. S . T R I A - - - . CF W BT ST S I R L A . o AL e LR e B A . R T T el Bl BT ST B 7 - It B B L I Y " W P



il THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY No. 158

¥

~

| TAKE YOUR CHOICE !
THE UNION JACK LIBRARY,

Out on THURSDAY,

Contains a Long Detective Story of SEXTON BLAKE
and TINKER,

THE MARVEL, o.: on Tuesoay,

Contains Two Magnificent Complete Stories of JACK,
SAM, and PETE; and TOM SAYERS, the Army
Boxer,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

Out on WEDNESDAY

Contains a Splendid Schoolboy and Detective Tale of
NELSON LEE and NIPPER,

THE BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY,

Out on the FIRST FRIDAY IN THE MONTH,
Contains a 70,000 Word Yarn of Sport and Adventure,

THE SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY,

Out on the FIRST FRIDAY IN THE MONTH,
Contains a 70,000 Word Detective Romance,

FOR YOUR FAVOURITES!

GIVE YOUR NEWSAGENT A STANDING ORDER




‘THE NEBLSON LEEB LIBRARY,

THREE-HALFPENCE.

(INCORPORATINGQ THE ‘“30Y8' REALF.")

THE SCUTTLED SCHOONER.
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NELSON LEE and NIPPER. By the Author of ‘‘ At the End of His Tether,”
‘¢ The Fall of the Tyrant,’’ etc,, etc.

(The Narrative related throughout by Nipper.)

CHAPTER I.

AN IMPORTANT MEETING—CAPTAIN BURTON'S

PLANS—EXCITEMENT IN THE REMOYVE.

APTAIN THOMAS JOSEPH BURTON
smiled broadly.
‘“We're going to have some gooil
times together, my lads,”” he said, in
his bluff. hcarty voice. *“ It°’ll be a holiday
tc remember, by jings! And w¢ sail in ten
days’ time."” >

Tommy Watson took an excitéd breath.

“ Ripping, sir!"’ he exclaimed. ‘Oh, my
hat! Fancy us going away to the Paciflc,
hunting for trcasure! Sounds like a—a giddy
adventure tale! 1It's rather a pity the
schcol doesn’t break up sooner!”

‘ Begad! Pray don’'t be so abhsurd, Tommy
boy,' protested 8ir Montie Tregellis-West,
eyecing Watson severely. “I'm frightfully
worricd about my tailor. I've got a horrid
feelin' that he won’t have my holiday suits
ready in time for the start. An’ I couldn’t
sail without proper clothing, you know. 1
couldn’t really!”

I chuckled.
~“Don't you worry, Montie,”” I grinned. * I{
your tailor lets you down, you can borrow
some of my old suits. I've got two or three
knocking about in one of the box-rooms.
Just a few alterations—"’

Tregellis - West regarded me
through his pince-nez.

““ The subjcct,”” he said, ‘“is not one for
flinpancy, Benny. I feel compelled to remark
that you au’ Tommy have always displayed a
frightful carelessness in matters of dress.
Begad! I—I— Really—" .

Sir Montiz paused In some confusion, for
Captain Burton was laughing loudly, and
Tommy Watson and I were grinning all over
our faces. We didn't consider the matter
at all serious.

There was something infectious about the
captain’s laugh, and B8ir Montie himself
beamed after a vain attempt to look coldly
fndifferent.

Captain Burton was a big, blufl old gentle-

freezingly

man with a full beard. Iis face was tanned
by the suns of tropic skies and weather.
beaten until it was the colour ol m:ahogany,
His eyes, surrounded by countic-s wrinkles,
twinkled with good humour and cheerinesa,

We were sitting in Nclson L -¢'s stady in
the Ancient House at St. Freank's. [t was
evening, and the sun shone slantingly in at
the window. The guv'nor hims<cil wasn't
present, and we wcere waiting for lum,

The meeting, in fact, was to he an im-
gm'tant- one.

Tom Burton, of the Remove, wa: with us.

He was the son of this hearty oid  gea
captain, and was known throushout the
Ancient House as ‘ the Bo'sun.”” He waz,
in many ways, a smaller cdition of hwa

father—big and bluft and cheery, with a con.
stantly smiling face.
‘““Souse me! 1 can’'t get over it,” he z3aid

absently.

*“Can’'t get over what, son?”" askeid the
captain.

*“Eh? Oh!" exclaimed the Bo'sun, with a
start. “I was thinking of what you told
me a little while aun, dad. Swill 1oy
scuppers! It struck me all of a heap, and
the more I think of it the more 'm «<ur-
prised.”’

Captain Burton chuchled.

“1 suppose you're talking about Master
Nipper here—eh:'' he asked, motioning his--
head in my direction. **I was surpricel my-
self, by jings! But it has made me under-
stand a lot, Bo'sun.”

I knew what they were talking about, of
course. Nelson Lee had revealed the face
to Captain Burton that he was Nelson Leo
and that I was Nipper. This sounds rather
qucer, I daresay, but at S8St. Frank's the
guv'nor was known as ‘* Mr. Alvingten " and
I rejoiced in the name of ‘‘ Dick Bennett.”
Nobody at St. Frank’s knew who we really
were with the exception of the Headmaster
and my own chums.

But now the Bo’sun had hecen taken into
the secret. It couldn’'t exactly be h.:lkcd;
and, anyhow, It was safle c¢nough with him.
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We were destined to bhe together for many
weeks to come, and we couldn't keep up
the innneent  little  deception  during a
holiday trip to the Pacific.

For that's what was on the board.

Several months before the Bo'sun had mct
with an exciting adventure at S8t. Frank's—
almoat immediately after his arrival, In fact.
I've set down all the facts long ago, and in
all probahbility you know all about it.

Captain Burton was a retired mariner of
the old 2chool; he was a white man to the

backbone, and hc bhad really left the sca
beeause he had come into a decent little
fortune. And that's why, also, his son had

heen sent to such an expensive school as St.
Frank's. Tom Burton was onec of the best
chaps going., and as upright and openly
honest as hia father.

Captain Burton., some time before he came
in.o his money, bad hit upon a trcasure on
A tiny island mm the Pacific--goid, or some-
thing of that kind, in a sunken Spanish
gallecon, T was in ignorance of the actual
facts, but hoped to learn them soon.

Well, owing to his inheritance, the captain
hadn’'t been in any hurry to fit out an ex-
pedition to raise the gold from the bed of
the lagoon in which it was situated. But a
blackgnardly rascal named Captain Jelks
had learned the secret in some way best
known to himself, and he and his mate had
Fidnapped the Bo'sun fromm 8t. Frank's with
the cheerful object of keeping him a prisoncr
until Captain  Burton revealed the caact
whercabouts of the island. |

Nelson Lee had been extremnely active in

auring ue summer, In short, ne made 1v
plain that he wanted us to go with him
during the holidays,

St. Frank's broke up in ten days’ time, and
Captauin Burton had arrived in aeccordance
with his promise. That was the long and
the short of it. His schooner, the Swallow,
was lying In Caistowe Bay, three miles off,
und he was quite ready to start the voyage
a8 500N N8 We were.

Just recently there had been a large
amount of excitement at St. Frank’s, due to
the activities of Mr. Kennedy Hunter, &
man who had been in temporary charge of
1 Ancient House, and who had turned out
L0 be a spy of the most dangerous type.

