of the shining cye'
] greet thee, my masters!”

** How art thou, old friend?”
Nelson Lee cordially.

'* Just as black as ever!” I grinned. Jgood old stick, though
““ Only we can't see so much of you, | worshipped

U mlosi.
off to the best advantage.”

‘It is even as thou sayest, Manzie!”
exclaimed Umlosi sadly, in his great
deep voice.  ‘““ Wau! These coverings
for my body are like unto bandages
round a wound! They cause an irrrta-
tion which cannot be dclayed. I would
cast them off with scorn, but my father
forbids 1t.”

“ Do you want to get locked up, yonu
old 1hoi?’ grinned Dorrie. ' You'd
Jook fine going about London with only
a ‘' moocha’ ronad your tummy, wouldn’t
vou? Well, we're here, and that’s some-
thing to be thankful for. We've de-
sconnded on you like an avalanche, Lee.
If tou haven’t got any spare rooms
us, we'll'dig in the passage. Umlosi can
slocp in the coal-cellar, anyhow!”’

Things were soon straightened out.
Umlosi insisted upon grecting the
and I about ten times. gle'd een a
king in his own country—Kutanaland—
when we'd seen him last; but the roam-
ing fecling had come on, and he had left
his kraal for the Congo region—and had
fallen in with Dorrie.

Umlosi was dark, and he stood fully
six feet cight in his shoes. He was a
tremendous man, with the strength of
¥lercules. His face was broad and good-
humoured. and his teeth persisted
showing themselves whenever he spoke.

He was dressed in a light flannel suit,
which was painfully toe small for him.
Perhaps this was why
clothing to bandages round a wound. He
wore a soft collar, and a Panama hat.
Alt.logethor. he presented a weird spec-
tacle.

Hotel proprietors wouldn’t look at
him; Dorrie had tried to get rooms at
several West End hotels, but Uinlosi had
frightecned the manageis.
surprised at that. _
rather indignant, for he couldn’'t realise
what a quaint figure he cut.

So Lord Dorrimore had,
reaort, come to Gray’s Inn Road—he
knew that he'd be welcome. He wanted

to stay in London about n week, and the | he replied.
gusv'nor said that he and Umlosi were at]going to

Lberty to stop a month, if they chose.

sawd ] a

Your manly figure isn’t shown{‘ He-of-the-Shimmering-Eye.”

for|.

he likened his]g&eration.

. I wasn’t a bit
The black giant was

-
i

Zulus call a
And he had
uge amount of dignity—as befitted
the chief of the Kutana tribe. He was a
and bhe simply
Dorrie—whom he called
This was
because Dorrio sometimes affected an
eyecglass.

Mrs. Jones, our housekeeper, was
highly excited at first, but the guv’'nor
soon calmed her down, and made her

promise to prepare two extra bedrooms
for our unexpected guests.

Then, after things were fairly straight,
we all sat down in the consulting-room.
A meal was being prepared by Mrs.
Jones, mcanwhile. Umlosi was very
curious, and he took a grecat interest in
everything.

“This is a strange and wonderful
kraal, O Umtagati,”” he said, as he gazed
out of the window at a passing motor-
bus. * Thou hast perils greater even
than the lion and the clephant. For are
not these travelling houses a danger to
all? Wau! Thou hast the railway in the

Umlosi was what the
ringed man—a ‘‘ Keshla.”

’. -
Uv nor | 4treets!”’

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“You'll get used to London before
long, Umlosi,” he said. “ The tragel-
ling houses are merely tramcars, and
they. are not at all dangerous—if yvou
steer clear of them.”

‘““He had an argument with a taxi at
Charing Cross,”’ grinned Dorrie. * They
met just out in the road, an’ the taxi hit

inlold Umlosi in the tummy. I thought he

was done for—but the taxi stopped dead,
and then started goin’ backwards!"

This, of course, was a bit of an cxag-
But Umlosi was possessed of
terrific strength. He calle'l the guv'nor
Umtagati, because that meant wizard.
He reckoned that Nclson ILee was a
wizard.

‘“ Are vou busy at present, old man?®”
asked Dorrie abruptly. .

“Not particularly,” smiled Lee.
(4 Why?u

“T want you to come out®* to Eugypt
with me.”

“ You waorea't serious when vou men-

as a last]tioned the Libyan Desert, were you?”’

His lordship nodded.

‘* Serious? Of course T was serious,”’
‘“ Look here, Lee, I'm not
persuade you. TI'll spin the
yarn—and I'll abide by your decision.
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yoi an idea that you'R tahe the case

foc  very,

I've
on."’

" Jt'a not anothey
theat” T asked.

“Ivory—m  the Libyan Deswryi’
grion~d Doyrie. . ' Nipper, my lad. 1
want svour nlhti.ll.l‘-«'l”'tlot to help me
to find an okl pal of .mine —omd, inei
dentally, T want to veach-the City of Bur.
uwished Bronze,” -

“‘The whivh?”’ 1 eJaculated, <taring.

“The C'ity of Burnished Broure,”” <anl
lord Dorrimore. P not dreaniin’~
1'wi not recitin’ samething oat of the
“Arabian Nighte.' It'a a veabty. Well,
lee, what's tho verdiet®”

Nelwon Lee siniled,

“T understood T was gotng to heav
the varn?"' he auggestoed.

“1 thought the Jure of the Bionze City
would fetch vou,” sighed Dorrie.  ** Well,
bere goen.  Ginnne one of those cigars to
be chewing. though. Thanks.”

Hiwn lordship made himself qute comn.
fortable, and we waited. Tho guvinor, ¥
know, was mildly interested, but I was
very keen. Umlosi remamed at the win-
dow. He wus more intevested i ihe
strect than in Dorre’s varn,

*“‘The whole thmyg really <tarted abouw:
o year ago,”’ commenced ord Docvimor:.
“R happouedd to be up m Khartum.
Well, while 1 was theve, T ran acrow an
old chum of mine, Lawrrnce Mangring.
You never et him. did you, Lee:™

“ No; but I've heard you peak of
him." |

“* Dacent chap- -one of the best” ~ujd
Dorrie. “1 alwave called him Pinkie,
borause he war fair shinned.  Beaides,
lawrence is a rotten namne. Well, Pinkje,
¢ seomced, was tryin’ to get a chap to go
with him on an expedition indo the dezert,
west of the Saawa oaeis. The object of
this expedition was to rearch for a (ead
city, lost m the desert, known as the City
of Buinished Broure.

“1'd heard a lnt abot i, und T'm
pretty sure the place really cxists. Just
at that time 1 was keen on gettin' down
to British Enst Africa, aud so I tokd Man-
neeing [ couldn’t go with him, when lie
askod me. He was a it disappointed,
but wo parted cheerfully enough. -

* Months later, I hoard that Finkie
had started for his Bronce City, vwhich is
somiewhero on the borders of Senoussi-
land, in tho Libyas Degert, accompanicd
by Professor Reginald Lyle, well-
known Egvptologwt. Well, dater on still,

Lunt

| you.

2. .

] obtained fresh news—ncwa that sfz
me, too. You sce, Lee, I'm not y-oin
into details now. I don’t want to boro
Heaven forbid! 1'm apxious for
you to ke interested.”’ |

The guv'nor smiled.

“T'm quite interested,” he
‘“ Don't worry yourself, Dorrio.
was this startling news?”

“1 heard shat poor Mannering was
dead,” replied our visitor, gravely.
** That expedition bad been a completo
failure. Dmaster had overtaken the cara-
van—they had got out of their cowse,
esperienced sandstorms, and I don't krow
what else. Anyhow, Pinkie dicd in tho
desert, and Lyle only just managed to get
to civilisation. He and four Bedoumne,
and a few camels, wero all that remained
of the caravan. It was a shockin’ tale.
Quite common out there, though. Scores
of expeditions started into the decert,
and they're never hcard of agaim. But
Lyle managed fo get back, and I keard
that he was« 1n Cairo, fittin® up a new
cxpedition.”

** Hadn't ho had cmoungh of 1" I
asked.

“Rvidently not. He want :d 1o suce
cced whero Mauncring lhad failed—that
. he wds anxions to find the Bironie
(ity, and reap the glory,” said Dorri-
more, pofing at hie cigar. ‘‘ Pinkir, of
course, had given him all the known in-
formation wt the mysterious place.
As Pinkie told me himself, he'd spent a
whole year rakin’ up information. Lyle
got the benefit of that, and so he was
startin’ out again—with a bigger caravan
this time,

** T was dotng nothing particular, sc I
ran vwp to Caire, and had a chat v:ith
l.yle; I was anxious to hear how my

said,
What

puor old friend died. T day “old,” but
Pinkie was younger than miyself. Well,

aa sool as ever I caw Lyvle 1 had a gteer
feelin’ duwn my back that he wasn't a
struight chap. 1'm a good judge of
character, 1 believe. or example, I
kgsow that I’m speskin’ to two of the
best fellows in the werld.”

Nelson Leo grinned.

' Nono of your flattery,” he zaid. * Co
ahead with the story.”

“ My good old professor,
Battery’ mn." :aid Dormmere, who
always called the guv’'mor ‘‘ professor ™
for some unknown reason. ‘“‘ To be
brief, I didn’t like Lyle, and his sttitade
wasn't cxactly fnﬂui ly. Ho as good ae

I'm 8ot

-4
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told me to 2o away and mind my own
business.  Anvhow, he didn't tell me
mucl: about poor Pinkie’'s death, and
when T pressed him he turned naaty.

. “This didn’t please me, because 1 was
genuinely cut up cbout Mannering's
death. And when, a week later, I heard
e queer yarn from an old Senoussi sherk
I was chatty with, I became really eus-
picious. This old sheik fellow was an
honest, truthful Johnnie, and quite abhcve
spinnin’ a yarn.

‘““He told me that he had been in one
of the nearer oases recently, and, wlhile
there, he'd heard a strange story from
the lips of the very men who went
through the experience—a party of
nomad Bedouins. These Arabs, while
crossing the desert south-wast of Saawa,
saw an exceptionally fine mirage. As
clearly as though it had been real, they
saw a small, unknown oasis. and on it
was a European—quitealone. Not another

soul was on tho oasis except this white
n:an.

““ The Bedouins tried to find this o:sis.
but all their efforts were fruitless. The
mirago faded away, but it's certain that
theve was an oasis, and that a white man
aclually stood upon it. Mirages are only
reflection of real things. after all. When
I heard tho story I got thinking.

“I remembered Professor I.vle’s
strange attitude, and I put two and two
together. I became infernally suspicious
—especially as I found out that Lyle
was a bit of a rotter in many ways. His
name isn't very clean in Cairo or Alex-
andria—or anywhere along the Nile, in
poin: of fact.”

Dorrie paused to knock the ash from
his cigar.

“ And what wer> your suspicions?” I
azked interestedly. |

‘“ Spoken baldly, they were these: |
believe that Mannering is still alive, and
the whole yarn about the disaster to the
caravan was a faked-up affair,’” said
Lord Dorrimore grimly. I believe that
Pinkic met with black treachery from
Professor Lyle.” .

“ But why?” asked Nelson Lee. ¢ What
was Lyle’s object?”

* They may have quarrellcd—anything
vou like,”” replied Dorrie. *‘ Anyhow,
1've got that conviction, and nothing
will shake it. It's a caae of jealousy and
avaric'o. Lylo wants to reap all .the
alorz.” ) .

T e Avarce®’ eaid Lee questioningly.

“ Well, this Bronze (lity 18 supposed to
contain a fabulous treasure.” said our
visitor. ‘‘ I,yle wants to hook that. He
didn’t see why Mannering should have
a hand in tho pie. Having got Pinkic's
secret from him, he turned on himn—that’s
my idea,

“The scoundrel fought shy nf actusl
murder, and so he marooned rror old
Pinkie on this unknown oasis. I may
as well tell you that I hunted up =ome
of those Bedouins, and I've got a pretiy
shréwd idea as to where the oasis is to be
found. It’s right out of the track of
things, and isn't to be found on any
map.”’

“ But can’t Mr. Mannering escape ™ [
asked. .

Dorrie shook his head.

‘““ My dcar Nipper,”” he asaid., “r.ow
can he escape? He hasn't got any
camels, anrd it's suicide for a man to ven-
ture out upon the desert on foot. This
oasis is never visited by a soul—because
it 18 unknown. Mannering's a tvrisoner
there—free to do just as he likes, but
a prisoner just the same.- To wander
away from the oasis is to go to his death,
and he’s got too much sense to do that.
Pinkie's alive, and he’s praying every
day for deliverance. I want to go cut
and deliver him. Now do you under-
stand ?"’ . |

““ How 1s he keeping alive?” 1 asked,
while the guv’nor remained thouzhtful.

“ Well, there’s fresh water there—
that’s certain,’’ replied Dorrie. “ A snall
spring, I suppose. And dates and olives
probably grow in abundance. These
desert oases are often quite thick with
date-palms and pomegranates. and things.
Pinkie wouldn't die, although lus (iet
would be somewhat restricted.”

‘““ It’s all very well, Dorrie, but vou've
got no proof—no concrete evidence,” said
Nelson Lee.  “ You've built up this
theory of yours on the streng‘h of a
Bedouin tale of a murage. That's rather
flimsy, 1sn't 1t?"'

His lordship groaned.

““You're going to treat the whole thingz
like one of your police cases!” he said
plaintively. “ Who's talkin® about con
crete evid-nce? 1 say that tho feets,
takin' them all together, seem fishv. And
it's overwhclming odds that i1~y sus-
picions are well-founded."

““I must admit that I agree with you
there.”’

‘ Well, that's good enough!'™
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“ Hardly,” objected the grecat detec-
tive. *“ Do vyou think these vague sus-
picions of yours warrant a big expedi-
tion being sent out? The chances are
that there’s nothing in the tale, and,
cven if it 1s true you nnght never find
tho oasis.” '

Dorrie groaned again, only louder.

‘““ You’ro pullin’ the whole thing to
picces,”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ I tell you, Lee,
there's something inside me tells me that
Pinkio is alive. I can’t rest until I've
made a big eflort to save him. Anyhow,
T’ve just heard that Lyle's second expedi-
tion has becn delayed, and he lasn't
rtarted frem Cairo yet. I had to come to
T.ondon on business, and so I thought of
vou. I brought Umlosi along in c:der to
cave time. We can all go straight out to
(‘airo, and start from there, cuttin’
siralght across to the Saawa oaals.”

““You've got it all planned,” siniled
the suv’nor.

“ Of coursc I have. Will you ec:me®”’

“ My dear man, give me time to con-
sider !’

“T1 vote for gomg. guv'nor,”” T put .
““We can't let Mr. Mannering di2 in the

desert ! He's like Robinson Crusoe—only
ho's  surrounded by sand instcad of
water.””

**You've simply got to come, Lee,”
went on Dorrie. ¢ You don't *hink I'm
going out there withoul you. do you?
You're the very man for the job. If we
rescue Mannering we shall have to look
out for Lylo and collar him. " He’'ll Lavo
to pay for his scoundrelism. You're a
deteetive——-" |

“* Gh, that tongue of yours!” laughed
T.ce. “ You're trying to get round me,
Dorrie. But, really, I must consider.”

* Consider what—financaes?"” ssked his
Jordship quickly. “ You needu’t. I'm
footing the bill all along. As you krow,
I'm blessed with a big fortune, and I
don't care how much 1 spend on this
hi=iness. I'm not talking as a friend now
—Dbut as a client. This is a proper delec
tive case, Lee. T'm commissioning you
to go out to Egypt to find Mannering.
And I offer you a feec of five thousand
pounds, spot cash, down on the nail,
bhefore we start, to accept my cominission.
Whether wo succeed or fail makes no
difference. That's business, isn’t it ?”

Nelson Lee rose, paced up and Jdown
for a moment or two, and then faced
J.ord Dorrimore.
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“You've put it like that bécaqse you
o

were insulting.”’

think T shall consider 1t more favour-
ably,” he smiled. *“1It’s a handsome
offer, Dorric—a princely one. I don’t
often get five thousand pound fees, an
you may imagine. But I can’t accept,
old man.”

Dorrie looked alarmed.

““You mean you won’'t comeo?’ he
asked blankly.
“I didn't say that,”” laughed the

guv'nor. “ T mean I can’t accept ihis

fee. We're friends, Dorrie. 1 don't

want to make money out of you—"
“That’'s rot—"’ '

“No, i1t 1sn't. If T decide to ccnie
with you I shall do so becausc of our
friendship, and because I am really struck
by your story. To tell you the truth, 1
think with you. I believe that Manner-
ing i3 alive. But, before I finally decide,
I should like you to tell mme everything in
fuller detail”’. ,

‘“ That’s casy,”’ cried Dorrie.

‘“Of course it 1s. But I hcar the
cong,’”’ said Nelson Lee.. ¢ Mrs. Jenes
has prepared a mecal, Dorrie. We¢'ll ad-
journ this discussion until the evening.”

“Oh, I say! Let’s come to a deecision
right away!’ protested his lordship.
*“ Lock here, Lee, there’s a man in Cairo
waiting to get a cable from me. When
he gets it, he’s goin’ to make all prepara-
tions; and when we get out there we shali
Gnd everything ready. We’'ll be able to
start into the desert right away.”

Nelson T.ce stroked his chin.

‘“Well, I say this, Dorrie,”” he replied.
‘“If, upon closer cxamination of your
story, I find no fatal flaw, I'll start {or
Senoussiland just as soon as ever wou like,
Nipper will come with me.”

I.ord Dorrimore jumped to his feet.

“Then it’'s settled,”” he exclaimed.
“You're comin’ along, Lee. And 11l
make you accept that fee, see if I den't,
Umlosi, you lump of anthracite!”

Tho Kutana chief showed us hiy teetin
as he smiled.
~ ‘““Thou hast wonderful names for nwe,
N'Kose,”” he exclaimea. * Some of
them are unknown to me; and wcre it
not for the fact that thou art my father,
I might even suspect that the” words

‘* Anthracite, my dear Ubndosi, 15 «cal
—Dblack stuff, you know,”” grinned Dorrie.
‘““T must be a proud father, to have a
hefty son 'like you. . But haven't yon
heard what Umtagati l:as been saying®”

“ It is even so, N'Kose,”” said Umleei,
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“ Umtagati, my master, is to. go with us
into the white deserts, where water ig as
shows in Kutanaland, where forests are
uinknown, and where the sun shines with
the heat of that region below thou hast
often époken of.”

‘“ He's accusin’ me of swearin’,” said
Dorrimore. ~ ““ But you're right, 1 'mlosi.
Umtagati and Nipper—I mean M}z}mzin——
are going with us to Egypt. They huven’t
actually promised yet, but you needn’t
worry about that.”

Umlosi nodded gravely.

“It is well, N'Kcse.”” he said. ““ And
1. for my part, will leave this groat and
wondrous kraal with no nusgivings
London, as thou calleat this vast place,
13 truly a land of amazement. Put [
am of the Kutanas, and I am not con-
tent here. It will be an hour of joy
when I set foot on the ‘floating city
which will carry me across the great
waters.”

““That hour won't be long in coming,
Umlosi,” said his lordship. *“ And now,
] suppose, we’d better think about grub.
'And if you dare to go back on your word,
‘l.ee, T'll lose all faith in mankind and
become a monk!”

That dreadful threat only brought a
smile to the guv'nor's face. But l.ord
Dorrimore needn’'t have had any fears.
I knew well enough that Nelson T.ce was
keenly interested, and that we were des-
tined to journey to the desert.

And that night the final promiso vas
made.

We should soon be off to roecue M.
I.awrenca Mannering from an unknown
0asis in the heart of the great cesert—
and, gdncidentally, wo were booked for
the Ciiy of Burnished Bronze.

LR ]

—— c———

CHAPTER II.
BENEATR THeé SHADOW OF THE UREAT

PYRAMID OF GHIZEH—WE START INTO
THE DESKERT, AND ARRIVE AT THE OASIS
OF SAAWA —HERE WE LEARN THINQS -—
AND I HAVE A LITTLE WRESTLING MATCH
WITH A WILY BEDOUIN,
EIL.SON LEE, attired in white
N drill, and a pith helmet, was
superintending the work of half
a dozen Arabs. I looked on
interestedly. I got quite hot doing so.
1 should have got hot in any case—
.whether 1 was doing anythiug or not.
We were on the brink of the great ad-
venture,
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I'm not going to describe our journey
out to Alexandria and Cairo, and our
doings in the latter city. It would make
tedious reading, for nothing happened
that wasn’t just ordinary. -Of conrse,
Catro’s a fine place, and I could fill pages
writing about it—but this yarn doesn't
happen to be a travellers’ guide.

When we arrived in Clairo we found
that Lord Dorrimore’s friend had been
very buay. Practically all the arrange-
ments were made, and the caravan was
complete. All we had to do was to get
the things in order.

And now, at last, we were about to
make the start.

Our caravan conaisted of Nelson Teo,
Dorrie, Umlosi, myself, und twelve
Senoussi—and, of course, a numnber of
camels. There were twenty-four camels
altogether. I physique and most other
things the Senoussi are miles superior
to the Bedouins. And, while the futter
are the most frightful liars, the Senoussi
can be relied upon almost always.

It was for this reason that Dorrie had
chosen all Senoussi to accompany us,
and act a3 attendants. We weren't bound
for Senoussiland itself, of course—the
Egyptian Government wouldn't have
allowed us to. 1'd often heard of the
Mahdi. This gentleman lived in a pluce
called Kufra, I believe—a big ousis
situgted in the iory heart of the dn-
accessible Suhara.

Exactly where it was nobodvy knew.
The mysterious stronghold of the Muhdi
1a hidden in the wastes of the desert. [
don't think any white man has ever
penetrated there—or, in fact, anybody
else, except the Senoussi themselves.

There are, it is judgal, about ecight
millions of these followers of the Muhdi,
and thegy are something of a menace,
The Egyptian Government has its work
cut oug to keep things going smoothly.
For the S8enoussi are fanatical, and they
hate the Christians.

At the sume time, the hospitality of
the Senoussi is proverbial. And they
are generally afuble and atraightforward
in ordinary life. Their dress i3 stmple,
consisting of a white burnous. sundals
and a white turban.

The start wuas being made from the
foot of the (ireat Pyramid at Ghizel,
and now all was ready. Umlosi was a
differett being. ‘I'he old ruffian had
discarded his  uncomfortable clothing,
aid was now attired in his *“ noecha ”’
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arel precicus lidle sise. A e necklace
of liona’ claws adorned hin veck, and
him skin shone like hrurnished copper.
*Wau! It is well, Mangie!" he ex
claimed, ss he approached me with
sparkling oyes, '.J'rw groat sanda are
meange (o me, a chied of the lar-off
Kutanas; but are they noé hetter than

the porids of the great white kraals across
the broad waters”? Last night I had a
sarngn dresme’

o g you're always dreaming!” I

grinm&.

“Thou spoakest lightly, O Manzie of
the rhining eye,” said Umibosi. ¢ Yet |
301 eTXONS

many thinge. And it 1» even aa N'Kase,
sy father,
ihe devart, and there
Mannering. Ho was Jonely,
poor white man, And I saw a won
dnng-n kranal of shinmering metoby—-''

'* Hallo, talking ahout your visdons

sgain?’  grinned Jord  Docrimore,
coming ap, ‘1 suppowe you Ndn't

bappen to soe o fow mountains of pearls

sl dinreoruls, or anything of that sort?
H you dud, Bl «tmz us np amazin'ly.”’

U mlosi mmilod broadly.

“Thon art pleased to bo light-
tongned, my fother,”” he exclaimed.
“ Rut my desama are my droams,”

“ Nobaly'l deny that, I'm sure,”’
sail Dorrie. * You'ro welcome to ‘em,
my son. As o rule, you see ved mists
and gallons of gare. And I've noticed
that there's generally a heap big serap in
store when you dream that way. Se
i'e cheering to hear that there’s ne gore
thic timwe,”’

* Vou fellows all ready ¥ waked Neleon
| l.'nlil-i'ﬂg up. :

We got busy then, and w & very short
time the start was male. At the
untute our Senocussi prostrated shem-
plvim  before the great desovt,  and

ravoil for o safe Joneney and a swift one,
Uhts was a

the yerids of the dewert,

The sun was shiming almost ovee-
poweringly smd the samds were like the
tap of & kitvhen-range. Cancel-riding
't ot all bad, After yon've got wsed
to the pecnlisr swaying gair, you're
sy ceunfortshle,

CWell, we'te off,”" shauted eut Dorrie. §

" tivpd bwk to aas!” |
Abbongh the sun was fieree, the day

vaa seally a wloriops eno We left the

and even broubled. The
taista swam before my oyes, and 1 saw

sayost. [ saw & deprossion in} Jesert was interesting. It was novel,

the white mon, §
was this{

last.

ty significant rominder of

daatardly trick !
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plateau of CGhizeh, and tumed our fami
towards faroff Baawa. The oasis of

 Saawa was our first objoctive. There

were several smaller oases we should
siritke en routs, of course; but from
Saawna weo should plunge into the
Unknewn,

Nebson Iee did not regard this affair
as & hohiday: he had come out to hind
Mr. Lawrenco Mannering—or to finally
cstabdieh the fact that he really died. [If

| succesaful in the formar, the guv'nor

wauld conuider himself well repuid for
the tme spent. The trip was c-oatiug us
nothing, for Dorrie finatced everything
—although, from the guv'nor’s point of
view, thiy was a detail.

To begin with, the journey acvoss the

too. I had been in tho desert before,
but not in this particalar region. » sull

‘have distinet recolections of visiting a
- mystenous

ramid in the neighbour-
hood of the Fayynm—but that waa when
the guv'nor was fighting the League of

the Green Trangle,

The sky was cloudless, and it shim-
mered with a thoneand darts of golder
light. The sands of the desert stretchec
away as far as the eye could veach, n
limitleas expanzea, ochre and violet.

Thern was a strange fascination in that
great waste. -

Tha silence could almost bo heard.
That sonuds queer, doesn't it? But any-
boly who has been upon tha desert will

' know what T mean.

It was a silence which is like unothing
olse on egrth. Once you've experianesid
it, you can never forget it. Tha tre-
mendous silence of the bygone dead. 1
hatdt an wdea that if we succeeded 1in
finding ©* Pinkie.,”” we should find hun
meane, How could any man live en o
deserted oasis, uttovly aslone—alone with
that cdreadful silence—and remain in
poasewion of his wits,

I have never heen on the descit my-
self. but I ean imagine what it can he
hke. 'The very thonght appalled me.
But, if Dorrie’s theory was true. that a
To maroon a man upan
a lonc easts, milea out of the track of
civiliration ! |

To be upon a desert island, suiroundedd
by uncharted seas, was infinitely prefeyr-
ug!a. to Mannering's fate. For on such
an idand he would have the comfortuug
sontidr of the breaking waves. But on
this oasia there was nothmmg—nothing
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Lt the torvible silence in his ears the
whole tine. |
Soon after we started, making in a
north-westerly  direction towards the
Nutrou Valley, we skirted a curious
petrificd forest. I was greatly interested.
There were great tree trunks and logs,
but they were wood no longer—for,

during the ages, they had become turned
to stoue.

These were found in various places,
atd it was conclusive evideunce that, in
the dun past, forests flourished where
there was now nothing but desart sand.

Fron: the Natron Valley we went due
west, and reckoned to reach Saawa oassis
after a few more days of travel. This
journey was 1nteresting and somewhat
uncomfortable at times, but nothing of
any  particular 1mportance occurred.
So I don't think I'd better. waste much
space on: describing it.
~T'he hecat, of course, was slightly
differeut to that which travellers experi-
ence when they are 1 the neighbour-
hood of the North Pole. We didn't get
any snow in the JIuabyan Desert We
should have welcomed some, but by
gome curious chance, 1t didn't snow at
all! Perhaps therc was something wrvong
with the weather.

I do kunow, though, that the thermo-
mater registered something like 115
degrees—iu the shade! That doesn’t look
like snow, does it? 1It’s really a wonder
we weren't melted like candles 1n an
oven.

We had big white sunshades, and these
afforded us some little Trelief. And
this'll show you how extremely comfort-
able the journey was; to avoid being
quite choked, we had to mufile our
mouths, the hcat-waves rising from the
baked sands were so appallingly suffo-
cating.

Oh, yes, we should have welcomea
some snow all right! We had a gcod
supply of water, and so we had no-actual
experience of that curse of the desert—
thirst. I am quite sure wo weren't
anvious to try it. But I mustn’t speak
too soon. We were destined to have a
taste before so very long!

Our camels were fine creatures—the:

very best Dorrie could obtain. As a rule
we travelled throughout the day, ten or
tweolve hours at a stretch, without halt.
ing, or without gectting off- the camels.
For lunclicon we had something while
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riding, swiuging to the antmal’s slouch-
ing, swaying walk, |

Well ,to eut it short, we arvived at
the oasis of Saawa without nishap.
Here we pitched our tents in the neigh-
bourhood of the Egyptian Government
building. According to Dorrie, it was
about ten days journey to the unmapped
oasis on which poor Mannering was
supposed to be. And Dorrie hal a
pretty idea in which direction it lay.

The Saawa oasis Nwas a pretty big
place. It was a huge natural depression
in the desert, with salt marshes and
lakes here and there. The population
was, of course, mostly Senoussi, and they
numbered necarly five thousand.

There was plenty of water at Saawa.
Altogether, there were over a hundred
fresh water wells, most of them enclosed
in lovely gardens, with all sorts of
tropicul growth flourishing.

Silvery olive trees and tall palins were
all over the place, and there were plenty
of roses and vines. As for frut, we
found oranges and pomegranates and
dates, and other delicacies. .

Our camels, who hadn’t had a drink
for scveral days, soon made up for lost
time at Saawa. We hardly recognised
them when they’d had their fill. Their
tummies bulged considerably ; their sides
swelled, and their ribs disappeared.

After our tents had been pitched I
was left with Umlosi to look after
things, and to get grub recady, while
Dorrie and the guv’nor went off to niter-
view pcople—officials of some sort, I
believe.

Eight of our Senoussi servants were
dismissed here: we were only taking four
with us into the unknown descrt. These
four were trusted fellows, and they knew
the desert well. Dorrie, 1n fact, was vely-
ing on them to get us through safely.

Umlosi was a Kreat chef, in his own
way. Somectimes, when the fit took him,
he could produce some ripping dishes.
But, being a great chief, he didn’s
demean  himself by descending  to
cookery unless ho had a pain in the
region of the belt—in other words,
unless he was hungry.

He had a particular liking for a luscious
dish of roasted caterpillars—at least,
that's what Dorrie said. Happily,
Umlost was unable to serve up anything
of that sort here. I draw the line at
roasted eaterpillars. I'd rather go
hungry fey six montha!
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By the time the grub
cvening was closing 1n,
wasn't so hot. But our
pitched beneath some sh trees, so we
were all right-anyhow, Nelson Lee and
lord Dorrimore returned just ct the
right time.

' Thy nostrils are keen, N’Kose,”
grinned Umlosi. ‘‘ The amell of the grub,
as thou callest the food, reached thee
even from afar. It is even as I would
liave wished, my father.”’

‘“And it’'s even as I would have
wished, my son,” said Dorrie cheerfully.
‘“ We've had a bit of good news, so I'm
ferlin’  happy. We’ celebrate Dby
Korging ourselves to our heart’s content
-—or until the fodder’s all eaten.”