That was all over now, and the prospect
of going oll Iin a pleasure trip to the Paciflc
was very alluring, to say nothing of the
trcasure hunt part of it. Tom DBurton was
as pleasec as  Punch—more particularly
because ‘I'regellis-West and Watson and 1
wers to accompany the party. And now, of
course, he understood the position for
better than he had done before.

“The fact is, I can’t’yce® the hang of it,”
ho adwmitted. ** By hokey! And you ain’t
Bepnett at all—you're Nipper, the assistant

-more
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of Mr. Nelson Lce, the famous detective of
Gray’'s Inn Road! No wonder you kecl-
hauled Jelks so qnickly!”

I grinned. .

‘“We'd have told you before, Bo'sun, hut
there wasn’'t any real need,” I said. * And
now that you do know, I'in still the same
chap as I was. I'm Dennett of the Remove,
don’t forget — and the guv'nor is Mr.
Alvington.”

‘“ Great marlinspikes!
said the Bo’sun frankly.

‘*I. shall have ta take you in hand, my
lad,”’ put in bLis father. ‘‘ What’s the mean-
ing of these darned exclamations of yours?
Where the thunder did you learn ‘em? By
jings! You never hear me say such qucer
things, do you?”

The Bo'sun was ahbout to make a grinning
retort-—and probably somc reference to his
father’'s * bi jings "—when the door opened
and Nelson Lee appearcd. He was attired in
cap and gown, and smiled cheerfully upon us.

“*Quite a party, I see,”” he exclaimed.
‘““ My decar Burton, you ncedn't look at me
in that peculiar fashion,” le added with a
chuckle. I am not in the least formidable,
I can assure you.” -

The Bo'sun turned red.

““But I can't get the hang of it, sir!” ho
said awkwardly. ¢ Souse me! And to think
that I've been living in the same school with
the most famous dctective in the world—""

*“ Comic, come! This won't do!” said the
guv'nor scverely. ** Whoever put such pre-
posterous ideas into your head, Burton? I

daresay your fathef has heen: blowing my
+ e $hhAa mnAn s 1X]

1t’s like a dream!"

$reamrnan vsn murm o d A b1 L f ALl

Newon Lee uv a Cligarcuue.

‘“ Wo must really change the subject,”’ ho
smiled. ‘‘ Suppose we talk of something far
interesting, captain — yourself, for
example? It is very gcnerous of you to
invite us——"'

‘*Gdenerous be hanged!” ejaculated the
ekipi)cr gruffly. “1'm selfish—that’'s the
truth about it. I want company during the
voyage, and I couldn't get any better com-
any than yourself and these splendid
ellows here. I'm all ready to start for the
Pacific as soon as the boys are paid ofl—
when the school breaks up, that is.”

“f can assure you that we shall be most
happy to take advantage of your genero-
sity, captain,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' Nipper
and I would have been compelled to remain
at St. Frank’'s during the holidays, owing
to the peculiar nature of our position. A
long sca trip, .such as you suggest, will be
wonderfully welcome. And as jfor Tregellis-
West and Watson, the matter is all settled
with thcir people.” _ _

“ We're just dying to go, sir,’’ said Tommy
Watson eagerly. ‘‘ Are—arc’ there any
cannibals on this island?” ) -
‘Captain Burton laughed heartily,
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- ¢ Canrabals?’’ he replied with twinklihg
eyes. ‘ Bless your life, lad, no! The island’s
uninhabited——  But you needn’t look so
disappointed. There are other islands in the
saine waters, and there are plenty of savages
on them. We may be able to call on one or
two—just to pay our respects. But cannibals
aren't so common nowadays as they used to
be when I was a young ‘un.”

““Begad!  That's rather a pity, sir,”
rcmarked Sir Montie. *“1 was dreamin’ of
cannibals last nright; we were havin’ a

glorious scrap. Benny was fightin® like fury,
you know. He was killin® cannibals
dozens- —"

‘“You blood-thirsty bounder!” I grinned.
‘“I've never killed a cannibal in my life,
although I've seen a few. I've been out to
the Pacific once or twice, and I'm anxious to
know where this treasure island is located.”

Captain Burton shook his head.

“You'll have to be anxious for some little
time, lad,” he said. “ I'm not going to make
any statement regarding our exact dcstina-
tion until we’re in the Tropics. It'’s not
because I don’t trust you, but because the
least there is sald abcut our real object, the
better. I have got maps and plans, and 1
know cxactly where to lay my fingers on this
treasure; but for several weeks to come we
shall sitmaiply be on a pleasure cruise.” .

Nelson Lee stroked his chin thoughtfully.

- *““Is something troubling you, captain?’’ he
asked in a quiet voice. ** You seem to be
slichitly uneasy.”

**No, sir, not uneasy!” interjected the
skinper gruffly. ‘“ But, by jings, I'm not
allogether satisfled that we shall be allowed
to do the trip in peace. There's a prospect
of villainy butting in."”

“My hat!”’ murmured Watson excitedly.

“ Do—do you mean Jelks?’ I put in.

“That’s exactly what I do mean,
youngster,” said Captain Burton grimly,
** That infernal rascal is still trying to get
poszeszsion of my maps. I'm not going into
detaiis, but I’ve had positive evidence during
the last week or two.”

““ But I thought Jelks was in prison, dad?”
asked the. Bo'sun.

““ No, son. Captain Jelks and Bill Larson
managed to elude the police at the finish of
that other affair,” replied his father. ¢ By
the Lord Harry! 1It's a pity a pair of
rozues like them can’t be set apart from all
decent folk! But Jelks is at liberty, and I
fancy that he’ll prove troublesome if he gets
hulf a chanee!” .

* Rippin'!"" murmured Sir Montie languidly.

““ What!"* snorted the skipper.

“Begad! I—I mean it’ll be rippin’ to have
some excitement,” explained Sir Montie
vaguely. *“Jt’s no good worryin’, sir. A
little excitement would do us hcaps of good,
it would, really. It would break the monotony

of the voyage, you know."”
‘““ Well, 'm hangcd!” ejaculated the
captain.

‘‘ Besides, Jelks can’'t do anything,”” went
on Tregellis-West, with serene and complete
eonfldence. “ Mr. Alvin’ton and Benny are

in
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comin’ with uz, an' there’s nothin’ more to
he said. If Jelks tries any of his frightfil
tricks it’ll be the worse for him, but it won't
make any difference to us.. Begad, no!™" -

Captain Burton laughed.

“By jings! You're right, boy, you'ic
given me the tip I needed,” he said heartily.
*“* Why should we worry, indced? [ worried
when Jelks kidnapped you, Bo’sun, mont's
ago. But everything came all right.”

‘ Montie’s confidence is mocst flattering, ™
smiled Nelson Lec. *“‘I am quite sure th:t
Nipper feels duly grateful—as I do my=zeli.”

“I'm terrifically honoured,” I grinnred.

¢ Oh, really—— 1It’'s too bad, Benny!” pro-
tested Sir Montie. “ I wasn't flatterin® at
all. A fellow can speak the simple truth, I
suppose, without descendin’ to flattery?"

" Well, we'll leave the matter as it stand:
Montie,”” smiled Nelson Lee. * If Jelks at
tempts to cause trouble we shall he well pre-
parcd for him. In the meantime there i:
much to be done in the way of preparation.
This little meecting, 1 believe, was arranged
for the purpose of deciding upon final
arrangenments?”