** Thy words are those of a man such
as thou hast told me of in the great
kraal of London,”’ said Umlosi. ¢ The
man who cats with a great heartiness in
times of war, when he should be spar-
ing, so that others may not be ill-fed.’’

* Ho means a food-hog,’”’ I grinned.

* That'a all right,”” said Dorne.
“ U'mlost’s a most complimentary chap.
I'm a food-hog and a glutton. " All right,
vou black lnmp of activity, I've got a
few choice names for you, but I can't
think of 'em now.,” : |

** What's this good news, guv'nor?”’ 1
arked,

** Dorrie’ll tell you,”” said Nelson Lee.
“ He's good at talking.”

‘““ 'That's my strong point,’”’ agreed his
lordship languidly. I don’t know that
it is good news, after all. Nothing
special, at all events. While the pro-
fesasor and I were exploring just now we
ran into an amiable gentleman with a
name a mile long—the Sheik Wekiel of
Naawa, I believe.”

** Who's he, when he’s at home?”’

‘“ The Mahdi's agent, I think,” aaid
Dorrie. * Well, this chap, Whiskers—
Whiskers is shorter than his own name,
and suits him better—told us that Pro-
feanorr Lyle left the oasis only a weeck or
two ago. That's good news, really. I
thought Lyle had left for the Bronze
(ity months back. He must have been
delayed somehow. You see, young ’un,
he's only just ahead of us, and we m
onllar him in the Bronze City itself.
It we do we'll quiotly drop him down
one of the wells.”

‘* But we're not going to the City of
pe,”’ T said,

was rcady
and the air
tents were

’

“~-
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“That's where you're wrong, Nippef
—we are,”’ said Dorrie, as he stutes orn
the food. ‘'‘ We're goin’ to rescue poor
old Pinkie, then we’ra goin’ on to the
mysterious city.’”’

** Suppose we don’t find the oasis?”’

“0Oh, we'll find it all right—I know
which way to go, and I've got a .good
compass,’”’ said Dorrie lightly. ‘“ And
from the oasis of Timhuctoo— that's as
good as any other name—it’ll be easy to
strike across the desert to the Bronze
City. Our only trouble is water. It'¢
a pity somebody hasn't invented a way
of compressin] water into tablets, 1sn’t
it? It would be handy to carry a gallon
or so in the waistcoat pocket. There's
a chance for your scientific abilities,;
Lee.”

Nelson Lee grinned.

‘*“ You're optimistic, Dorrie,” he said.
““T don’t like to dishearten you, but I
really think that our chances of being
successful in this enterprise are shim.
However, time will show.”

““ You make a fine couple,”
Dorrimore, shaking his head.
to make me miserable all the time.
Umlosi’'s got more faith than you two
have! We're goin’ to get to the oass,
aren’t we, Umlosi®”’

The black giant looked grave.,

“Tt is as thou sayest, N’Kose,™ he
agrced. ¢ Have I not the best of reasons
for speaking these words? My dreams
have mn many, my father. I have seen
this strange spot in the desert, where
water 18 found amid the sands, and
where thy friend, with the strangé' name
of Mannering, is awaiting our arrival.
I have seen, also, a city of wondrous
appearance—a city of domes and
rainarets which glisten in the sun like
molten brass. I have dreamed of—""

said
“Trym’

old

Dorrie groaned.
‘“ I’'ve started him now!” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘ Umlosi, your dreams are

rippin’, really, but they're liable to get
borin’. I dare say there's somethins in
what you say, though. I'm always willin
to trust to your dreams—when they are
dreams. Sometimes they’re horrid
nigthmares, and then I like to forget
‘em. Let's hope you don't have any
nightmares this .trip.”’ ]

“ It is not for me to control that which
cometh into_my sleep, O Thou-of-the-
Shimmering-Eye,”’ said Umlosi, in his
deep voice. ‘‘ Whether it be a dream,
or a mare of the night, it comes. Thou
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art wise, O my father, for thy errand
will be successful. I have it within me
that all will come right. But there will
be the flowing of blood ere we return to
the lands of the forests and rivers
again.

f.ord Dorrimore chuckled,

“* I thought there’d be blood in it
somewhere,” he said. “ Well, I Lope it’s
not my blood, that's all. I want my
fluid of life to flow though my own
veins, thanks. It's more wuse there
than flowing away to waste.”

“It 1s il to jest on such matters,
N'Kose,”” satd Umlosi gravely.

€ 1Is 1t? Oh, well, it'll have to be .1ll,
then,” was Dorrie’s cheerful reply. ¢ We
start 1n the morning for Pinkie's allot-
Jue:t. The camels are fresh enough—
they haven’t done much hard work."

After the meal I went with the guv’-
nor to have a look round. This Senoussi
settlement was interesting, but—to my
mind—dull. I wondered how the people
could live 1 peace and comfort out here,
far from civilisation. It was a desert
outpost, for all beyond was sand, more
sand, and still more sand. The great
Sahara stretched away for hundreds of
miles. '

We went td “bed” early, for the
start into the great waste was to be
made soon after dawn. The guv’nor and
Dorrie and I rolled into our blankets in
onc¢ of the tents and went off to sleep
quickly. Umlosi was_in one of the other
tents—we had three—among a pile of
baggage. He preferred to sleep in
solitary state.

Perhaps it was the excitement of the
adventure, and the problematical nature
of our search which kept me near the
waking point. Anyhow, though I slept,
I woke up now and again. Or Umlosi’s
snores might have had something to o
with it. I was in the middle tent -with
the guv’'nor and Dorrie, so Umlosi’s un-
musical efforts were plainly audible. A
brick wall wouldn’t have drowned them
—let alone a barrier of canvas.

At all events, I was dreaming of a
terrific thunderstorm when I woke up
again. Umlosi was going ahead splen-
didly. That's why I was dreaming of
thunder, I suppose. There wasn't any
other kind of thunder.

But, from the interior of the othier
tent—which contained a lot of our stores
—I thought I heard a slight sound. I
histeued dreamily, and without interest.
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Then I distinctly heard somebody mov-
ing. Who could be there?

I sat up, and found that Lord Dorri-
more and Nelson Lee were fast asleep.

¢ Some rotten sneak-thief, I suppose,”
I told myself. ¢ I'd better investigate.’’

So, quietly rising, I left the tent, and
went outside. The stars were shining
gorgeously, and there wasn’t a breath of
wind. Everything was silent. I'd
brought a little electric-torch with me,
and I went to the stores-tent, and pulled
back the flap.

A sharp exclamation came from a dun
figure. 1 pressed the switch, and saw a
shabbily clothed Arab. He had just risen
to his feet, but his hands were empty.
I'd just surprised him iu tirne.

““ What's the game?”’ I asked sharply.

He didn’t understand my words. of
course, not being an English scholar.
But he understood my tone. And,
seeing that I was not a full-grown man,
he decided to make a dash for it.

I knew he decided this, because he
suddenly flung himself at me. My torch
went flying, and in a second we were
struggling fiercely. But the Bedown
thief didn’t get away so easily as ho
had anticipated.

“ Guv'nor!”’ I roared. ¢ Dorrie!"

The Bedouin growled out something
absolutely unprintable—at least, 1t can't
be printed, for I didn't understand the
lingo. He was alarmed and desperate,
and as I heard Nelson Lee and Doriie
moving, I received a blow on the chest
that sent me staggeriug.

The marauder scudded round the tents
like lightning, and disappeared into. the
gloom. And then, of coursec—when it
was too late—the guv'nor and Dorne
arrived. They came just as I wus
scrambling to my feet.

““ Hallo, it's Nipper,"” said bis lord-
ship sleepily. I thought murder was
bein' done. Is this a new game, youuy
'un—or a¥e you having one of Umlosi's
famous nightmares? You look a bt
flustered.”’

“ Didn't you sec him?"’ I yelled.

““ This 13 what comes of eating ton
much supper,’”’ said Dorrie 1 watn-d
you, vou young glut "

¢“J haven't been dreaminug.” I bioke
in. ¢ There was a ditty Arab monkey-
ing with our stores. I shouldn’t be sur-
prised if he's piuched a lot of thiugs.
He slipped through my fingers.”

“Only a petty pilferer, 1 supposp,’
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remarked Nelson Tee. ' Let's have o
look at the things, anyhox."’

We examined the stores, but found
uothing missing. So we went back to
our blankcts again. But we little real-
ised how this seemingly trivial incident
was to flood back to onry minds before
many dayve had passed.

CHAPTER I
OFF INTU THE
ENCOUNTER A

GCREAT 1V NKNOWN--WE
SNANDSTORM-—OR A SAND-
NTORM FENCOUNTERS US—AND WF ALL
BECOME POSSESSED OF UNLIMITED GRIT—
THEN A DISCOVERY 18 MADE WHICH F1LLS
'S ALL WITH HORROR AND DESIAIR,

AMELS are queer fish.
They're not fish at all, really,
Anybody—even a kid In an in-
fant’s dass—will tell you that a camel
ikn't a fish, But i1t's a :hip, isn't it?
At least, they call camels the ships of

the desert.

Aud they're queer meichants. Of
course, we had riding camels, and
baggage-camels, After all the bustle of
preparation, onr reduced caravan
started out at daybreak from the oasis
of Baawa. This time wo were only
taking four Senoussi with us.

We were off into the land of mystery—
a practically unexplored region.

Just at the start I saw some stars;
fact, I saw lots of them, although the
sun was shining brilantly. You see,
L had grown a bit careless about mount-
mg my camel, and thought I could do
it swankily. But my over-confidence
only led to a most undignibied fall—
and, as I mentioned, there were lots of
stars to be seen. I saw plenty, at any

rate. The others only grinned and
chuckled.

Now, a mechai1, or riding-camel, looks
a very docile creature. All camels look
more or less docile, in fact.
are deceptive. Camels are the most
obstinate, tricky, troublesome blighters
in cxistence. That's my opinion, any-
how. Perhaps my own particular camel
was a specially tricky beast.

The Saharan camel is steered, so to
speak, with a guiding-rein which passed

through a ring in his, nght nostril. A

queer idea, but that’'s how it's done.
Beéfore you can mount the angular steed

yow have to make him squat down on
- mm

LEE

but that’s my way of putting it.:

But looks
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hia haunches. - Then. you seize him by
the nostril, and, at the same time, turn
his napper towards the near side of the
saddle. You grab the rein in the right
hand, and shove it on the fiont of the
saddle. Then you have to throw your
right leg over, and, as the beast rises,
oross your feet on his neck—because
there aren't any stirrups. It’s quite a
performance, but you get used to it.

I thought I'd got used to it. As the
camel rises he performs several weird
gyrations. First of all he jerks his body
violently forward, then backwards, and
it wants some doing to kecp your
balance. ' .

I thought it would be rather good to
‘“ show off ’ a bit. So I hung on care-
lessly while my camel rose to his feet,
The next second the double jerk, heb:g
rather more severe than usual—the camei
seemed m a hurry to rise—took me by
smprise. I shot out of the saddle.
and landed on my back in the sand. I
lay there for quite a minute, trying to
count the stars; and, meanwhile, Dorrie

litely remarked that it wasn’t a time
or going to sleep.

The next time I was more cautious,
and managed to keep my balance. But
camels are queer fish, as I've alvcady
stated. If you want to dismount it's
practically certain that your camel will
refuse to squat. Then you'’ve got a
choice of two things: you can either wait
until the beast makes up its mind to
squat down—and that may not be until
you have coaxed him for five or ten
minutes—or you can jump off his back,
a drop of about ten feet And then

“‘

thero’s a chance of breaking a leg.
Uﬁon the whole, I prefer a decent motor-
bike. Unfortunately, however, motor-

bikes can’'t be used in the desert; the
surface isn't good enough. The jigger
would be up to its hubs in sand all the
while. And, of course, petrol-depots are
few and far between; =0 few and fav
between that there aren’t any at all.

However, in spite of thes2 little draw-
backs, we started off all right. We left
Saawa behind us, and started on the ten
days’ journey to the oasis of Timbuctoo.
That’s what Dorrie called it, anyway.
The real Timbuctoo, of course, was
thousands. of miles away, mn West
Africa.

For the first two days our journey
was perfect. The heat wasn’t so ex-
vessive as before, and we made splendiil
progress. But during the third day a
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hot wind came down upon us stiflingly.
Aud from that momern’. our troubles
began.

Teun days was the utmost limit for
our camels—they couldn't go further
than that without more water. By that
time we hoped to strik» the isolated
vasis. But in the evening of the fourth
day we encountered a sandstorm.

" They're called simoons, or simooms, 1
believe. I'd heard talk about them, but
I didn't think that we should.-have to
experience one. But this simoom wasn't
our chief trouble.

Towards the evening, after a tedious
day's journey, my camel became rather
nritable and restless. I've heard that
camel-riding makes people sick some-
times, but I wasn’t affected that way—
because I'm a good sailor. And * the
ships of the desert’ vesemble ships of
the sea i1u their swaying motion. Jt's
just like that of a ship in a heavy swell.

M camel wasn't at all particular about
his manners. If he didn't want to do
anyvthing, shouting and beating him only
made him worse. He was like the rest
of his species—infernally obstinate.

This evening he was rather less tract-
able than usual. Now and again he'd
trirn his head rapidly and snap at a fly.
It one of my legs happened to be in the
way he’d have a go at it incidentally.
But I was just too quick for him every
time. TI'd heard that camels often bite
choice pieces out of their rider’s legs in
this way.

¢“ The sky looks jolly queer,”” I ex-
claimed, glancing up.
got something to do with this beast’s ill-
temper. 1 say, Lord Dorrvic, what's 1in
the wind?”’

Dorrimore shook his head.

““ Doesn’t seem to be any wind,”” he
remarked. ¢ Dead calm, in fact. The
sky looks a bit queer, though. I don’t
like it. We're going to have a change
of some sort—and a change for the
worse, I expect.”

The horizon ahead, and on all sides,
had disappeared in a thick coppery haze,
It was difficult to tell where the sky
ended and where the desert began. And
the sun. rather low down, looked like a
disc of bronze. The blue of the sky had
given place to a dull yellow hue.

‘““The signs are ominous, O my
masters,”” called out Umlosi, from his
camel, and looking rather ludicrous

‘“ Perhaps that's:

I1

perched up there. Umlosi dido't lile
camels, but it was better than walkinyg.

“ That’'s night, be cheerful,”” |
grunted.

““It is my wish to be cheerful. Man-
zie,’’ replied Umlysi. ¢ But how can
there be cheerfulii:ss when the signs are
even as these? We are in a strange
land, and thou must understand that
strange things come to pass. Ere long
the calm will disuppear, and a great
wind will come blowing dowr. upon us—-
a wind that has the hecat of a forest
fire—""’

“ In other words,” put in Nelson T.ee
grimly—‘‘ a  sandstorm, That's what
we're in for, Nipper. And, sandstorms,
in the Libyan Desert, are ugly cus:
tomers. We had better prepure ourselves
for the ouslaught.’’

‘“ Even as thou sayest. Umtagati, vo
shall be wise making ready,” suid
Umlosi.

Although we all tried to be indifferent,
we were all very much concerned. 'T'ha
African simoom 1is a terrible pheno-
menon. On many an occasion whola
caravans have been wiped out i the
space of ten minutes.

For the storm is genevally short—and
that was a comfort. But the heat and
dryness 18 so suffocating that deasth is
inevitable if the storin happens to ba

severe. And the dust—the fine sand—
driven by the high wind—is simply
appalling.

We dismounted without trouble, for
the camels were very obedient for once.
I expect they knew what was coming
well enough. And while we were pre-
paring for the storm we heard a low
moaning sound in the far disturce. The
sun had disappeared, and a deep gloom
had settled over the desert. The heat,
however, was more suffocating than
ever.

And then, all in a moment, the storm
was upon us. It really took us by sur-
prise, and if it had beon of the worst
type we should have perished. But,
providentially, the simoom was ounly
moderate.

I really can't describe it—it was so
awful.

I only kuow that we were just suffo-
cating for hours and hours. The heat
had increased to a terrible intensity, the

‘hot wind beating on us like the blaat

from a furnace. And with it came clouds
of fine, choking sand. It was ghastly.
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I Jon’t know what happened to the
wthera, My own ssnen recled, and |
became s duzedd and confused that 1
don't know cxactly what did happen
But after the ’l'rouu Mo'p.l.-ed, ."id I
was just on the point puing inte
uRronaciousness, ﬁ" sandstorm Lnd
off abruptly. [ had been aware of
rtrangn flashes of lightning, but tho roar
of tho wind prevented me hearing thun-
dar—i{ there had been any. And, natu-
rally, there had beon no rain. The
Hghtning was csused by the friction of
mand on the air. ,

I mavaged to seramblo np, and
that tho air was clear. [I'd ke
ac- clowed and my hands pressed over
themr, and only abowt an ocunce of sand
had got into sthem—aqnite a trifle. My
rars And noswe and hair were choked up.

Kversbody and - evervthing  was
emothered completely, and 1f the simoomn
ha'} lacted tive minutea longer this record
of our adventures would never have been
written. | waw that the guv'nor was
husily unstrupping ane of the big water-

“@aw
my

haq‘l

CAINt- win't wo  dead?’ 1 gasped
sandily.

** By jing' We ought to be!” panted

Lonl Docrimore. By a piece of luck,
it only lasted five minutes --- -’

*Fivo muoutea® 1 echged.  “* You
mean hive houes!'”
But Dorrie wa< richt. The whole

rhow had onhv taken tive minutes from
first to last. \nd I'd been quite positive
that hours and honia ha |l pawed. s the
storm Ladn’t bLoeen very severe, we
weren't really harmed.  The four Be-
noussi, in fact, who were used to these
Jelightful inteciudes, appeared quite in-
diﬂ.t‘rmt. .

I felt thivsty vrough to drink a gallon,
and 1 cagerly watched the guv’nor
getting out the water.  Ar pudday wo
had emptied the bag we had been uaing,
atwl e was now starting au ouc of the
full onve.

Our water was carrind in largn bags
made of goatskin. These water skius are
wery porous, amd they keep the water
wordveefully cool  But wvaturally, a8 the
samo time, they lose o lut of water daily.
A },'oud gnuhlill. l hclievo, lott's lbol?t
cne tenth of its contents in tweuty-four
hours

Bat wo had a latge supply of these
water bags. w we weio in no danger of
sunning short.  Scome of these bags,
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when full, weighed between f(fty and
sixty pounds. -

[ staggered to my feet, and shook the
fine particlew of sand out of my ears and
bair. Beforc wa could go on we should
have to strip curselves cempletely. Bus
water was the first thing to think about,
We were 30 exhausted that it was pesie
tively torturing to move.

Bud I managed to get over to Nelson
Led’s side, rrie and Umlosi wero

close by.

“ Wau!"' grunted the black giank
“Thou bhas brought me to a otranr
country, N'Kose, my father. The
swamps and the forcets of Kutanaland
are p of glory compared to this ac-
cursed wasto. It 1s well that my clothing
is svant, or my discomfort would be even
as thine.”

*“ That's not a bad idea at all,”” ex-
clnimed Dorrie. ‘I think we shall have
to go about in bathing »auits, Les,
They’d be cool— Hallo! What’s
wrong? Has the water gone miffy?”’

For the guv'nor, having poured out &
bag of water, was sniing at it kdenly.
Finally he placed his tongue into it, and
then spat it out with great haste. And
when looked up at us there was a
grim, hard glint in his bloodshot eyes.
All our eyes were bloodshot, in fact,

owing to the gritty sand

¢ &hl’l t’n matter, guv'nor?’ 1
asked huskily. ‘‘ Let's have some of that
water, for goodness’ sake. I don’t care
if it tastcs a bt wonky——"’

‘“ You can't touch this water, Nipper,”’
exclaimed Neolson Lee hoarsely. ‘' Gread

Heaven! I begin to sus that we
have met with the foulest of foul
treachery."’

“ What do you mme¢an, old man?”’ asked
Dorrio quietly.
“T mesn that ¢this water is unle to

deink !”’
Scctt!

“* Great
i’

““ It is—powsoned!”

I think wo were all too dazed by the
offects of the sandstorm t@ fully realise tho
awful naturc of the guv’'nor’s statemcut.
But 1 moved a step nearer, and I saw
that Dorrie’s face had gone vrather pale,

* Poisoued !’ 1 echoed. ‘‘ Can’t—can'y
we drink it at all?”’ _ ‘

The great detective shook his head.

“A cupful of this water would not
hecessarily mean death,”” he replicd,
“*But, instead of quenching our thirsts,

What's wrong with
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f#t would make us mad for water. It is
poisoned in such a way that to drink it
would be fatal.”

*“*Po you know what the poison is?"’' I
asked dully.

“ Yes. But that doesn’t matier now,”
replicd Nelson Lee.  “ There are other
water-bags, Nipper, and this disaster may
unot be so overwhelining as we now
imagine. It 13 even possible that this is

the onlv one affected—that it was so
affected by aeccident.” .

We all helped to examine the other
water-baga.  These were the largest of
all, contaiwning our main supply. With
feverish haste we opened them. And in
cvery case the verdict was the same—the
water was undrinkable!

We were out upon the dcesert, four
days’ journey from the nearest wvell, and
tacre was nqot a single-drop of water for
us to drink! Even in the sccond I
grasped the appalling horror of the situa-
tion.

Our whole party would perish miser-
ablv—we should die the most frightful
death of anv—from thirst!

CHAPTER 1V.

NELSON LEE'S DISCOVERY SAVES THE

SITUATION IN THE NICK OF TIME—WE

QUENCH OUR THIRST WITH SOME FLUID,

WHICH, ALTHOUGH TASTING HORRIBLE,

I3 NEVERTHELESS EFFECTIVE—WE ARRIVE
AT TIMBUCTOO.

MLOSI seemed quite calmn.

U ““Thou hast thine enemy to

thanks for this, N'Kose,”’ he ex-

claimed gravely. ‘‘ But is it for

us to rave and to storm? KEre long we

shall be Iving upon the sands, food for
the vultures—"’

“ Oh, dry up!’ grunted Dorrimore.
“T expect that's true enough, Umlos,
but we don’t want to shout about it.
Lce, what the deuce can it mean? All
our water poisoned? Why weren’t the
other bags poisoncd—the ones we've
already emptied?”’

The guv’'nor looked thoughtful.

““ This was u deliberately premeditated
affair, Dorrie,”” he replied. * We have
Been allowed to get so far into the desert
that a return i1s impossible. We cannot
hope to reach the Saawa oasis without
water. IT every bag had been poisoned
we should, of course, have turncd back
goon aftcr the start.’’

13

“ That's right enough,” I exclaimed
huskily. ** But how did they know which
bags to poison, and which bags not to
poison” And who did it? It's—1t’s un-
canny!'”

** Not 1n the least, Nipper: the ex
planation is simplicity iteelf,”” replied
Nelson Lee. ¢ As you all know, we have
some large goatskins, and some small
ones. We have always made a practico
of using the small ones first. Tﬂs, we
have not discovered this terrible thing
until now.”

“ But—but—"’ :

“ You remember that Bedouin ,whom
we suspected of pilfering?”’ went on {.ec.
“In reality. he was engaged in tarmnper-
ing with our water-bags.. Apd, obvi-
ously. he had been talking with some of
the Senoussi servants we dismissed at
Saawa. From them he learnel that we
should not touch the large skins until we
were at least four days out on the desert.
By Jove! It's a devilish business!”

“ But why should that confounded
Arab interfero with us?” asked Dorrie
blankly. ““We hadn’t done him any
harm, that I'm aware of—'

* ** Don’t forget that Professor Lyle waa
at Saawa only a weck or two ago.” inter-
wsed Nelson Lee. ‘“ In all probability.

e bheard that wec were on our way from
Cairo. And so he made preparations.
We know nothing for certain, but it
nceds very little imagination to arrive at
something like the truth. In any case,
what does it matter? We must look at
this thing fairly in the face—we ave
doomed.”

“ But—how awful!" T muttered.

The news was stunning. We couldn’t
go back. and we couldn’t go forward.
We could atiempt to, of course, but what
would be the use? We should simply oo
on until we dropped. o

And we should drop long before tha
next day had gone.  Qur thirsts were
already almost overpowering. because of
the sandstorm. And it was horrifving to
know that we had bags and bags of water
which was wutterly undrinkable. We
should, indced, have becn more resigned
had thers been no water at all.

“We'd better pour it away!" sawd
Dorrie quietly. ¢ After a bit, we shall
become so maddened that we shall drink
¢t in spite of its deadly nature. And that
would mean unnecessary torture. Heaven
knows we shall have cnough torture as,
itYs!”
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“ Wisc words, O, my father,” rumbled

Umlosi. ** It is better to cast away the
temptation cven now. I am sad. For 18
dhis nut a miscrable death to die? It has

always been my dream to die in the thick
oi battle, with the clashing of spears in
my cars, and with the sight of blood 1n
my cyes. I am a fighter, my masters,
and it is a poor death to dic from a paltry
thirst !’

‘“ Yours may ho a paltry thirst, Umlosi
—-mine :sn’t!" I said, with a weak at-
tempt to be cheerful. ‘““1've got a thirst
as powerful as—-  Oh, 1 dow’t know
how poworful it 1s, but [ do know that
it's not paltry!”’

We didn’t talk much after that. Dorrie
explained the situation to the Senoussi.
These men twere quiet, sensible fellows,
and they knew that the position was no
fault of our own. They accepted the
situation with thc stoicism of their race.
The calm truth was that wo should all
die within twenty-four hours,

It was a Int staggering.

Look whichever way we may, there
was not a climmer of hope. We had
water, but it might as well have been
sand, for all the usc it was. )

We just stcod on the desert, too ex-
hausted to do.much or sav much. The
«andstorm had cleared off completely,
and the sky was clear and blue. The
«un was just setting, gloriously golden.
Was this the last sunset I should ever
see? .

At last, in spite of our weakened state,
we set to work and crected the tents.
Then Dorrie and the guv'nor and I got
rid of as much sand as possible, and
sottled down to vest. There was a supply
of brandy in the stores, and we all had
a good tot.

This had a wonderful cffect. It
allayed our burning thirst somewhat, and
it served to revive us. But there wasn't
enough brandy to take us back to Saawa
—and Saawa was the nearest water-spot.

Food seemed out of the question. Our
thirsts were still awful, and we simply
couldn’t ecat without drinking first. If
we had lost all our grub we shoulin’t

have minded so much. We could casily
havo fasted for four days. But
water——! Water in the desert is the

mainstay of life.

It was the most appalling calamity
imaginable. And we were so utterly
atunned by the knowledge that we ex-
preased no opinions, as to the murderous

et R

“ That'’s like you, young 'un,”” he said.
“You’re true blue, and it makes me a
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:(_:o_undrel who had placed us in this posi-
ion, *

‘““ Well, T suppose we shall have to sit
here, and wait for the end,” said Lord
Dorrimore, with unwonted gravity.
* Poor old Pinkie! We sha’n’t get to
him, after all! It's rotten, Lee. I—I
say, old man, I'm awfully sorry—"’

““Sorry for what?'’ asked the guv’'nor
sharply. '

““ Why, for draggin’ you into this awful
death——"’

‘““Don’t be an ass, Dorrie!”’ interjected
Nelson Lee. ' Don’t blamo yourself for
this catastrophe. We're all in it together,
and therc’s no need for you to apologise
for dragzing us into the awful death. It’s
a pity—ain infernal pity—but we’re not
going to snivcel”’

“Thy words are brave, O Umtagat1!”’
said Umlosi. ‘‘ Why should we cry over
the milk that has becn spilt, as thou
eayest? Death comes but once, and if it
be sooneir than we expect, we must accept
the position. But I'am sad. It is eruel,
indeed, -that Manzie should die. His
years are few " '

“ Oh, don’t be sad on my account,” 1
saidd quietly. “1 don’t want to live,
Umlosi. If the guv’nor dics, why, I'm
content to go with him.”

Nelson TLoe’s eyes were suspicicusly
moist.

kit sad, too. If there was only the slight-
est loophole—— By why should we talk
in this stramn? ]
at all.”’

And. very soon, we ceased talking, be-
cause the effort was too painful. Our
throats were hard and dry; the fine sand
bad penctrated even to our lungs, and
already the ghastly agonies of thirst were
making themselves apparent.

I pretured to myself an Arab T had
once secen. He had come in from the
désert, where he had lost himself for &
time ; ke had arrived only in the nick of
time. His ecyes had been bloodshot, his
lips twice their normal size; his tongue,
blue and dry, had lolled out of his
mouth.

Should 'we be like that?"

I shuddered. and looked at Dorric and
Nelson Lee. They were both lost in
their thoughts.

‘““ Hadn’t—hadn't we better make 2—8
try for it, guv’nor?”’ I said huskily.

“To get back to Saawa, you meani™

There 18 no hope—none



S . 7 7 S =P S T

UMLOSI'S QREAT FIQHT!—(S¢e p. 24.)



18 THE

® Yeu gir.”’

® That's what Tve bren thinkin'.”" put
in Dorrie. * We can only fail
And we shall die ot 1f we know shat
we've been tryin' to get back. We can't

st here an’ mope. Man alive, we'll go
mad !

“We can make the attrinpt—but we
shall feil.”

“1 know that,'' said his locdship.
" But 1t's hettor than aitin’ still. And,
1 say. we'd bester pitch the wator away
—#t’ll only temjt we. Do you know what
porson has been used, lae?

The guv'nor nodricd.

“It 1s 2 somewhat uncommon mineral
posern,”” he vepliecd. '* Ko effect s
dendly, but R e diluted 10 a tromendons
oxtemd in thic water. Under ordinar
circimstances—if we were In Englam{
sy -n dlraught of the water would cause
ro fata! rrwulte. Bt here, with no fresh
weter at all, we should oaly suffer mad-
denmng torture; for the wator, instead of
Auenching our thirsts, would set up an
irstation which wonld be torturing i the
cwteeme.  There s an  antidote, of
course, but--—"'

Lre consnd ponking suddenly.

Then, without another word, he lelt ua,

and dicappeared round the tent. We
were touv  languid to  [ollow  him—
although., somchow, 1 felt that the

gur 'nor hed remembercd something 1m.
yortane,

When he came back, aftce about a
ayarter of an hour, e found us still
silent. Rest was imposible: my thirst
wos alreadd)y maddemng. What would it
be like to-mororw. when the sun was
wouring down with scorching intensity?

preferred not to think of that piture.

“ Look here, you theee.”” said the
guv’por .h\lpfly. “1 dou't want to
taise vour needicsly.  Be don't

et oxvited. ¢ thore's just a chance
that we may got out vl this hole yet.”

“ A—chance?’ asked Dorrie deliber-
slely
* Ruackly.” .

* Thou art jesting, Umtagati,'’ growled
Unihma,

* Nay. ol friemd, 1T would not jest ou
such & matter’’ said Nelson Lee quietly.
* You se this muy of wales?! I've just
drawn 1t from onc of the bagsd. I'm not
guing o ask you to drink it—but I'm
going to drink inysell.”

. U N, guv'noi- don't!” 1 gesped, im
alarm,

| I (]

anyhow.
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“It's all right, Nipper; if 1 die now
the end will only be a little sooner for
me—that's all,”” said Leo. ‘' But liste
for a« mgment. When I was hlkin;
a short timec ago an idea struck me. This
goisoned watcr ia doadly, as I said. But,

y adding a certain minoral salt, tho
cflect of the pomon is completely nulli-
fied. Well, we've got a good supply of
that mineral salt in our medicine-trunk.
I remnembercd that, and I';m putting my
lheogf to the test.”’