“ That's it, Mr. Lee,”” nodded the skipper.
‘“Of course, everything’'s in trim so far as [
am concerned. The Swallow's ready to sail
at an hour’s notice, if necessary. But [ dare-
say it will take you ten days to make tull
preparations?”’

The guv'nor nodded.

““The flrst point to be decidcd—and the
most important one---deals "with the party
itself,”” he said. ‘““How many do yoia pro-
pose to take, captain? It is already arranged
that Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson
shall accompany your son—making four boy:
in all. But I understood you to sav thi,
morning that Burton could choose some other
friends if he fclt so inclined?”

‘“ Exactly,”” replied the skipper.

‘““Bust my tops'l!” exclaimmed the Bo'sun
cagerly. ‘ Do you mean that. dad? Can we
take some other fellows along with ue?””

“ Your friends, Tom, are my fricnds,”
replied Captain Burton genially. I give

you permission to bring anybody you choose.
I daresay there will be quite a number of
young rascals eager enougit to join the
party.”

“ But—buf we can’t have a crowd, dad!™
protested the Bo'sun.

““ Naturally, I take it that you have a
certain amount of discretion,’”” said his
father. ‘““Suppose we sav two others, or
three, if you like. That wi!l make six guests
altogether. Ycu ought to be ahie to keep
yourself lively with six companions. I shail
have the delightfully genial company of Mr.
Lee, and we shall be a merry company,
indeed.”

“Souse me!"” murmured the Bo'sun
worriedlﬁ. *“Whom can I ask? Benny, you've
got to help me in this; you'll all have to
help me, messmates. Do you think 1 shali
be able to find thrce fellows who'll accept
the invitaetion?”

1 roared.

¢ Fied ‘em?”

i

i grinned. “My dear old



4

innancent Ra’sun. thev'll he swarming round . what he actunally waa.

aguv'nor. ‘‘The majority of the boys have
homes to go to during the holidays, but
Farman’s pcople are right out in California,
‘and he will be compelled to spend his vaca-
tion at the school—not a very checriul
prospect for him, poor lad.”

- He'll come!”’ declared the Bo’sun firinly.
“ He'll cnjoy a trip to the Pacific hetter than
mooning about St. Frank’s, sir. And I was
thinking about little Yakama. His people
@we in Japan, aip’t they?” '

““ Yakama’s position is similar to Tar-
man’s,”” replied the guv’nor. ““ If you invite
those two boys you will he granting them a
very high favour, and they will appreciate
it enommously. As to the third boy—well,
you can easily find a deserving case,” he
added smilingly. o

And so, when we left the guv’nor’s study,
it was virtually decided that Justin B. Far-
man and Sessue Yakama should accowmpany
us on the trip. If they had been ordinary
sort of chaps we might not have been so
cousiderate; but Farman and Yakama were
thoroughly dccent fellows, and it would
have been diflicult to choose two companions
of a more entertaining character.

As for the third guest—well, e hastened
to Study 'C in the Ancient House with the
idea of holding a solemn confab. on the
subject.

It was quite a serious matter.

— —

CHAPTER II.

THE HONOURED GUESTS—HANDFORTH AND CO.

ARE INDIGNANT—THE PARTY FORMED.
HE Remove was in a tumult.

For one thing, the Hunter affair

was still the talk of the school.

The Remove, particularly, was ex-

cited, for Mr. Hunter had' had a very special
‘““ down ’’ on the Remove.

. Tregellis-West and Watson and I, who had

played big parts in exposing Hunter for

| such times was terrific.
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eame In far murh

adventure yarns ahout the South Seas. And
here were several fellows actually going off
to the Pacific for the holidays! And he—
Edward Oswald Handforth—was to he !<f@
out of it! '

The idea was not only preposterous, but un-
thinkable. Handforth, curiously enough. ad
the idea that it was a deadly insult to lcave
him out of anything. ..His indignation at
And this thing—
this Pacific stunt, as he called it—was beyond
the limit.

Somehow or other the fellows believed
that we should search for treasure. Thcre
hadn’t been a word breathed to this eilect
—I could swear to that—but cither Teddy
Long had been up to some of his keyhole
tricks, or the juniors .had invented che
rumour themselves—quite a likely supposi-
tion. That it hit the nail right on the head
was disconcerting. . ,

At all events, the whole junior section of
the Ancient Houee was humming with the
story that Captain Burton was to take “ 0lQ
‘Alvy ”’ and several Removites on a treasure
hunt to the Pacific islands.

And Handforth broke records in {alking;
he jawed for hours on end. Considering
that his theme was always the same, the
fcllows soon became fed-up, and Handlorth -
was booted out of four studies in quick
succession.

At last he carried off his chums to Study
D and talked to them alone., Church and
McClure, who shared the study with Hand-
forth, were long-suffering youths. They iad
to be. Church and McClure liked H:ind-
forth tremendously—he was, indeed, a veiy
likeable chap. The three were inseparable
chums. Where Handforth went Church and
McClure went. To sce Handforth witnout
his chums was something of a novelty.
Handforth declared that his personality was
responsible for this; but Church and McCiure
maintained that the aectual reason was ihat
Handforth needed looking after; it wasn’b

safe to allow him out alone.
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The amount of *“ juw ' Church and McCluire
had to put up with was terrible. But thcy
were uzed to it, and didn't mind so much.
‘Handforth was plentifully supplied with
pocket-money, and he was astonizhingly
gencrous with it, and his chums overlook:u
his manifcet weaknesses. Not that they were
spongers; they were staunch and loyal
chums, and Handforth would have bcen com
pletely lost without them.

At the same time, their life was one lonz
round of troubles. Minor scraps took place
in Study D about three times a day, on the
average. I Church’s nose wasn't swollen,
then McClure’s was. Handforth had a very
impulsive habit of punching a fellow’s nose
if he expressed a view which opposed his--
Jandforth’s. This was. just one of his littie
“ ways.,” In spite of the drawbacks, howevcr,
Church and McClure were true to ther
leader. Just at present their endurance was
tried sorely, for Handforth was particularly
violent.

“Is it likely?"’ he demanded warmly—‘is
it likely that ['m going to stand it?”

‘“ It's likely that you'll have to!" retorted
McClure, who was getting tired. ** What
thie dickens is the good of growling—"'

‘““ Who's growling?'® roared Handforth.

““I—I mean to say grumbling—"

‘“ Grumbling !’ bellowed Handforth.

““0Oh, corks! There's no :pleasing you!"
gasped McClure. ‘‘ Blessed if you don't get
so jolly huffed, Handy. I can’'t see why
~you're so keen on this trip. Strictly spcak-
ing, it ain't our affair——" '

.** And, if it comes to that,”” put in Church
thoughtfully, ‘ we haven’'t even been asked,
‘Handy. I don't suppose we shall be asked.
So what's the good of making a lot of fuss?”

‘““If you say 1'm making a fuss—"

‘““ Well, not exactly a fuss,”” said Church
hastily. * The fact is, Handy old man, it's
hard lines on us, and those chaps will he
rotters if they don't take us along. But
it's no good getting excited or chjecting.
You’re not going to push yourself forward
and butt in, [ suppose?’”

Haundforth anorted.