“ By gum!” I bresthed teasely. * Do
—do you—you think——'’

“] am pot sure, Nipper,”' interposed
Lee. I positively lieve that, by
adding this mineral, the water is now
drinkabje—and, indeed, as wholecsome as
ever, shhough unpleasant to the taste.
The poison is utterly killed. That, I re-
peat, -is my idea. re is only one way
to test my theory. and that is by drink-
ing. [I'm not going to ask you fellows to
risk it—eo watch me."”

“ Hold on!” gasped Dorric. * How
can wo tell f your i1dea i3 right or
wrong "’

Nogon Lec smiled grimly.

“If I'm right, 1 ehall survive,” he re-
plied. " HIf I'mi wiong— — Well, in less
than a minute the poison will take coffect.
I shall be able to tell you whether I'm
gui to live or die. In an hour, indeed.

shall lapse into a state of complete coms
—from which thereo will bo no awaken

inﬂ."
** Don't risk ¥, guv'nor!’ I mutiercd
fearfolly. ' Oh, don’'t— Oh!”

For, with a hand thet was pcrfectly
steady, tho guv'nor had lifted the mnug to
hia_lips. e emptied the vesscl cow
plelely, and then smiled.

“By Jove! How delightful!” he ex
claimed. * Well, #’s over.” |
We sat silent, staring at him in awo

and foar. A minute two minutes
—three. Then the detective rose to his

t and stretched himself. He smiled

wn at us with serone calmness. .

“Who wamtas a drink?" he asked
genially.

‘* Is—is the water all right '’ I gasped.

‘' Perfectly,”” smiled the guv'nor.
‘‘ Rather amusing. ien't it> We have
been talking of a horrible dcath. and oll
the whilc the water is harmless. Wo
sball be able to continue our journey,
cxactly as we planned.”

** How—how do you know--—'
- ¢ My decoar Nipper, if the poison had
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still been active, 1 should have been suf-
fering tho most dreadful agony by this
time,”’ replied Leec. ‘“To tell you the
truth, I should have been writhing in the
sand, foaming at the mouth, in the throes
of the most terrible torture conceivable.
I didn’t go into these details before—but
I can now.: Don't you understand, ye
cripples? The water’s all right! My
iden has panned out the right way.”

I.ord Dorrimore passed a hand over
bis brow.

“It’s beyond wme,”” he murmured.
“Gimme a drink, old man. You look
chirpy enough, anyhow. I'd drink sewer
water at this moment!”’

+ We were soon drinking, The water
tasted bhitter and aickly, and altogether
nasty; but it was the most delightful
drink I’d ever had. Neclson Lee had
completely killed the ison—but, in
doing so, the water had me horribly
wnpleasant to the taste. But it was
thirst-quenching and wholesome.

Fiverybody drank, and then we thought
about making some tea. This would dis-
guise tho beastly taste, anyhow. And,
strange to say, wa weren't at all excited.
W'o were saved—but we remained quite
cealin,

Dorrio langhed eaaily.

*“Lee, you'rc a marvel,”” he cxclaimed.
“lf it hadn’t been for your amazin’
knowludgo of poisons, an’ all that, we
«iould have perished. You ought to
heve been a chemist, old man. You are
a chemist, in faot. By Jing! I want to
~hout, but my throat’s still a bit off-
LU'ODI‘."

Umlosi gava a grund,

“Truly thou art named well, my
master,”’ he exclaimed. * Thou art Um-
tagati—the wizard. Thy powers arc even
as thoso of the witch-doctors of my own
people. But I insult thee, Umtagati.
Thou art a master of the wizards. The
witch-doctors of the Kutanas are even as
insects that crawl, compared to thee.
Wau! How can words tell of my ad-
miration? O, thon might,y worker of
mawiwe, I grovel at thy feet.”

Aud Umlosi proceeded to grovel.

** Get up., vou old idiot!"’ grinned -the

’

guv'nor. "I haven't done anythin
Jover. It’s merely a simplo chemi
vhicnomenon. J was

lcep—1 ought o
?ﬁo very first. But

have thought of it at
1 wasn't quite sure, you sce.

At the end;.of an bour, however, we
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were all quite sure. We had suffercd no
ll-effects, and tho hot tea was quite
palatablo.

It was a mevry meal we sat down to
after darkness had fallen. The grm
clouds had lifted, and all was well again.
Professor Lyla’s villainy—if he was actu-
ally the author of the crime—had come te
nothing. The guv’nor’s profound know-
ledgo of chemistry bhad saved us.

We slept like tops, and arose at dawn
refreghed and robust in health. Every
bag of water had been treated, and the
whole supply was now drinkable. And
the guv’nor and Dorrie decided to press
on into the desert. _

Everything seemed lovely in tho
brilliant marning sunlight. The ver
desert sands glistened and gleamed wit

lory. I bad not hoped to see another
rc‘imm—e:tc:e:pt while suffering from burn-
ing thirst, and with the knowledie of
death within me. But now——  Well,
now, the danger had passed.

Our camels, of course, were in no need
of water; they were ablo to carry their
own supply. '

That day we made fine progress, and
our water, although somewhat ua.
pleasant to the taste, was quite refreeh-
mng.

I don’t think I'll bother to desciibe the
rest of our journey in detail. We hadl
troubles anl worries, but they were only
slight. And on ane occasion we got out
of our course. In the end. however, we
sichted a pcculiar formation of 10cks,
These rose from the sands in towering
heights. Now, according to Dorrie’s in-
formation, the oasia lay half a day's
journey beyond thesoe rocks.

Our spirits were high. Dorrie, before
coming to England, had made the mcat
exhaustive inquiries, and he had suoc,
ceeded. in finling an aged Scnoussi who
told of a small, desolate oasis, which was
quitc out of the track of things. his
oapis was never visited, and the chances
were that it was the oasis we were look-
ing out for. If it wasn’t, we should havo
to start all over again,

But it was!

It wa: eveming when we sighted the
tiny haven of the desert. Through
binoculars I saw a few stunted trees and
a kind of hilll with vegetation growing

n it, . And, as we drew nearer, the
place took definito shape, Jt was an
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oaste, Dbut there was no sign of human
life.

We wove all silent as our caravan ap-
proached. It was comforting to know
that we ourselves were safe, for here we
should be able to procure fresh water.
A return to Ssawa was only a matter of a
vine davs' journey. But what of
Lawrence Mannering? Was he here—or
bad he perished?

When we were within half a mile Lord
Dorrimore let out a loud huil. He was
anxious, but he did not allow us to sce
this—or he tried not to. And we, in
svrapathy, yelled also. Umlosi and the
guv'nor sent up a terrific shout.

But the oasis remained deserted.

“I’'m afraid we've come to the wrong

apot, Dorrie;” said Nelson Lee. ‘ Exther
that. or Manncring ”
“By glory! Look there!” roared

Dorrie excitedly.

At the top of a rise, just ahead of us,
a strange fizure had risen into view. Was
that the figcure of a man?
I stared in awe and wonder. The thing
was nearly naked, but I mmade out that
it wore the rcmains of a pair of white
drill trousers. They were dingy yellow

now, and e¢nded halfway down the
ﬁgurle's thicghs. Above he wore nothing
at all

His head was smothered with matted.
siragely hair. and his face was well-nigh
invisible amid the growth of hair. He
came towards us with a staggering gait,
his arms waving wildly. trange cries
carne from his lips.

¢ Good heavens!” uttered - Dorrie.
¥ Is that poor old Pinkic?”

“If so, hc must be mad,” said the
guv'nor. ‘“I expected it, Dorrie.”

The wild figure ran towards us, and we
came to a halt. My camel wouldn’t
squat, so I jumped down, and landed
violently. Dorrre and Lee were already
down. And the strange figure rushed
up, panting violently.  His eyes were
glittering with an overpowering excue-
racnt. And then, cﬂlite suddenly, a wild
cry came from his lips.

“ Dorrimore!” he shouted shrilly.
$ Dorrimore! I'm dreaming>oh, this
can't be true! Dorrimore—"

- It's Pinkie!’ roared Dorrie, rushing
forward. ‘ You're not dreamin’, old
man. It's real enough. I’ve come alon
to dig you out of this mees. Thank good-

Surely not!
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ness, youw're all vight. Give us vour fist,
old son!”

The wild figure stood, swavine uncer-
tainly.

“ Thank
haskily.
savoed—"

His emotion ovcicame him, and he
satk down into the sand, clutching at
Dorrie's feet, and sobbing violently, Ile
was, in fact, hysterical, and it was &
pitiful sight. Dorric didn’t know what
to do.

“It's all right, old chap,” hc said
gently. “ Don’t make an ass of yourself,
vou know. Have a drop of brandy—it'll
do you good.”

Lawrence Manncring lifted his head.
His bronzed checks were streaming with
tears, and there was a light of wonderful
thankfulness in his eyes. But he was in-
capable of speech at that moment.

Exactly two hours later he
changed man.

Our camp was made in the centre of
the little oasis, under the shade of some
palms. The tents were up. and evers
thing was a-bustle. We had quenched
our thirsts with draughts of delightfully
cool, fresh water.

Mannering had been led to the oasis,
sobbing, but he recovered shortly after-
wards, and we left him alone with Dorri-
more for a time. And, after two hours.
as I said, he was completely changed.

He had recovered his composure, for
onc¢ thing—and Dorrie had altered hi+
appearance amazingly. When he emerged
from the tent hc was attired in a new
white, drill suit, with a soft collar and e
pith helinet. His hair had been cut, and
he had shaved himself.

We could now see that he was a man
of about thivty-five, with even features,
and kindly brown eves. And Professor
Lyle had declared thet Mannering had
died in the desert! It was proved be.
vond doubt now that Dorrie’s suspicions
had been well founded, and that Lylo
was an umnitigated scoundrel.

“JI=I don't know what to say, Mr.
Lee,” he exclaimed quiectly. *° What can
I say? ] only know that you have saved
me from a living hell. Within another
month I should have gone mad. Indecd.
I was on the verge when I saw your
cacravan. You campe just in time to
avert the disaster.”

muttered
should be

Heaveu!”  ho

“I—I knew I

wa3i a
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* You 1nust thank Dorrie for your de-
iverance, Mr. Mannering,”” smiled the
gUV’ nor.

“Don’t call him Mr. Mannering, for
gooduess’ sake,” grinned Dorrie. ““ Ho's
Pinkie. I'vo told him all about it--we’ve
becn exchangin’ yarns, in fact, while the
forests werc Tnin cleared. Wo'll bo uble
to make a cushion out of all the surplus
bhair an’ whiskers.”’

‘* Lylo betrayed me,'’ said Pinkic, his
eyes gleaming. ‘‘ Ho derugged me, and
left mo on this ocasis. When I recovered
I was alone. How could I get away? 1
“theught I was doomed to die of madnas
‘in thy desert. My position was all the
more galling becauso 1T knew that the
Brouzo City was within four days’ camel
journey."”

* Only four days from here?”’ I cjacu
lated.

‘*“ That's all.

“Well, let’s have some grub,” sad
Lord Deorrimore actically. ‘‘You'll
welcome a change, Pinkie, after a diet of
Jatea an’ olives and things. They’re
good cnough, but they’re liable to get
monotonous. Umlosi's been buay, T see.
Allow me to present you to Umloai,
Pinkie. He's a royal prince, and a
thundering good fellow in every wey."”

Umlosi grinned.

“Thia is a great Jay. O man of soli-
tidde,” he exclaimed. *° My masters have
journeyed far to rendar thce aesistance.
It is well. Our mission has teen success-
ful, cven as [ dreamed it would e, But
I had other drecamms. 1 saw a city of
woundrous mctals, which shimmercd in the
light of the eun, and glowed beneath the
moon’s silver rays. And thero were men
thero, my master—bronzed men, and one
with a skin that was even as thine.’”’

“ You're wrong there, old friend,"”
smiled Manpering. ‘ The (ity of DBur-
nished Bronze is descrted—"’

“ Tt is not 0, O N'Koee,'" intorrugited
Umlosi. *‘ These men are intruders—
they are thine encmies. Wau! I am
impaticnt to be on the move, so that I
may meet this craven wretch who treated
thec so foully,. Ho is in the (hy of
Shining Mectals, master, with his
treacherous servants.”

Dorrie noddod to Mannering,

“ Umlosi’s right, I'll wager,”” he said.
* Lyle‘s got to the Bronze City, and he’s
theie now, By Jove, we shall probebly
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collar him red-handed. Then we'll take
bim bark to Baawa with us, and—— DBut
hw;;ll”d«'i«h what to do when we've gos

“ Wise words, O Shimmering Esc,”
muriuved Umlosi. ‘' My enake tulls nre
that the white reptile, thine enemy, will
nover return to Saawa. Thero will ha
the flowing of blond, and his bones will

lio in the City of Shining Mectals foe
rvermore.’’

Somehow or other, Umiost's solemn
words made us think Nelson Lee was
looking rather grim as we proceeded to
demolish our evening meal. The guvror
did not caro to regand this atfair as one
of his detective cases,

But, of course, it was, actually.
Dorrie would certainly have perished m
the desert had he come out alone. For
the incident of the poisoned water-bags
would have occurred just the same—but
Nelson Lee would not have hecen present
to save the caravan

We hail reached a definite point in our
investigation, Lawrence Mannering had
been (ound, alive and well, and thus it
was obvious that lLyle had ecruelly aud
treacherously turned upon the mau who
had led that ill fated oxpedition fo the
City of Bronze

Indeed, Pinkia himsolf told a <tory
which was sufficiently damning. We
were all r and anxious to lay haneds
upon Regmald- Lyle. The man was
romethi a wnoted Egyptologist;
but, for all his »scientific attainments,
he was umloubtuﬂ{”. scallywag. At
the commencement had hesitatad at
murder; but, finding that Lord Dorree
more was on his track, he had con-
osived the awful plot which had nearly
resulted m our deaths.

Regindd Lyle was within four day's
march of ue—if Umlosi’s predietion
turned out to be truwe. An
from the information we obtained
at the oasis of Saawas, there was o
distinet probability of Anuding Lyle as the
Jdead oy,

judging

So far we had been smiccessful. Could
we to be successful to the vors
end? Well, anyhow, we did , an

after remuining a full day at the oavie
of ‘* Timbuetoo '’ we pulled np our tents,
and the caravan moved onwarde

Our ships of the dessrs, s0 to k
t full pail for the City of Du.rm
N3P,
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CHAPTER V.

THE ANRIVAL AT TEE DRAD CITY --WE

MEKNT WITE A SURPRIAL —AND MISICOR-

TUNE DEs(ENDS UPON US—THEN UMLOSI
FROCREDS TO CAUSK TROUBLE.

i MAZIN' ! said Lord Dorrimore

A in & tone of intemse admiration.

“ Thou art surely wise in thy
choico of a word, N'Kose, my
fathor[” oxclaimed Umlosi. * For is
not this onc of the most amazing sights
our cyra have ever behold? My dreams
wnro as water unto wine, compared to
thisr spectacle of wonder. Thy great
kraal of l.ondon is mighty, indeed, but
how ocanst thou think of that wlilst
gaung upon this?”’

To tell the truth straight out, we were
within sight of the City of Burnished
BRrooze! Wo'd been five days out upon
tho dcsort, having beon deluyed by going
ot in tho wrong diroction, but at last
vir objective was reached.

This, in iteclf, was a triumph

Wo had found tho lost city; we had
arrived at the gates of the Bronce City.
‘onsidoring that wo had no positive
t.formation as to directions it was
almost providential that we had asuc-
ceeded at all. Dorrie and the guv'ner
declare oven now that we met with the
most astounding good luck. For it was,
ofter all, more by luck than anythiug
clse that we arrived at our destination.