“ There's no question of butting-in,"”” he
said tartly, “ This ain’'t like an ordinary
affair. One or two chaps extra won't make
any dilference on board a big ship. 'Taia’t
likely. And just think of the glorious times
out in the giddy tropics, with the blue sky
overhead and everything lovely!'™

“ And sharks all round, and fevegs, and
goodness knows what else!” said McClure,
in an attempt to dampen Handforth’s cn-
thusiasm. ¢ It's a frightfully dangerous place,
you know, Handy. If we went out there wv
should probably stop there for good.”

“ Rats!” eaid Handforth, “I wouldn't
stop cut there for good—''

“[ mean we should get kiltked, you ass!”
e¢xplained McClure.

‘““1 'suppose. you're trying to be funny®”
sncered Handforth. ‘ You're tryiug to choke
me off? If we ain't invited to join this giddy
party, there'll be trouble! My only nat!
Benny and those other chaps will go away
from S8t. Frank’'s with bandaged heads! A

|
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hospital will auit them hetter than a fat-
headed ship!”

Church aighed.

‘* Now, look here, Nandy, don't oo and
ask for trouble,” he implored. ** Whai's ihe
ﬁ(md of trying to punch Benny's nose?  You
dnow jolly well that he can whack you any

ay --—"’

Church poused, realising  that
blundered. Handrorth's giaze was tremea-
dons, and, by a!l rizhts, Chuech ounght to
have dropped to the floor, withered up to

he had

ashes. Strange Lo aay, he remained standing
perTectly whole.
“Say that again!” sard Handforth in

ominous tores
“You—you ain't deaf!” growled Churgi,
fired with a sudden spirit. ** And it's teae,

anyhow! Benny can whack you, handa
down! What the dickens is the cood f
bragging and blustering-—— Ow' CGh,

crumbs!”

Church proceeded to yell tustily. With ena
hound Handforth had rushed at his chuny
and had now placed bis head in chane ry.
Handforth's fist hammered away for some
few seconda.

** Now!"” he panted. ‘‘Perhaps you won't
he &0 jolly ready with your fatheaded re-
marks. It's a wonder T atick you chaps!”

Churcl;, at that moment, was vainly at-
tempting to find out why he and McClure
“atuck ' Handforth. It it bad not bheen e
the fact that Church wasn’t much hurt, he
would have told Handforth some home truths
which would have staggered that lordly
youth considerably.

But Church was a sensible fellow, and he
realised that this was no occaslon for a
big quarrel. Handforth needed lcoking after
badly, and Church had the honour of Study
D to think of. He didn’t want Handforth to
kick up a terrific row with the rest of tho
Remove at the end of the term.

“I wish you wouldn’t he so jolly impul-
sive, Handy,”’ said Church, dabbing his nose
gently. *“ Why can’t you be resigned? We
can't go on this trip to the Pacific, and it's
no good expecting wo can. For one thing,
we ain't invited, and then there’s our people
to think about. What about your pater?”

“ WeH, what about him?” demuanded
Handforth. .

‘“ He wouldn’t give you permission to sail
to the other end of the world,” put in
McClure. ““ My pater wouldn't, either. And
Church’s® people would be just the same--
they're going to take him up to Scotland
for the vac.”

““ Scotland ain’'t so good as the
Seas, I auppose?”’ snorted Handforth.
“ Scotland’s a jolly fine pluace!” declured
McClure, who had Scottish blood in his veins.
*“ For goodness’ sake chuck the whole thing
up, Handy. Your pater wouldn’t dream of
letting you go.” . . N
‘ It'a simply a question of diplomacy,
said Handforth. “If [ put it to him mn
the right way, he'll be a3 tame as your

giddy white mico!” |
“That's a fine way to talk about Yyour
“I'm jolly sure

McClure. !
iny people wouldn’'t let me 2o. And you've

South
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alwave hern ane of the best behaved chabps Handforth and Co. exchanoed clomiflrand
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zvh%rds. Somchow, I conldn't help feellng for
ash.

For, of courﬁ: he wns dotty to supposc
that he would invited. He wasn't exactly
a close chum of ours, although we had
always got on with him well enough. And
there was also the question of galning per-
mission from his people—and that was very
unlikely. '

Church and McClure looked somewhat re-
lieved. They were quite anxious to sail for
the Pacific—nearly every junior in the Remuve
was—but they had sense enough to realise
that overyhod; couldn’'t go.

*“AIl right!” said Handforth, In a thick

voice. ‘‘ All right! We'll see about this,
%vl: '('}'eorgc! All right! We'll sco about
13!

‘** Dear fellow, can't you think of any
other words?”’ asxked S8ir Montle ‘mlit,ely.
Handf{orth, who apparently couldn’t, at.
tempted to wither us with a glance, anid
then wtalked to the door, Church and
McClure, grinning allﬁht.ly. followed him.
Handforth turned back for a moment.

*“ Just you wait!"' he exclaimed darkly.
The (oor slammed, and we grinned at on.

another. Handforth's ominous threat had
no effect upon us.
‘““ Bogad! It's rather rotten for Handy, ol

boya,” remarked Sir Montic. ‘I cam't help
feelin’ sorry, you know. He's euch a blun-
derin’ ass, an’' I daresay he means well,
I su{?)osc we couldu't make him the third
guest?”

I shook my head.

‘““ My dear old Montie, we¢ want some peace
on thia ""fi A8 the Bo'sun said a little
while ago. andforth’'s one of the hest chups

in the world, but he always tries to ride the |

high
bu
clse.
The door opened abruptly, and Justin B.
Farman appeared, looking very excited.

‘““ Say, folks!" he began. “I gueas 1o
butted in, though. BIcbbe you ain’t in the
nlx_::iod for visitors just now. Say, I'll just
slide—"' -

‘““ What's up, Farman?"' I asked.

‘“ Waal, that blamed idiot of a McClure
has been blowin’ hot-air,”” sald the Amcer
can boy. ‘I gucss he was just pullin’ my
leg. (ee whiz! It couldn’'t be true—it's too
darned good to be true!'

‘“No, it ilen't, Farman,'' said the Bo'sun
smillng'-{. “It's n pity McClure talked
about it, because I was going to+hunt you
up myself. My dad’s given us permnission to
invite three other fellows. 1 say, measmate,
we should be ever so pleased I you'd come
along with us.”

Justin B. Farman stared.

““ Gosh!"’ he ga.sped. * You mcan [t?"

‘‘ Honest Injun!"

“8ay, I just can't let you know what I
think ! he exclaimed in a low volce. ' I'm
sare knocked over, parda! 1 guess ¢his I3
just about the grandest thing that ever hap-
pened! QGee! Thanke—thanks—-"

* That's all right,'” interjected the Bo’sun
lovially. ‘‘You werc going te satay here
during the holidays, wcren't yout”

horse. He doesn’'t know It himself,,
it is so. Let's talk about something

(] Surt‘ !”
“Then all ynu've got to do in tn panck
our trunk and come along with ne I put

n. * Mr. Alvington will send a ecable to youe
people, [ expect.  Anyhiow, you needn'd
worry ahout it."”

Farman's fuc: was red and his ¢ycs wrre
Rleaming.

“ [ sure thought that galoot was hlowin’
gas!” he exclaimed. *“ By «nm! This (a3
goin' to be some holiday! I kinder lvinkee
after the sea, an' if 1 ever try to thank »on
enough, Burton, I['ll sure make & mizerable
failure of it. [ just guess [ won't try.

_Blf.t.,raay. you underatand, don’t vou™’

here's nothing to undepstand,” grivued
the Bo'sun. * You're one of the
guests, Farman. Yakaigi's coming, too

‘“He’s come!”’ murmured Sir Monlin
guidly. .

Sessue Yakama had just appeared (n the
doorway. The lttle Japanese junior was
amiling all over his face, but I could sec that
his eyes were gleaming with  excitement.
Ill"cehll'ad him crowded a number ol Reinov-

8.

**'Course it ain't true!” yolled Gelilith,
“It's only one of McClure's fairy-tales,
Yakama ain't going —"tain’t likely!"

*“ What's this—a giddy tnvasion?” [ a-ked
politely.

* Really, my esteemed Beonett, T did nob
request theae hoanourable fellows to accom-
pany me to the beautiful atudy.'” said Yak-
ama., ‘It §s the matter of great regret that
they should ao far forget thekr excellent man-
ners as to push me foreibly into this aparct-

horanred

lane

- ment—-"'

“ Say, Jappy. T guess you'll just need to
shout good an’ plenty!” cricd Firman
enthusinstically, * It'a true, my son!’

“Of course it's true,” sald the Bo'sun,
‘1 wanted to do the thing propvrl{. thoiich,
If you'll honowr us, Yakama, we shoubd hke
you to join our party. Of courac,
needu’'t come unless yon MHke.  Souse me!
You're a lite chap. and you might nol
care to refuse. Juat you apeak your nind
shipmate.’”

akama's smile hecame more cxpihaiv..

“It Is the overwhelming fasvour that o
hestow upon my unwarthy and prepostecon:
persan,” he exclatmed. It g the gread
wish of mine that [ should inlced he vous
shipmate, Barton. 1 will speak the mind o
you generously intimate, and expresa my tre
mendous and amazingly inadequate thank
fulness. I am greatly pleased, Buiton, lc¢
aceept your heautifui invitation.”

‘“ GQood !’ sald Burton. ‘“* That'a settled,
then!"”

“ And what about the third?” T asked,
betore Yakama could go on speaking ~ter it
he was allowed his own way he would con-
tinue expreasing his thanks for ten minutes
on end. ** We can't exactly decide about bac
third chap-—""

A chorus of yells came from the doorway,
but I shook my head. _

' Sorry, old sons, but you aln't deserving

AKLLY

enough!” 1 auid. *' 1b'e got to be a dcierve

ing case,
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‘* Say, Benny. I guess

Farman paused awkwardly.

“Well, guess away,” I said, smiling at
2im,

‘“ Say, T happened to be chattin’ with De
Valerie last week—long before this thing got
around,” said Farman. *“ I guess De Valerie
i that same deserving case you just men-
tioned. He is, sure, It sort of looks as
though his pop aind mam are ’'way out in
Spain, or some doggone country like that.
Ife’s just got to hang around his home town
scrt of lonesome. Say, he was tellin’ me
how darned rotten it would be for him. De
Valerie's the feller——"’

< “Hallo! Who’s jawing about me?’*

Cecil de Valerie of the Remove—known
until recently as the Rotter—pushed his way
through the crowd of excited fellows at the
adoor and entered Study C. He was as
clegant as cver, and looked -carelessly in-
terested.

**What do you say, Bo'sun?’ I asked
(quickly. ' -

“I'll put it to the vote,”” was Burton's
rompt reply. I vote ‘Yes'!”

"* Begad! Same here!”

We were unanimous, and D2 Valerie looked
tn wenderingly.

“* What's the trouble?”’ he asked. *‘‘ Where
de 1T come int” ‘

“You've heard about this Pacific trip, 1
suppose?’’ asked the Bo'sun,

De Valerie grinned.

“1'm not quite deaf—what?” he retlorted.
‘“ You lucky bhounders!”’ )

‘“ Say, you’re one o’ them lucky bounders!”
roared Farman, who couldn’t keep his high
spirits in check. “ Say, yell! Yell like
Dlazes, you hobo! I guess you’re comin’
right along with us!” '

**1If you feel so
Bo'sun smilingly.

De Valerie understood in a second.

** You're—you're invitin’ me?” he asked
slowly. '

‘“Yes.”
. ‘“Thanks!” said De Valerie quictly. *I'll
come with pleasare. I don't know why the
deuce you've done it, though. If there's any
fellow in the Ancient House who ought to
be barred, Bo'sun, it's me! It's jolly good

inclined,”” added the

of you!”’
There was tremendous feeling in De
Valerie’s tone—an” 1 know why. As a mat-

ter of fact it was he who had actmally
ielped the rascally Captain Jelks in the lat-
ter's design on the Bo’sun, months before.
Since then, however, De Valerie had changed
.completely, and he was * white’’ to the
backbone. At the same time, he fully appre-
ciated the generosity of the Bo’sun’s invita-
tion. Burton had been the first to vote for
De Valerie, and I myself was struck by the
wonderfuily good feeling which now existed
hetween the one-time enemies.

De Valerie didn’t say much, but he felt
a lot. It was quite true about his people,
and I knew that we had chesen the three

q

1
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inost deserving cascs in the whole Ancicnt
House. -

‘“ Well, that's donc with!’ I exclaiined,
taking a deep breath. ‘' Goad! Everything's
all ready now. There's no need to worry
any longer.”

The honoured guests had been chosen, and
all thesc juniors, in consequence, were re-
garded with eomething like awe by the re-
mainder of the Removites.

But I little realised what was to happen
in the immediate future! |

L ]

CHAPTER III.
A VISIT TO THE SWALLOW—AYAZING NLEWe-
COMERS—A STRAKGER IN A S3TRANGE LAND.
T was a half-holiday on the following
day, and as soon as dinner was over I
suggested that we should pay a visit
to our future home—in other words, the
schooner Swallow.

By “we” I mean the members of the
Remove who would join the treasure-hunt
party. So Sir Montie and Tommy and I got
out our bicycles, the Bo'sun bhorrowed Grif-

Jﬂbhs', and De Valerie and Yakama and Far-

man got out theirs.

We started off in high spirits, much to the
cnvy of the other fellows. I noticed that
Handforth and Co. were hovering about, and
saw them hurry to the bicycle-shed just as we

** Those asses are going to follow ug,” I
remarked. ‘* Well, there’s no ‘law against
them riding to Caistowe, and they’ll be
able to feast their eyes on the schooner. It's
a silly thing to do, hecause they'll only feel
more disappointed.” _

Sir Montie looked thoughtful.

““ There’s a- quecr glint in Handforth's eye,
hegad!”’ he ohserved. *“ I noticed it all the
mornin’, dear fellows. He looks like a chap
who has made up his mind to do some-
thin’ desperate.”

I grinned, _

‘““ Handy always looks like that when he's
been diddled,’” 1 replied.

At the same time, I knew that there was
gomething in Montie’s remark. There cer-
tainly was a glint in Handforth's eye, and
it was an unusual kind of glint, too. The
silly ass seemed to be taking the thing to
heart. He had set his mind upon voyaging
to the Pacific, and e¢ven row I believed he
had a sneaking idea that he would he able
to manage the trick somehow. ' Of course, he
was offside, and he would find that out finally
when the Swallow sgailed.

Many other fellows, too, had decided to
cycle over to Caistowe that afternoon. The
affair had aroused the interest of the entire
junior school. The nearness of the holidays
and the splendid weather had put everybody
into good spirits.

The day was hlazingly hot, the roads were
dusty, and we took the journey casily.
Under ordinary circumstances we- shoulq

mﬁkrc riding out of the Triangle.
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have played cricket that aftermoon, but
cricket looked very small just now.