It was evening, and the sun was low
in the sky. Darkness would not come
walll an bour had pased—and theun it
would come suddenly. But, in the cven-
ing sunlight, the sccne was grand in the
exiromo.

Behind us stretchod the vast deeert ; it
steetchod to right and to left. But,
night ahoad, thore gleamod & strange
and wonderful city of the dead—a ity
desertod countless yoars ago

8enousmt  caravans had  sometiumnos
sighted this city, as wo well knew, but
none had vontured to explore it. For
those sons of the desert are our-r-
slitious to a dcgree, and they had
avolded the

We rode our camcls slowly, and gazed
ahoad with admiration. The rays of the
sun %ouched scores of domes and walls,
and thoy secmed to shino and glimmer
Jike burnished brounze

The cliy was of consid:rable extent,
and surrounded by a high jagged wall.
Ghat wall, at onc time, had probably
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been amooth and cven; Lul now it was
fulling to decay.

‘T'he place had had no inhabitants for
more voars than I cared to think about.
Mannering and Dorrie had come here,
because they wore anxivus to make his-
tory. But tho guv’'nor and I meant
business—and that business was to get
hold of Professor Reginald Lyle.

Our caravan was heading straight for
a white gateway. Buildings of all sizes
and shapts wore to be seen through tho
gatoway, but there was not a sign or a
sound of any human inhabitant.

At lust we arrived at the gateway, and
we entered in wondering silence: Dorrie
and Manunering led, Nelson l.ee and 1
came close behind, then Umlosi, and
then the Senoussi servants.

We could see, now, that the buildings
wore not made of metal, Lut of some
curious, bronze-colourod stone, which
was highly polished, and shone like
bronze itself. But there were countless
decorations of copper and brass, all
burnished 11 some wonderful manner, .
so that they had kept their polish
through all the yeurs.

Wo arrived at a big square, but did not
dismount. In the ceatre of this square
a well could be secn, and there was a
pool of sparkliug water. Here and
there palms grew, as though they had
been placed there by human hands but
recently.

Aud over all reigned a solemnu, awe-
inspiring, brooding silenwe. The effect
was almost unculm;; It was the city of
the dead, indeed. For the most part the
buildings were well preserved, but the
majority of them were in a state of
gomi‘ rull.

The square was paved with stone, but
much sand was covering it, and here and
there wero truces of coarsn grass. The
guv nor, practical as usual, was looking
rather worried.

“We have seen no sign of Lyle's
party,’’ he remarked. ** Perhaps he has
not arrived yet, or his camp is situated
in a distant quarter of the city. It is
utte poseiblo that he approached from a

ifferert  direction, and eontered by
another gateway. In any case, we had
better be cautious.’”’

‘““ My dear old chap,” said Dorrie,
‘““we're more than a match for that
hound. Hiv caravan isn’t szo large as
ours, in any case, aud if he's fool cnough
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to show fight we have the superionity of
numbers.”’

Mannering looked rather grim.
«*“I'm rather anxious to meet Lyle!”’
he exclaimed. ‘‘I sha'n’t enjoy explor-
ing this place until he and I have settled
aceounts.”’

‘“ Well, it doesn’t look as if you're
going to meet him yet awhile,” said
Dorrimore lightly. ‘* Suppose we make
a camp here? I don't think we can
betier this place—and I'm rather keen
to sample that water.”

We all dismounted, and were soon
busy watering the camels and, inciden-
tally, watering ourselves. It was a
apring of unusual purity, and the -water
was as cool as ice. Camping here was
like civilisation compared to the open
desert. But that brooding silence seemed
to subdue us somewhat, and we could
not shake the effect off.

Wo were just thinking of pitching the
tents, when something happened. Al-
though there were plenty of buildings
here, we didn’t relish the idea of occu-
pying any of them. We were all busy
except Pinkic. He stood a little apart
from us, gazing up at one of the buid-
ings with undisguised admiration and
joy.

He had been set upon leading an ex-
pedition to this place for years; and now,
having reached his goal after terrible
tvials, it seemed all the miore welcome

to him. And, by the look of things, he.

had forstalled his rival! ever now.

Had retribution overtaken Lyle? Had
his caravan been suffocated in a sand-
storm? It was quite ossible. 1
thought of this and I paused to look at
Mannering. And then, as I men-
tionod, something happened.

Pinkie, who was some way from us,
uttered a sudden yell. _

- We all loolkked towards him, rather
startled. .

‘* Look out!”’ roared Pinkie. ‘‘ We've
been ambushed——"'

He didn't get any further—or, at
least, I didn’t hear the rest of his remark.
For, a serics of fiendish cries rent the air
from every direction. And then dozens
of Bedouins poured from all the build-
ings, and rushed towards us.

’I%en the disaster came.

We were all totally unprepared, and
the Bedouins were upon us before we
could even attempt to any weapon.
We fought like the dickens, but 1t was

useless. We were quite surrounded,
arnd I, for my part, expected to feel a
knife in my ribs. But I was merely
grasped by two sturdy sons of the desert,
and held a prisoner. Dorrie and the
guv’nor and Pinkie were in a similar
plight. _

Umlosi, poor chap, had been on one
of the camels at the first alarm, and n
leaping down he had caught his foot in
the saddle. As a result, he brought his
head a terrific crash upon the stones,
and effectively stunned himself. ‘Thus,
our greatest fighting man was put out of
the running at the very start.

He and our four Sencussi servants
were collared without any trouble. The
Bedouins wero yelling and shovting and
jabbering. And, near one of the build-
ings, I saw a man in European clothing
—Professor Lyle!

We—that is Dorrie, the guv’nor, Man-
nering and I—were hustled without cere-
mony across the square and hurled into
one of the buildings A stone door was
crashed to, and we heard a prop being
jammed into place.

The whole affair was over in less than
a minute, and we were left gasping.
What had happened to Umlosi and the
rest of our party, we didn't know:; but
what we did know was that a disaster of
the first magnitude had befallen us,

Nelson Lee was simply furious.

I had seldom seen him so terrnbly
angry. But bhis anger was directed
against himself more than anybody- else.

“ We were fools—fools!”’ he exclaimed
fiercely—'‘ and I was the biggest fool of
us all!”

* But—but we drin’'t know—"' began
Dorrie. |

** Didn't know!” raved the guv’nor.
‘* We ought to have known! Great
Heaven' To think that we should walk
into such a trap—when we were actually
anticipating something of the sort!

Dorrie, this is a terrible misfortune.”
“It's appallin’’’ said his lorvdship
“Jazedly.

** But T don’t know what happened,
vet!’ I gasped. ‘“ Are we all here’
Where’s old Umlosi? 1 hope he isn't
hurt—"

‘¢ Killed. probably,”’ interjected Nelson
Lee bitterly.

«“ 1 think you're a bit too bhard on
Manpering. How could we be aware
of this? Lyle's caravan, I understood,
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was ouly a small one. Ye!l I'll swear
those Arab rascals numbered a score.”’
Nelson Lee nodded.

“ That is where we made the blunder,” | with themselves, and they certainly had

he satd.  “° We knew that Lyle’s caravan
was smaller than ours, so we thought we
were safe. Moreover, there was no sign
of Lyle or his men. Yet the truth is
perfectly obvious.”

‘- Blessed if I can sec it, anyhow!” I
grunted.

*“ Lvle, on his way here. evidently fell
in with a large party of wandering
‘Bedouins,” said Lee. *‘ Having some
idea that he was being pursued, Lyle
persuaded the Arabs to attach them-
selves to his party. He probably offered
them considerabf; inducements 1in the
shape of spot cash. At all events, these
Bedouins were not with Lyle when he
left Suawa. As for the rest—well, our
astute enemy must have spotted us in
the far distance. He made plans accord-
ingly, and allowed us to enter the city
without giving a sign. Thus, when we
were totally unpreparcd, his men
swoopaed down and took us by surprise.”’

““ Well, it wasn't our fault,”” said

Dorrirnore.  “ No good blamin’ our-
solves. How could we know? We ought
to be thankful we're alive. Those
Bedouins, with their wicked-lookin’

yataghans, could bhave polished us off in
no time."”

““ I.vle probably gave orders that no-
bhody was to be killed,” said Nelson Lee.
““ But the preposterous mature of the
whole position! We came here to capture
Lyle—and he has captured us! ’Pon
my soul, Dorrie, I'm {urious.”

““ That’s all very well, Mr. Lee," said
Mannering. ‘“ I'm furious myself—but I
don't think we ought to revile eurselves
for what has happened. As a matter of
fact, we were on the look out for en am-
bush; but Lyle had a card up his slecve
which we weren’t aware of. It's first
blood to him—that’s all.”

Nelson Lee was silent.

We looked round our prison, now,
and saw that it was only a tiny square
building, with the one door, and a little
glit of a window. The window was open
to the four winds, of course, but so
narrow that nothing larger than a terrier
could have squeezed through. And the
walls were two feet thick.

I pressed up against the slit, and
peered out into the square. The slant-
ing rays of the setting sun streamed
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across the wide space, and T could sce
our camels and stores being examined by
tho Bedouins. They were looking pleased
good cause. There sign of
Umlosi.

But, right away in the distance, down
a long street, I saw Professor Lyle. He
was walking briskly towards a high tem-
ple-like building. As I watched, he dis-
appeared into the temple.

Of course, the rotter had scen that
everything was O.K.—that we were col-
lared fairly and squarely—and he had
gone off to his headquarters.

“Can’t we get out cf this hole?”’ I
asked desperately. -

“I'll be the first to leave—if you’ll
show me the way.”” replied Dorrie. ‘“ My
dear Nipper, we're like convicts in Dart-
moor gaol; we can't get out of this
cell by sheer force. If we do escape,
1it’'ll be by some ruse or other.”

This didn’t sound very hopeful, and
we all remained silent. The guv’'nor was
thinking deeply. Then, through the
slit of a window, we heard a commotion.
We didn’t trouble to look, however. It

was ouly the Bedouins celebrating.

I was nearest the window, and T sud-
denly started.

A well-known voice came to my eara.

‘“ Thou pigs and sous of pigs!’’ roared
the voice. “ Wau! This 13 going to he
a good fight, methinks! I see the rerl
mists, and my muscles tighten. Como
on, thou straight nosed dogs—I am
ready for thee!”

I csught in my breath with a gasp,
aud looked outside.

Then T gave a whoop.

““ Umlosi’s got free!’ I shouted ex-
citedly. “My stars! He’s fighting
about a hundred Arabs, single-handed!”

This was an exaggeration, as I realisod
at the time. But there, just outsido
another square building, similar to our
own prison, stood Umlosi—or, rather,
danced Umlosi. .

We all crowded round the little slit of
a window, gazing out upon the square.
Fortunately, I had the premier pusition,
und s0 I could sce everything spiendid'y.
I was sitting in the sialls, so to speak.

And I was filled with wild enthusiasm
as I witnessed old Umlosi's. wonderful
performance of spear-work. He was, in
fact. engaged in mortal combat with no
less than thirtecn or fourtcen Bedouins.

It was a giorious fight.

was Ino
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CHAPTER VL

VMIOS8I SAVES THE SITUATION-—AND THEN
‘‘HE TABLES ARE TURNED UPON THE
. ENEMY—WE CAPTIURE J.YLF—BUT HE
AGAIN RBRESORTS TO TRICKERY,

| MLOGST had succeeded in getting oug
l l of his prison. I learned after-
wards that he had been thrown
down contemptuousiy by the
Aralis.  What did he matter? He was
.ninl{ a nigger—and a stunned nigger at
that.

But the Bedouins made a large-sized
mistake when they underestimated Un-
loei’s capabilitics. For the black giant
soon recovered from his temporary dizai-
ness-—his skull was as thick as a cannon-
ball, and just about as hard.

As he told us later on, he was not
placed with our Senoussi servants; he
had becen pitched into a little square
building, and the Arabs had not sccured
the door at all tightly. Of course, they
had made the mistdke of thiaking that
he was put coinpletely out of actiow.

But Umlesi. was a fighting man from
head to foot; he came from a fighting
race, and was the champion of his tribe.
His first thought upon recovering was for
reprisuls.  He didn’t dally about, and
hold sccret sessions, or cabinct councils,
or anything of that sort. He'd been
kunocked about, and somebody was going
to suffer! Uinlosi didn’t realise the fact
that his head was npearly cracked by the
paving stonces of the square. These
Bedouins had been the cause of the whole
trouble, and so they should cxperience on
their own account !

Umlosi got out. of his prison casily
enough, By a stroke of luck, he spotted
the great assegai lying in the sand some
vards off. He made a dash for it, and
then let out a whoop of defiance.

After that the fun started. It was
then that I heard the commotion, and J
watched the fight with bated breath.
Somnchow or other, although the odde
were 50 overwhelming, I had terrific
faith in our Kutana friend.

He was simply a marvel with his
assegai, and, although the Bedouins were
armed in their own peculiar way, they
weren’t 2 matoh for Umlosi. The men
of the. desert had lances and yataghans—
da:roer-like, double curved sabres.

They were njinble fellows—lean, wiry,
and hardy. But they were rather below
middle stature, and TUmlosi simply
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towered above them. likc a liner over a
submarinc. And Bis strength was simply
terrific.

But, in spite of Umlosi’s size. he was
every bit as nimble as the DBedouins
themselves. One blow of his awegai
nreant deatn--positive, certain eath.
E(IT when Umlosi thrust, he thrust to

ill.

It was his death or theirs. T dou'd
think he cared tuppence whether he died
or not. Hec was seeing the red mists, and
when he was in that statc he was in tho
seventh heaven of glory. A fight of this
sort was shecr joy to him. TIf he went
under—wcll, that was just the kind of
death ho wanted to die.

But Umlosi didu’t go under—not he!

The yells and shouts of the Arabs rent
the air, and Umlasi’s own crics were tre-
mendous.

“Ine. thou narrow-headed s«cum!’ he
shouted, as he fought. ' Didst thon
think to keep me in prison? Thou fools
and double fools, thou art fighting the
King of the Kutanas, and thou shalt shed
thy blood upon thesc sands. Ha, ha!
That was trichy, my fine friend—but sce,
I am even more tricky than thou!"

One of the Bedouins had flung himselt
at Umlosi from the rear. But the black
chief was cqual to the attack. His speac
swung round, dripping blood, and the
next second it pierced the heart of the
Arab who was about to drive his yata-
ghan home.

Five of T"mlost’s attickers had already
fallen, and the others were beginning to
lock scarcd: but reinforcements were av-
riving, and the five were soon replaced.

““ Thou canst come in hundreds !’ bel-
lowed Umlosi defiantly. “T am realy
for all of thee, thou desert pigs!”

As Umlosi was speaking, he backed
against ithe polished bronze wall of onc of
the buildings. Great as was his valour,
and .bis contempt for these Arabs, he
nevertheless realised the advantages to he
gained by having his back to the wall.
Ouce surrounded, he would be struck
down by sheer weight of numbers. Bui
now he could not be surrounded.

“ Oh. he’ll win, guv'nor!”’ 1T gasped.

*“I beliecve he will, Nipper. But the
odds arc terrvible, and we must be pre-
pared to see him fall—"

‘** He won’t fall?’ declared Dorrio ex-
citedly. “ By jing! I'd like to, be out
there helpin’ bim. Just look at the old
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bounder! He’s keepin’ ’em at bay——|

Woa! 'That was a negr 'un!”’ k
A Bedouin had flung his lance with un-
erring aim, and the weapon had flown

straizht at Umlosi’s bared chest. But,
with a movement as swift as iightninw.i
ho jerked aside, and .the lance crashell
against the wall, and fell. At the same
'second Umlost gave a deathblow to

another of his enemies.
~ The fight proceeded ; it was truly fear-
ful. and it was soon apparent that the
'‘Arabs were losing heart. Thev did not
know how to deal with this amazing
mountain of blackness.

)} If we escaped, we should certainly owe

cur deliveranco to ' Umlosi—that was
certain. His assegai swirled this way
and that. ‘parrying thrusts from the

dcadly vataghans and lances.

Umlosi himself seemed to bear a‘
charmed life. So far he had only been
scratched on one arm. Yet, in reality, |
nhere was nothing ecxtraordinary in his
Ruccess,  PFor he was a fighter of exoep-
tional merit, he possessed "a dead
weapon, and he had his back to the wall.

Four more Bedouins went down, and

then thc others, realising that thev would
share the fate of their comrades if they
rematned, turned tail and fledl hetween
the buildings.
v C'ome back. thou cowardly reptiles!”’
he shouted. ¢ Hast thou no heart for
further ficht? Wau! I am disgusted.
‘The battle was just raging well, and my
arm was becoming nimble. (Come back,
tnou desert scorpions.”

the Bedouins had had quite
cnotigh, and, very impolitely, they re-
fused to entertain Umlosi’'s proposal. He
stood there, gazing round him in sur-.
prise. He had leen quite prepared to go
o for another hour, if n~cessary.

“Hurrah!” I velled. “ Good old
U mlosi !

““1-hear the voice of Manzir!" declured
Umlosi. “ 1 come to thee, thou youth
cf the shining c¢yes! I come to thee.
N'Kose—] come to thee, Umtagati!
These enemies of thine are defeated!”

Aund the black giant ran across the
square with lizht, nimble strigles. He
grinned at me as he approached the
window, and the next moment the door
prop was down. and we all crowded out.

“ Giood man, Umlosi!”’ exclaimed Dor-
rimore. ‘“° That was a splendid fight, old
friend. Thou has done well!”’ |

“I:d T not come to serve thee,
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N’Kose, my father?'’' asked Umlosi. €1
should be but a poor specimen to travel
thus far, eating thy food, and drinking
thy water—although, mayhap, the water
tasted not good at one time—without
rendering thee aid when it is within my
power to do so. I am happy, my
masters.”’

““* You've jolly good cause to be, too!”
I declared enthusiastically. -* You fought
magnificently, Umlosi, and you deserve a
dozen pats on the back and five hundred
iron croses!”’

““Thou ar. surely joking. Manzie. 1
have heard tell of the crosses that arve of
iron,”’ said Umlosi. * Are thev not pre-
sented as a token of savagery to those
soldiers of the white race that arve as the

AR

serpents ’

‘““ Never mind iron crosses!”’ exclaimed
Dorrie. *‘ My particular wish, just now,
13 to get my fingers round Mr. I.yle's
throat. Either he¢’s been scared by this
rumpus, or he hasn’t heard anything of
it. Did anybody see where he went to?™

I nodded.

“Yes, I saw himm go Into a building
quite a long way off,”’ I replied.

‘““(zood, Nipper!” said Nelson Leoe.
“You'd better lead the way to that spot.
Personally, I have an idea that Lyle is
in ignorance of this debacle amongst his
valiant troops, If so, we shall surprise
him—as he surprised us.”

It wa3 growing dark rapidly, and so we
decided to lose no time. I led the way
across the square, and made for the
temple in tho distance. Our camels were
still in the centre of the square, most of
them contentedly lyfng down, and wait.
ing for a feed to come along.

But the Arabs had completely disap-
peared. and we guessed they were fleeing
to their own camp in another part of the
citv. In all probability, they had decided
to leave this dread place without loss of
time—forsaking the noble Lyle and all
his works.

At any rate, we were not molested ag
we made our way towards the temple.
We walked straight in without hesitation,
and saw at once that it was used as a
camp. Boxes and trunks and bales weie
lving everywhere, and 1t was undoubt-
edly Lyle’s headquarters. .

Upon a ledge stood a small lamp, and
this was burning brightly. Our foot-
steps rang clearly through the building.
It was not 30 very large, but in a perfect
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etate of preservation. And the air within
was deliciously cool.

A figure appeared from behind a row
of pillars, and came towards us.

** What is the meaning of this?’ de-
manded a harsh voice. ‘“ Why are you
walking in here¢ without orders—— Why,
what—""

"“We just want a word with you, Pro-
frssor Lyle!” said Nelson Lee quietly.

The man stood: stock still for a second.

** A thousand curses!’ he snarled.
“ Those fools bave let you out, then?”

Before the guv’nor could reply, Lyle
turned on his heel, and fled. He went
behind the pillars, and we heard him
pelting down some steps. With a scries
of shouts, we zave chase.

Just behind the pillars we saw a flight
of stone steps leading downwards into
what was evidently a cellar. A candle
was burning there, and I, who reached
the bottom at the same time as the
guv’'nor, saw that the place was after the
ervle of a erypt.

f.vle was disappeanng into the shadows
at the far end of the underground
chamber. And then, quite suddenly, a
crash sounded, followed by a wild cry.
Dead silence followed.

** What's happened?”’ panted Dorni-
more.

“J don't know—but we’'ll soon find
out!"” said Nelson Lec griinly.
- We hurried forward, the gav’nor pick-
ing up the candlo and carrying it with
him. In the flooring of the cellar there
vawned a jagged hole. Weakened by
age, it had given way Dbencath Iyle’s
weight.

And there, lying below us in another
vnderground cavern, lay the man who

bad caused usy so much trouble and
dunger. He was unconscious, and
bleeding. The fall itself had nct been so

sovere, for the distance was only slight,
but the man had evidently caught his
head on a projecting piece of -stone-
work.

The ghv’nordrolmod down firet, after]

making sure.that the rest of the stone
flooring was sound.. He dragged Iyle’s
nnconscious form asile, and we all fol-
lovwed him. The candle was still wn the
gav'nor's hand. . .
‘“ He'a not hurt much,” exclaimed
Nelson Lee, after a short cxamination.
“ T expect he will come round in a few
minutes—"" - |
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“ Great Scotd! What's all this?” 1
gasped suddenly.

I.eo and Dorrie and Manncring and
Umlosi had turned. And then they, too,
cried out aloud. For, lying upon twao
great stone shelves, were piles  of--
precious stones! At least, that’s what
they lonked like ad first sight. ° They
were all cut perfectly, anl the innumer-
able faccts glistened liko a thousand
colours. _

I:fing close to them was a hugoe mound
of dull brown coins of curious deaign. I
thought, at first, that thcy were copper
or bronze. But we soon found that they
were really made of pure gold—only they
had been tarmished with age.

“It's a treasurc!” I gasped wonder-
ingly. ‘' I—I say, we muat be dreaming.
T1—1I supposc all these things are bits of
glass?”

But Nelson Lee, who had been examine
ing the piles, shook his hea:l.

“They are diamonds—rubiecs—sapphs-
ires !’ he declared quietly. ’Pou my «wonl,
Dorrie, this journey was worth uunder-
taking! This lot’s woirth a cool million,
at the very leas.”

“Fan me!l” murmuared Lovd Dorri-
more. ‘‘ I’m faintin’, you know! Dul
vou expect to lind diamonds an’ things
heve, Pinkie?”’

“1 hadn't the least idea that such a
treasure existed!” replied Mannering, in
an awed voice. . ‘I don’t believe Lylo
knew of it, either. Ho was merely out
for glory. He got an idca that he'd like
his naimne to go down in history.”

The finding of this treasuro had taken ns
all by surprisc; but, after the fivst <hock,
we calmed down. It was a glovious find,
no doubt, and it sent our spirits soaring;
but, somehow, wo weren't so very ex-
(ilm].

* There seems to be another chamber
over here,” said Dorrie.  * There might
be another million or two lyin’ about
loose. If so, we'll give Umlosi one of
'em—one of the millions—for his good
services !’

*“ Thou are jesting, N Kose,” grinned
Umlosi. “ What want I with thesq

lasscs? They are pretty things, may-
1ap, for women and girls, but of what
us¢ are they to men—such as thou
and I?” ' |

We laughed, and passed into another
crypt very similar to the first. A heavy
stone door had barred our way, with a
huge cross-piece to keep it in position—
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4his  crose piece slipping  iuto  slota.
Umlom had to lifs that length of stone
up, but it was propped againat the wall,
without being removed.

“H'm,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Nothing
hare. '’

He moved into the caravan, and we
hiud all followed, eager tn see if there
wore any other treasures. UUmlosi, who
aoomed leas interested than any of us,
brought up the rear.

“ No luck !’ I exclaimed. ¢ The Plsce
ia a3 bare as a prison cell—ard there's no
other exit, either. Well we mustn't
grumble—"’

Slam' Crash!

We all turned round with a united
gasp. The heavy stone door had slammed
to, and even as we stared at it, we
heard the stone cross-piece drop into its
alot with a dull thud

CHAPTER VII.

TRICRLUD AGAIN —BUT FVERYPHING TURNS
OUrT AL, RIGUHT IN THX
SHOWL \ NPARK OF DRCENCY—WE RETURY

TO CIVILIRATION

FLRON LEE uttered a sharp cry.
“Did you touch the door,
Umnlosi?”’ he asked quickly
“I, Umtagati?”’ said Uinlowi.
“Thou art  mistaken. The door
crashed--—"'

“ It must have swung to of its own
nccord, T put in.  “ Let's press against
i—-"

A husky voice came to us, dimly and
indistinetly.

“*You are imprisoned, my friends!"”
it s, You scored a little while ago,
Lut the fates wero against you. I leave
the City of Burnished Bronze to-night—
taking with nse the ticasure you so
hindly discovered!”

‘“‘ Lyle!”" muttere:1 Mannering, be-
tween hie teeth, ‘

Wea waited, but no furthar sound came
tr us. Wo gazed at one another in the
flickering  candle-light. We were all
rather pale, and Umlosi's eyrs were glit-
teoing dangeorously.

“* It would have becn
choked that vile wrdtch, N'Kose,”' he
suid, almost roproachluily. ‘““ We are
Lolploss, indeed. Even I, who possess
the strength of four other men, can do

i.othing here.”’
(ne look at the stanad duor tald us

well to have

END —AND LYLE
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that nothing short of a dynamite charge
would bring it down.

‘“ Phew!”’ said Dorrimore. ¢ We do
have some changes, and ‘no mistake!
Thia time it looks as ‘hough we were in
a proper fix. We haven’t got Umloxi to
fish us out of this hole.”

‘* Well, T'in not going to blame myself,
or anybodv olse,”’ said Naealson [.ee.
‘““In’ this instance. our position is the
result of pure misfortnne. While wo
were entering this place Lyle recovered
—and took advantage of the fact that we
wero at a disadvantage. The position i3
serious. '

The guv’'nor needu’t have told ua that.
We knew only too well that the position
was serious.

At one time, perhaps, Lyle would not
have resorted to this baseness. But he
had gone so far, now, that he couldu't
back out. His villainy had led him so
deep that he didn’t care what he did.

Ho was desperate—and, at cne blow,
he had imprisoned us all. The way wax
clear for him to return to the casis of
Saawa, and civilisation, with the know-
ledge that weo should never survive.

or how could we escape’

I could see the end— the dreadful end.
We should just remain in the crypt until
we starved, or suffocated. And, mean-
while, Professor Lyle would be flecing
with the treasure'’

The wheel of fortune had turved
rapidly, and we were now completely
helpleas. It was the most astoundinys
piece of ill-luck we had ever experienced.
For this was no deliberately-plai:ied
affair.

Lrle had beon finished—he had come
to his natural end, so to speak. And
then, by a pure stroke of chance, he saw
an opportunity to defeat us. Coming to
his senses while we were within the
inner cavern, he must have staggered
up, slamming the door. Thus, in one
stroke, he outwitte:l us all—and he was
one against five'

Such a sate of affairs could only be
the result of ficklo chance. .

‘“ An’ we didn’t have time to have a
duceut feed, either!” said Dorrie regrot-
fully. “ But luck hasn't descrted us.
We'll get out all right.”’

‘““ Not by our own efforts, Dorrie,”
said the guv’nor:

“Can’t wo do anything at all?” I
askod, trying to be calm. *“ Have wu
got tu sit here, and wait for the end?
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"‘Why, we weiee better off before Umnlosi
lished us out of that other place!”

“ That’s unkind,” w®aid Mannering,
‘“ Umlosi put up a wonderful fight, and
bv rescued us all. Theu we collared
Lyle. Somehow, or other, though, he's
got the better of us. F suppose he wasn't
shzinming when you examined him, Mr.
L‘.‘O*‘” . .

The guv’nor shook his head.

. "~ Oh, no.” he replied. “ ILyle wasn't
thamming. Ie was really unconscious—
and, indeed, he must be in a pretty bad
way now.’ But he's got ms locked up
here, and we are helpless.” '

~-** Perhaps therc’ll be an earthquake,”
sald Dorne hopefully. ** Umlosi, you
old image, can’t you think of something?
Yoiu're lookin’ pretty cheerful, anyhow.
Why don’t you behave like a doomed
man ought to?’’ -

"mloei’s lips parted i a sile.

** It 18 not for me to add my voice to
thine, N’'Kose,”” he said. ‘“But my
shake tells me that this death 18 not to
br ours. Ere long we shall be free. and
the bones of thine enemy will be
roning.”’

I hope yoir snake's right--that's
all I’ said Dorrie. ** It gencrally is—an’
that’s some comfoit. But, unless Lyle
vepents, T don’t sce how we can get out
of this hole. We're trapped.”

We examined the c¢rypt thoroughly,
bt there was no exit but the one door.
Nelson Lee made us all cheerful by de-
claving that within a couple of hours the
a1 would become foul and unbreathable.
©7 o Oh, well, 1it'll soon be over, then,”
said Mannecring quietly. ** I'd rather die
that way, than linger on, hungry and
‘thrrsty, until—"’

* " Dou't!”’ pleaded Dorrimore. ‘‘ Don't
rub 1t 1, old man!”’ N

Nelson Lee bent down, and looked
keenly at thé floor. Then he went on to
his knees, and placed the candle cloge
beside him. The stone slabs  which
formed the flooring were fiush with one
another, but here and there cracks could
be seen, :

‘*If we could only get omne of theseo
slabs up, there might be a chance,’”’ said
the guv’'nor keenly. ‘“ Even if there 1is
ro other crypt beneath—and that 1s
quite possible—we could, at least, use

the stone as a2 means of battering the
door—""?

*“ Great Soott!”
denly.

* What's the
startled by his tone.

¢ Look there! Ye gods and
fishes!” roared Loid Dorrimore,
door’s open !”’ :

We all stared at the great stone door.
It stood wide open, and, gazing in upon
us, was onc of our Senoussi servants!
He was smiling cheerfully, and looked
very pleased with himself.

But he wasu't so plcased as we were!

velled Dorrvie  sud-

matter?”’

I gasped,
littke
** The

The explanation was quite simple.
We hadn’t been in any daunger at all,
really. And Professor Lyle's triumph
was very short-lived. For, outside, we
found him—dead.

The four Senoussi, it appeared, had
been imprisoned in a building quito
close to the spot where Umlosi had
fought his great battle. And one of the

edouins had entered the window of tho
Senoussi  prison. Almost immediately
after Umlost had gone, these faithful
fellows had used the lance to jerk away
the prop which held the door of the
building secure—this had been doue from
the little window:.

The quartette had then hurried along
to the temple, in oar footsteps. They
had encountered Professor Lyle emerg-
ing from the cellar. And, in the heat of
tho moment, they had slain him—they
had settled accounts with the traitor.
For acting thus drastically they couldn’t
be blamed. ,

But Lyle, knowing that he was rapidly
dying, had repented of his sins to some
extent, and he told the Scnoussi wheie
we were mmprisoned. By thce tume we
reached him, he was dead. .