Sir BMontie complained vigorously—or as
vigorously as he could complain—about the
dust. He cven declared that the journey
wasn't worth the candle, but regretted it
almost at once. For Tommy Watson and
the Bo’sun fell behind, and then shot past
at full speed, kicking up clouds.

Oh, _begad! he horrid bounders!”

- gadpe Tregellis-West,

~“How does that suit you?' grinned Wat-
son, as he circled round again.

“‘l have nothin® to say, Wataon!" ex-
claiimed Sir Montie frigidly.

Tommy grinned more than ever. When
Sir Montic called him ** Watson " it proved

hbeyond question that he was severely dia-
pleased. And for some little time we rode
on in silence. ,

‘Tregellis-West, however, could never re-
main cross with anybody for more than a
few minutes, and by the time we got to
Caistowe he was beaming as genially as
ever. We dismounted from our macaines at
the. jetty.

“By hokey! Doesn’t she look fine?'" sald
the Bo’'sin admiringly.

We all looked out across the sparkling
bluc waters .of the bay. The schooner lay
there in the sunshine. 8Bhe was a splendid
craft, trim and ncat, and as clean as a new

pin,
Captain Burton was on board, and he knew
that we were coming. Evidentl'y he had seen

us, for a boat put off at once and came
hobbing, towards the jetty. We walted, en-
joying the cool breeze from the sea.

We found a grey-haired old saillor in charge
of the boat, and we tumbled into it eagerly,
and were soon sliding across the water to the
schooner. Three and dusty youths
appeared on the jetty, and I chuckled.

““ Cheer up, Handy!” I called out. ‘' No
nced for you to look 80 glum, you know.
You'll have the pleasurc of thinking about
us while we're away!”’

Church and McClure grinned, but Hand-
forth wore a stony expression. They atood on
the end of thc jetty, watching us go out. |1
had an idea that Handforth meant to row
over to the schooner himself, but before we
reached the vessel he and his chums had dis-
appeared,

“1t’'s rather rotten for those chaps,” re-
marked De Valerie thoughtfully. T [feel
ad though I don’t deserve—""

‘“Bouse me! Don't you feel like that any
more!"” exclaimed the Bo'sun, frowning.
*“ We've got to be a merry party, and there’s
no question of deserving, anybow.  Hallo,
dad!”’ he added jovially.

Captain Burton was standing on the poop,
and lie looked down at us genially as we
came alongside. Two- minutes later we were
on board, with the white decks under our
feet. We all looked round critically. The
vessel was not new, but she was beautifully
neut and clean.

** Ain't she juast eplendid?'’ said Farman
enthusiastically,

““Oh, first-clase!”’  rpremarked  Wa'ioo
‘" .!lather A pity she ain't a steamer, though,
L'l take ws o terrific time to get to the
Pacific under sail, won't 1t

‘ Dear fellow, that'll bhe all the hetter,
sald Sir Montine serenely., It we get b
calmed we sha'n’'t arrive back until the
middle of the term, begad! That'll he rather
r‘p&’niltl

‘e grinned, and greeted Captain Burton,
who had becn chatting with his son.

** Well, boys, how do you like the ol
hooker?' he asked smilingly. “I'm neot .
poor man, but [ couldn’t quite run to steam.
A slap-up yacht coats a amall fortune to run,
lads, espectally if the trip's a long one. The
Swallow won't cost much in fuel, at all
events!”’ '

“She’'s a splendid
promptly.

The skipper was quite right about the cost
of a steam yacht. We were alter treaanure,
of course, and {f the captain’s hopes wiere
fulfilled, he would be very rieh indeed. But,
after all, it was a chance, and e wonld have
been a fooliah man if he had s=peat all hia
money on a ateam-yacht. I{ the project
falled, he would simply he beggared - for
only millionairea or enormously rich people
can affard to keep large ateam-yachts «oine..
By salling to the Pacific In this schooncr the
captain was not risking much.

craft, air,”” T said

And, after all, she was a nice eraft,  The
onlr possible drawback wuuld be delaye,
Sailing shipa are svmetimes becalmed for

weeks on end, and then it becomes mono.
tonous. However, we didn’t think of grum.
bling.

Cuptain Burten took us all over thwe vesw!,
and we were delighted with the (anrters
which had becn seb apart for onr own nae
aft. The Bo'sun and Yakama and Furman
and De Valerie declded to atay on hoard far
tea, but Montie and Tommy and [ took our
departure after atnying about an hour, Wo
had arranged to talk over certain thingsa with
Neulson Lee—had becen invited to tea by the
guv’'nor, In fact, and so we couldn’t stay on
board. But there was no reason why the
others shouldn't.

We¢ were rowed ashore, and found onr
bicyclea on th:: jetty. An aged gentleman in
a blue jersey was sitting upon a still more
aged bollard, e¢ycing the scene in general with
a somewhat watery cye. A blackeavd clay
pipe stuck out of th. corner of his mcuth,
and he touched his forelock respectfully.

‘“Just bin keepin® me eye on 'ein, voung
cents.”’ he sald wheezily,

“This is o case for a eollection,”” [ ro-
marked. “The first contribution, in fact.

| When the other chaps come ashore $here'il

be another denation, grundad!”

We contributed slxpence each, znd  the
anclent gentleman gazed upon the coins with
much approval, spat upon them thougzhtfully,
and transferred them into a  myyterioua
pocket somewhere heuenth his jersey.

* Real young genta, that's wot you are,”” he
sald genially.

‘“ It's iolty cheap, begad!' said Sie Montie,
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as we cycled off. “ Bein’ a young gent for
sixpence ain’t at all bad. The old fellow
will reap a fine harvest if the other chaps
make themselves young gents, ton. I wonder
if it'll all be dissipated in bheer, dear boys?'

‘“ There's no need to wonder about that,
Montie,”” I replied. ‘‘Judging by his nose,
he's quite an expert on all matters bheery.
We can take it fairly casy on the way
home,” I added. ‘““ And what do you think
of the Swallow?”’

;‘ (:h, she’s all right,”” said Watson. ‘ But
-— )u ___l! .

" But you'd be better pleascd if she had
cnzines?'’ I suggested

‘“ Well, of course——"'

“It couldn't bhe did, my son.” I said.
“I'd prefer a whacking grecat steam yacht
myself. Bu! we shall he all right if we get
dee-nt winds. And, besides, it'll be a glorious
holiday.”

We were all agreed upon that point.
There wasn't the slightest question of being
dissatisfied. If the
dirty old honker of the worst type we should
have been delighted; as it was, we were still
more delighted; if she had been a steam-
yacht, we should have been in raptures.

- fo far us we knew at the moment, cvery-
thing was in perfect trim for the start. But
just then I reccivea a bit of a jar. —

We were cycling out of Caistowe. Except
for the usual summer visitors, the place was
deadly quict. I happened to notice a man
leaving a public-house in the distance—right
dgoqwn a small side-turning. He at once
wilked into a little alley, and 1 only saw
him for a couple of ticks. But my heart
jumped.

““Great Scott!
I asked huskily.

“ What chap?”

"1 wouldn't mind betting a '‘quid that he
was Jelks—Captain Jelks!” I exclaimed, in a

Did you sce that chap?”

low voice. “‘I'd know his walk anywhere!”’
‘“ Jelks—in  Caistowe!”" ejaculated  Sir
Montic. ‘* Begad! Not—not really?’”

““Oh, you're offside!’’ declared Watson.

** Well, T can’t be sure, and it wouldn't do
to co nozing about,”” I said; *“but I don’t
oiten make mistakes like that. If it wasn't
Jellis, it was somebody exactly like him. I
wonder if there's any trouble brewing?”

The incident was somewhat worrying, and
we continued our way thoughtfully. If Jelks
was in Caistowe it certainly meant activity
of some kind. Rut I teld my chums that it
wasn't worth concerning ourselves about;

there was just « chance that I had been

mistaken.
“The skipper's coming to see the guv'nor
}his _c:i\'ening. and we’ll mention it to him,”’
sald,

“* You ass! He isn't coming!”’ said Wat-
soin. "‘ Didn't he tell us that he'd wait until
to-morrvow ?"’

‘“0Oh, yes! I'd forgotten that——  Whoa!

Marar sgide ! I yelled.

A roar from behind us had warned us of
the approach of a powerful motor-car, and

I saw that it was roaring,along at a terrifi-*

schooner had been a

|

it up.
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cally reckless speed. Sir Montie groaned,
thinking of the dust, but I grinned. I
couldn’t help remembering that T had driven
the guv'nor’'s car at high speed on many oc-
casions, : X

Just before the car roared past us I turned
my head again. It was a rakish-looking
racer—a two-seater, with an enormous bon-
net, hinting at powerful engines bepeath. It
contained two men, but one of them wuas
hlack. The driver lounged in his seat iu the
most, careless attitude, and was attired in
flannels.

Just that one glance was sufficient for me.
I let out a yell which nearly caused Sir
Montie to dive head-first into the ditch. It
was & yell with all sorts of things mixed up
in it—amazement, excitement, joy, and I
don't know what else. But I realised, after-
wards, that it was blood-curdling.

“Good gracious!’ gasped Tregellis-West,
(1] ]'s__is____f’

‘“Stop!”’ I shrieked. *‘ Hi! Hi!”

The car shot by, but the driver turned his
hcad, and I saw a cheerful grin overspread
his features before the dust-cloud swallowed
The roar of the engine stopped
abruptly, brakes shricked, and the powerful
racer came to a standstill a hundred yards
further on. '

**My only aunt!”’ gasped Watson. ‘ Are
you dotty, Benny$"”’

““I believe I am!” I roared.

I shot forward, and my chums followed in
wondering amazement. And .when wo
arrived at the car I knew that I hadn't
been dreaming. TFor there, sitting in the
driving-seat, carelessly lighting a cigarette,
was the one and only Lord Dorrimore! And
beside him, by all that was miraculous, sat
Usnlosi !

‘““ How goes it, Nipper?”’ exclaimed Lord
Dorrimore genially. *‘ Still lookin’ as bright

an’ gay as ever—— By George! I mustn’t
call you Nipper, must I? You’re Thompson,
ain’t you, or—"’

‘““ Bennett!” 1 yelled joyously. ‘“ Great
Scott! I never expected .. to see you,
Dorrie!” |

‘“ Which only shows that you mustn't be
surprised at anything that happens in this
world,” said Lord Dorrimore placidly. * And
here's the cheerful young baronet, too. And
Sherlock Holmes, by all that’'s wonderful!”

We stood in the road breathlessly.

‘ Sherlock Holmes!”’ 1 gasped.

“ That's his name, isn’t it?”’ said Lord
Dorrimore, pointing his finger at Tommy.
“Or is it Watson? I forget. Names are a
shockin® bore.”

“The same old Dorrie!”” 1 chuckled.
“ And Umlosi, too! Oh, I know I shall wake
up in two minutes. I thought Umlosi was
fighting battles out in East Africa!’’

The black ciant in the car smiled broadly.

“Wau! It is the agile Manzie!”’ ex-
claimed Umlogi, displaying a large, number
of pearly-white teeth. * Thou hast grown
but little, O son of the wondrous Umtagati!
But my eyes see a vast_change in other re-
spects. Thou art clothed in a strange
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It appecars to me that thy

"y

fashion, Manzie.
coat is singularly brief-

Lord Dorrimore chuckled.

“ By cad, that's good!'’ he grinned. *' As a
matter of fact it is brief, young ‘un. Etons
atways were. tho bano of my existence.
They're Etons, you chunk of coal!”

*'Waun! That is a strange word, indeed, to
apply to body coverings!’ exclaimed Umlosi.
““ How comes it that clothing can be
caten——"'

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" I roared. ‘‘It's no goodl
trying to explain, Umlosi, but it's just the
namo of ‘em. Rats to 'em! I want to know
what you chaps are doing down here?"’

‘““ My dear burglar-tracker, we've come for
vou and your guv'nor,” explained Dorrie,
leaning back comfortably. * Lemme sec,
theso cheerful youths know all about it.
don't theyt I hope to goodness I ain’t puttin’
my foot in it, Nipper? Didn’'t I see your
pels at Tregellis Castle?”’

“0Of course they know all about it,”” 1
replied. ‘' But- they're too astonished to
speak.”’

‘“ Begad, it's the truth!’® said Sir Montic.
L1 haven't seen you since Christmas-time,
Lord Dorrimore. This is amazin’ly gplendid—
it is, rcally. We're all dclighted to see you,
an’ 1'm sure we shall be still more delighted
it you'll introduce us to your friend in the
bathin’ costume!’’

The introduction was informal, and Umlosi
was soon in possession of the fact that Sir
Montie and Tommy were particular friends of
mine. That was quite sufficient for the old
rascal.

‘““1L am satisfied, O nimble Manzie,"”” he e¢x-
claimed. ‘'dIs it Yor me to raisc questions”
Since these stalwart youths are thy fricnds,
they are mine, t0o0."

“1'm honoured, 1I'm sure,” murmurcd Sir
Montie politely.

““ Thou art a noble one, is it not 80" asked

Umlosi. * That is as it should be, since thou
hast a noble face. But I, too, am of great
birth. For am 1 not the King of the
Kutanas?'' -

‘“ Nobody's questionin' it, old man!" said
Dorrie. * You necdn’t think we're goin' to
make you out to be a common or garden
nigger. Yon're black, but you're white enough
inside. But ain’t we blockin' up the road?”

A minute later Montie and Tommy and 1
had mounted our-bicycles and were cycling
in advance of Lord Dorrimore’'s car, Sir
Montic- politely. but firmly, refusing to be ]
choked. In consequence Dorrie was compelled
to proceed at a very sedate pace.

I was altogether bewildered, and my mind
was in a chaotic astate. These visitors were
the last people in the world I had expected to
sce at 8t. Frank’s. As Sir Montie had said.
Umlosi was attired in a costume which came
precious near to resembling a bathing-suit.
His clothing was of white drill and fitted
him atrociously. As Dorrie afterwards ex-
plaincd, the tailor had made a miscalculation
in_cutting—not a very surprising fact, con-
sidering Umlosi's giant size. And the King

II

of the Kutanas had refused to wait whils
alterations wero perfotrmed.

The prescrce of Lord Dnrrimere was aue-
pri3ing enough, but Umlosi fairly took my
breath away. They were old friends. of
course. Nelzon Lee and I had known them
for a long while. and we had all passed
through many adventures together. Sinee one
arrival at St. Frank's, however, vwe had only
seen Dorrie once—and that had been during
the Christmas holidays at Tregellia Castle.
This accounted for the fact that hiz lordztap
was known to Sir Montie and Tommy.