The concrete result of the expedition
was this: We had recued Lawrenco
Mannering, and we had brought Pro-
fessor Reginald Lyle to book. Incident-
ally, we shared the treasure, and Nelson
Leo and I presented our lot—and it was
a oonsiderable fortune in itself—to the
British Red Cross Society.

Professc: Lyle phad failed: he had
gained nothing bat a scoundrel’'s deati
by his base villainy and treachery. -

THE ‘!a\'D. : :
| NEXT WEEK !—(Seé p. iv-of eover.)
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BEGIN THIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY!

The Boxing Sailor

A STORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY.

|

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

=)

Read this first!

d'om CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and sioker
aboard H.M.S. Flyer, makes his first
public appearance in a contest with
Jimmy Yowl, lightning feather-weight.
He wins the fight. and with the prize-
money replaces his father's torpedoed
Jieshing smack. Tom s jealous of

B0B RANDLE—who, the lad considers, is a
““slacker’ —on the grounds that Bob
seems to find favour in the eyes of

Mary THWAITES, the preily daughter of

Fisherman Thwaites, of whom Tom 1is
very fond.

FIsEERMAN CRAWLEY'S amack ¢s chartered as
a mine-sweeper, which & torpedoed by a
German submarine. Old Thomas Crautey
ts taken prisoner and carried on board
the U-boat. The others are put afloat on
a raft. They are soon picked up by

a British destroyer and landed near |

Weathersea. Tom and Bob go to meet
them, and Mary 18 very anxious about
the fate of old Tom Crawley. DMean-
while a big boxing malch 1s fixed up
betuwreen Jerry Nelson and Tom. It s
a draw, and just as the audience are
about to leave the hall a whirring noise
¢s heard. A moment later something
strikes the buslding itself. The building
however, 18 not much hurt, and Tom 18
able to get his mother home. He then
goes round to see Mrs. Thwaites, and 18
anuch relieved to find her cottage vs un-
touched. Bidding her good-bye he con-
tinues his way.to the harbour. Here he
sees Captain Walsh, the commander of
the Flyer, who tells him the ship will be
ready to engage the enemy in a day or two.
The next day Mary asks him to go with
her to say good-bye to Bob, who is leaving
for the Frond. Tom sees that Mary is
crying as she bids Bob adieu, and all the
wuy buck he ts filled with hate of Bob,
of Mary and of himself. Just as they
reach the harbour they me-t a party of
blue-jockets.

““ Hallo, Tom! wyou're wanted,” they
cry. ¢ The I'lyer’s goiny out on Special
Seirviee” ’

(Now read this week's tnstalment.)

THE HUN MURDERERS AT
WORK.

N that moment of supreme agitation,
I when he felt his whole outlook on
life undergoing a change. Tom
Crawlcy was glad of the opportunity

of doing something.

To go to sea in the old Flyer, with a
chance of taking it out of the Hun, vwas
a sheer delight to him just then.

How he and his mates raced down to
the harbour! How they leapt imto the
boats that were waiting for them there,
and were pulled swiftly aboard the de-
strover.

One and all asked the same question,

t;!’

in bated breath, - What's up?

|

| They could only hazard a gues-.
Opinions were conservative.  * Sub-
marines,”’ said some. ¢ Enemy destroy-

»

crs,”’ said the others.

The latter were in the minority.
‘“submarines " had if.

At any rate, hore was the Flyer, ready
for sea, and within a few minutes she
glided from her moorings, and shot past
the harbour's mouth like a greyhound,
the sad-cyed and sober fishermen watch-
ing her departure without a murmur.

They, like the rest of the inhabitants
of our tight litvle island, forebore to
cheer. The time for cheering and flag-
wagging was not vet. They feft all that
sort of thing to ¥ritz, conlident that,
when at last the time did come, they
would be justificd in indulging in a de-
monstration such as the Huns could
never hope to equal.

As Tom hurried about his duties, he
swept the sea, when opportunity offcred.
with eager eyes, ‘' looking for trouble,™
as he termed 1t. ,

Here and there he could sce the sub-
marine chasers busy. Overhead flew a
naval airship. dipping every now end
then, as her pilot steered her into the
wind. TVuarther along the coast there was
another of these smull, but decidedly

The
{
|
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useful, craft. There were also several
geaplanes to he secn, these operating a
mile or two off the land.

“Yes. It must be
thought Tom.

. He’d forgotten all about Bob Randle.
or Mary, or his father in captivity. All
he wanted was a submarine to show her-
self for just a moment, so that thc Flyer
might accomplish her revenge.

The light was not over good just now,
though the day was nearing its close.
Great masses of fleccy cloud drifted along
bcfore a stifish breeze. White caps
showed upon the sea.

‘The atmosphere was oppressive. The
minds of all aboard were filled with a
vague expectancy.

They covered a good mmany sea miles
at a fast speed, and then, in the dwstance,
sweeping smoothly upon her journey
from France to Britamn, they espied a
majestic hospital ship.

There was no mistaking her, even if
some of them could not distinguish the
big disc bearing the red cross which was
painted so clearly upon her sides.

She was a2 grand vessel, one used for
much longer voyvages than to France and
back during the piping times of pcace;
yet she had never fulfilled such a splcndi(j
1NHSSION as now.,

It was her duty to bring the anguished
and broken suffercrs of the war home to
peace and rest, and she had a thousand
" times over justified her existence.

So steady was she that shc hardly
dipped at all to, the swell.

Right ahead of her swepf a destroyer.
In the distance,. astern of her, were two
siipilar war vessels.

Ere

Her journey had almost ended.
long she would be safe in port.

‘“ Ain’t she a beauty?’ exclaimed 8ea-
man Tomkins. ‘““Gosh, if a German
submarine was to git 'er now!”’

‘“Don’t tawk rot!”’ answered Teon
peevishly, for he was excited and a bit
unstrung. * As if a U-boat would show

submarines,”’

[

*.vself, with all them destroyers about!}

Not likely—" e

The words were hardly out of his
 mouth, cre there were signs of agitation
on the bridge, commands were tele-
graphed below, and like magic the speed
of the destroyer was increased, and her
course was altered. -

An instant later one of

her guns spoke,
then spoke again. -

31

All cyoes

Bang! Bang! DBoom!

Every man stood at his post.
were directed ahead.

At what? Ah! Tom Crawley saw
now, as he eyed the spot wheve the shells
were bursting,

There a low whale-back stood revealed,
as tho sea lapped it, with an urregular
superstructure above. Tom had seen
such things before.

It was a U-boat.
rang from his lips.

What was the encmy’s intention? Too
soon he knew,

That flattcned seam that appearel on
tho surface of the lapping sea was the
wake left bechind by a torpedo, which
was sweeping swiftly on its way towards
tho hospital ship.

The commander of the ship of merey
bad acted promptly, und altercd hLer
course. It was a gallant endcavowr tn
escapo the approaching doomwn.

Sho might do it.

Alas, no! Of a sudden there was a

A bitter anathema

| treinendous report, a mighty fountain of

water, which bore upwards with it picces
of flying debris from the shattered hu!l
of the magnificent ship.

The infamous commander of the U-
boat had accomplished his purpose.

He bad driven his torpedo into the hull

of the hospital ship, and doubtless was
chuckling at his success.

Perhaps his chuckle was killed by the
advancing Nemesis, for the Iflyer, shell-
ing the while at her best speed, rushe:t
madly at the submarine, it being Captain
Walsh’s fond hope that he might reach
tho murder boat before she had time to
execute her porpoise dive and vanizh in
the depths of the seca.

e —————

GOT HER!

“ OM—Tom Crawley!"’
‘“ What's the matter?”’ asked

Tom, his voice quivering in the
deep stress of his agitation.

“J.ook! Sho ain’t gono under yo¥,
and I don’4 belicve she can dive. We¢'ve
got her!”’

Crawley fastened his eves on the U-
boat, and certainly it did seem as if her
movements were erratic. And she didn’t
dive. '

Yt the sailot boy could hardly believe
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that they would be able to finsh her.
;t seemed altogether too much to hope
or.
- Then a ringing laugh left his lips, and
he turned to Tomkins A.B. with flashing
eyes and a beaming face.

¢ Here, don’t you sec what's hap-
pened?”’ he showted. ‘ One of our shells
touched lucky. We've damaged her
steering gear, and she can’t dive.”
-+Tomkins opened wide his mouth, and
Jet forth a rolling cheer.

tf His shipmatncs. realising. too, what was
mamiss with the Hun, did likewise. How
1oy yelled, and there was a satisfaction
expressed on rhe faces of the officers on
the bridge, too.

They also rcalised that the Ilyer had
got her. -

The destroyer simply ate up the dis-
tance that separated the rival war craft.

Nearer and nearer she swept, and then
the Huns came swarming up to the sea-
washed deck of the submarine like so
many panic-stricken ants.

Ther antics displayed a lively fear.
They waved their arms, they shouted,
they ran up and down. One man clasped
his hands and assumed an attitude of
supplication. An officer—they could tell
‘he was 'an officer because of the dis-
tinguishing .gold braid. raised his right
arm, and signalled to the destroyer.

The thinz he held was a white flag,
which he flickered frantically.

Captain Walsh turned his eyes upon
the hospital ship, saw a big hole in her
side, and noticed that she had alveady
taken a list to port. ‘

Nor had she made much progress
towards the land. He knew what that

tneant. She was doomed.

No watertight compartments could
save her. They would merely prolong
her agony, that was all.

A film formed before the brave officer’s
eyes. When it cleared. his face was
turned’ towards the submarine, upon
which the deastroyer he commanded was
rushing with headlong speed. :

Her guns were silent now. Orders
were signalled down to the stokehol-l
and engine-rooin.

‘Captain Walsh leant shouting over the
bridge.

““ Stand by there, all of you he
velled, and his voice rang like a trumpet,
** We're going to ram her.”

How “the sailors cheered. Like magic
the distance that separated the two

| B
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vessels diminsshed. The submarine was
scarcely moving. She lay there helpless,
like a log.

And, as they saw the doom rushing
Jdotvn upon them, the Germans gave vent
to a_despairing cry:

““ Mercy, Kamerads, mercy 1"

Mercy! And what merey had they
shown the wounded heroes, the doctors,
and the nurses aboard the hcespital ship.
Now that they were themselves cou-
cerned, «they took a very different view
of the srtuation.

Mercy! They should have none. At
laast, nonc until their devil’s ship had
been sent to the bottom of the sea.

A hundred yvards, and no more, sepa-
rated ‘the two ships. Fifty vards.

““ Look out!” yelled Tom Crawley.

And then the bows of the destroyer
crashed into the frail shell of the sub-
marine. All aboard the Ilyer felt the
shock, and some of the mcen were hurled
off their feet.

Tom steadicd himself by an effort, and.
as the destroyer recoiled and swerved
aside, he laughed.

““ Never mind how many shells she's
got,”” he roared. ¢ The Flyer's smashed
through them all. She’s done for.”

Done for! Half the men aboard the
U-boat had hurled themselves into the
sca in a panic-strrcken attempt to escapeo
the merciless bows of the British
destrover. It was as well, for, as they
vosc high above the deck of the U-boat,
so they wouli have slain and mangled
any German within rcach.

“ Hard astern,” was the signal now
telegraphed below, and the Flyer, under
slow specd, backed away.

There lav the submarine. with a gash
in her iron hull, through which the water
was pouring, and out of which great
bubbes were rising.

Was it a vital wound?
be so.

The Jack tars looked stolidly on.

Let the Huns boast about the suc-
cesses of their murder craft; here was
one the less at any rate.

The submarine began to settle down.
Lower and lower sank her hull, and they
could sec her stern, with the steerng gear
showing, slowly rising above the surface.
Now the greater part of her length was
under water, and oil was floating, and
bubbles rising in their thousands.

(Centinued on p. ili of cover.)

It looked to



Some of them were signalling franti-} had been hauled aboard the Flyer, and
cilly to the men aboard the British|a rope thrown to Tom Crawley had been

destroyer.
mercy.

. “1 woulin’t save a single one of ’em,”’
declared Tomkins. ‘“ Why shouldn’t
they drown as well as our boys?”

Tom Crawley made no answer,
watched those bobbing heads and terri-
fied faces .with pitying eyes. He was

They begged. pitifully for

(Captain Walsh was watching the hos-
mtal ship. Boats had been lowered, and
;»rhc scemed to be sinking but slowly.
Fhe other destroyers were standing by.
Evervthing scemed to be conducted 1n
orderly fashion aboard her. There was
- no immediate hurry for the Flyer to
~ join her sister ships.

" "*And so he ordered the destroyer to
~rpove to the assistance of the Germans.
Soon she was
_heads, and the Hun seamen redoubled
their cries. ,

., One man, with- a sort of dying effort,
managed to swim within a yard or two
of the destroyer’s iron hull, and they

" were Tom’s eyes that he gazed despair-

' ing}ilinto.
.- “Mercy. Kamerad—save he

moaned. . _
~ *Rave you?”’ answered Tom bitterly
‘“ No, you drown, and that’s too good a
fate for you!”’

“ Mercy—save me!
ewoebtheard; I am not a bad man—save

me !

among _those bobbing

but |

i

I haf a mother, a|{,r the

drawn up, with him dangling on the end
of it like a newly caught codfish.

With the water dripping and running
from him. Tom stood there, and faced
his comradecs.

“ 1t was plucky of yer, kid,” remarked
'Tomkins. ** But I'm blowed if I'"d havo
risked my life to save a Hun. He might

L. f__e_. 2 _____ 1

A VWU yuu it Jvine
boy. *‘ And I shand forged id.
your name, pleace?’

“ Oh: my name's Tom Crawley,” said
the sailor boy, as he moverd hurriedly
away. ‘““ And—hello, mates, look!
We're going to help rescue the poor
fellows on that sinking hospital ship.”’

Had he not turned his eyes on the
doomed liner, he would have noticed that
the German had started at the mention
of his name. He hadn’t seen the start.
His mind was set on other things, and
already the Flyer was dashing swiftly to
the spot where the big hospital ship was
slowly settling down, for there was work
to be done there.

T
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What's

’

e ——

THE RESCUE,

HERE was something incredibl
sublime and pathetic in the deat
of the majestic liner which had

been turned into a Red Cross ship

benefit of our wounded in France.
was 8 mighty vesgel, built to

A . L _ . _

Here
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might, she was dopmed to die. riven to
the heart by a torpedo fired from a
German under-water pirate ship.  Her

death was the death of a giant, and her

agony endmed for long.

“When theé I'lver arrived within bow-
shet of her, she bad settled down forard.
and the wounded had been brought up
upon her decks. the nurses. doctors. anl\

the rank and file of the R.A. \I (. stand-
me byv.

It was \\ondulul to sce whal' order
vrevailed aboard. how every word  of
conimand -was  promptly  obewved, but
W rhout flurry. . P

IIad thore been any  chicken-hearts
2])0.:!‘(], they miust have' eammed conragoe

b

‘the example set them by the officers.
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NEXT WEEK’S STORY wﬂl be ent;tled

s The Messages of Mystery

fh\(\

b, 3 SRRV

cLlven the most iinmid  of the I'c‘-mnlm
murses did theie duty? and what terrors
of anticipation tlicy must have (‘mlmc-J"

The w Olll'l(](\l were carried to the bm@
and lifted 10, The attendants followed
and. when the boats were full, they wete
lowered down into the sca. k.

Then they were let loose,
gently away | T ’ _

Boat after boat had been sent do
Jer sides, and onlv the lighter ea
were lert abom(l the Red (_/IO'-\ ship.

bn(ldonlv thmo Was an n\p]o\u)n

and pulléﬂ

\%‘p

k-n

t board her, and steam burit huwly fre l{é’
her

sides and (lm k<. .
Qm(l ly came the order:
"Nave \ourenl\ es \\lm can!”

(To_be .¢optinued.)
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