Lord Dorrimore was about thc most carelvay
man 1 had ever know.. He happened to he
a millionaire, and he spent the major portion
of his life in roaming about the wild gunarters
of the carth. If he wasn’t in the hecart ot
Africa he was busily courting death in Central
Papur or some other outlandish placc of the
same sort. Strangely enough, he survived al!
fevers and other forins of death, and tured
up smiling every time.

His favourite haunt was the great African
continent, and he and Umlosi were great pals:.
Umlosi was no ordinary black;: when [ had
first met him he had heen a great chicf of
the Kutanas. But since then he had sueceeded
to the throne of Kutanaland -and didn’t
exactly like it. For he was as much a
roamer as Dorric himselt, and was newver
really happy unless he was accompanying hi3
lordship on some hair-raising adventure into
the wilds.

It was all the more surprising, therefore,
that the two should be eareering over the
peaceful Sussex countryside. I bhad ncver
drcamed of secing Lord Dorrimore now, and
1 was fairly aghast at the sight of Umlo«.
He had bcen to England once hefore, and hadl
expressed great disgust at the climate arnd
the smoke and the other drawbacks ot
London.

1 didn't attempt to gucss at any explann-
tion, but waited until it pleased Lord Dorrn-
more to tell us the facts. [ realiced that the
St. Frank's juniors would be more excited
than ever, and felt glad that Umlosi was not
sensitive, for some of the juniors, without a
doubt, would make fun of him. If s0, he
would take it all in good part.

And, my word, there was a scnsation, ten!

The Triangle was fairly deserted when we
rode in, but before Lord Dorrimoic’s car b«
reached the Ancient House steps quite a
crowd of fellows wcre gathering, to say
nothing of a number of excited faga.

““Great pip!"” yelled Owen major.
what the wind’s blown in!"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'”

‘“ Who's your inky pal, Bennett?'" stiout
Gulliver derisively.

Lord Dorrimore stopped the engine, and
lcisurely climbied out of the driving-scat, i

' L(_‘-t.)}i

cigarette still between his lips. He eyed
the crowd scvercly and waved bhis hand.
‘“ Little boys should be seen and not

heard,”” he obscrved. * Run away and plav.
my good little men. We're visitors. Don't
you know better than to be rude to visitor:?
Who's that chap with the swollen nosc?”
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Dorric nodded accusingly at Gulliver, and
that youth turned red. Ilis nose wasn’t
actually swollecn at all—it was naturally
large, and a sore point with him. Dorrie was
certainly personal, hut that was just his way.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

**You leave my
Qulliver savagely.
yours, anyhow!"

“1've been told off!” said Lord Dorrimore
frankly. ‘*As a matter of fact, it is no
busincss of mine, but one rude remark de-
serves another. My friend here isn't at all
inky, 1 assure you—any more than your nose
18 swollen.”

“ Scrve you right, Gullg!”
major.

Albert Gulliver scowled.

““Of course, if he's Bennett's pal, |
cexplaing it!"”’" he sneered. ‘* Some bloated
proliteer, 1 expect! Like his check, coming
here with his giddy nigger minstrel! Yah!
Outsiders!”’

Dorrimore looked pained.

** By gad, the boy’s rude—actually rude!”
ke cxclaimed. * Umlosi, old son, you might
take that cheerful youth and duck him in the
fountain. 1'd do it myself, hut it’s too much

of a bhore.”
It shall N'Kose!"_

* Wau!
rumbled Umlosi.

touch me!"’ gasped
** You—you heastly

nose alone!”’ growled
‘“1t ain’t any husiness of

yelled Owen

that

|

be done,

** Don't—don’'t you
Gulliver, starting back.
hlack rotter—'"

“Thou hast oflfered the deadly insuit to
N'Kose, my father!" said Umlosi, in a terrible.
volee.

{

F
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into a hearty laugh, showing all his perfect
tecth. He set Gulliver down on the ground
and held him. '

_** Thinkest thou that I would harm thee,
little one?’’ he asked genially. -** Nay, I am a
vigitor and thou art one of my hosts. Thou
hast had a fright, and it is sufficient. QGo
thou, and utter not the words of cheek
again!"’

Gulliver staggered away and vanished com-
pletely. The majority of the fellows were
greatly disappointed, for Gulliver was. a
rotter, and to see him ducked into the foun
tain would have been a sheer pleasure.

“1 thought old Umlosi wouldn’t do any--
thing rash,” I grinned. *‘ Now then, you

chaps! Don’'t you know who these gentlemen
arg‘f(m('),l’le’s a.lord, and the other’s a king!"

The juniors uttered a general gasp.

“My good old Bennett, you shouldn’t
spring it on ’em like that,”’ protested Dorrie.
‘“1t’s too much of a shock all at once. 1'm
& mere nobody, of course—just a common or
garden sort of fellow. But this noble by my
gide is His Majesty, the King of Kutanaland.
He’s a heap big pot!”’ :

The jurniors were duly impressed and ex-
cited. They soon learned that the ‘‘ common
or garden fellow’ was the Rt. Hon. Lord
Dorrimore. And there was considerable anima-
tion in the Ancient House.

After much trouble I succeeded in mar-
:shalling the wisitors along” the corridor to
Nelson Lee’s study. Nelson Lee wasn’t there

 —af course, it would happen like that'—but

** Your—your father!' roared Griftith. ** Oh,
wmy hat!”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

** Mayhap thou secst cause for merriment, O
song of the great White Kiug!” went on Um-
lost. **It i3 well. 1 am permitted to krow
thy fcelings, and shall act accordingly. Nay,
stay where thou art!’’ he added, as Qulliver
chan to edge away. ** Wau! Wouldst thou

cet"’

Gulliver, as a matter of fact, was running
across the Triangle for all he was worth, |
looked on in some alarm, for I knew that
Umlosi could run like a hare. He gave chase
immediately, and a howl of laughter went up.
Umlosi was an extraordinary flgure, and the
in  which he overhauled the
thoroughly frightened Gulliver was a scream. |

Gulliver found himself{ caught from behind.
Ho was yanked vp into the air as though he
had bcen o feather.

“ Lemme down—lemme down!”' he shricked.

‘* Thou shalt be recleased, little one, when
N'Kose, my master, commands that it shall
be 80,”" said Umlosi. * I have orders to duck
thee into the fountain —although my wits are
sorely strained to grasp the meaning of those
strango words. Ah! But what is this? Do
5. n{ot sce water, and dqes not duck mean

ll)- ’

He carried the unfortunate Gulliver over to
the fountain and held him over the water,
utterly belpless, Everybody was walting to
hear the splash, But Umlesi suddenly broke

|

H

i

*fortunately he came along a minute later, and

the passage cleared as though by magic.

‘“ Visitors, sir!’’ I exclaimed cheerfully.

' Indeed, Bennett?” said the guv'nor. ‘I
was wondering—— Well, upon my soul!
Dorrie, by all that’s wonderful!”

CHAPTER 1V,

DORRIE IS DISAPPOINTED—A STUNNING IDEA—
ANOTHER VISITsTO CAISTOWE.

I ORD DORRIMORE grinned.

‘““1I daresay you want to know what
it all means—why we’ve come?” he
asked languidly. ‘< But, my dear old
Lee, 1 couldn’t explain anythin’ just now—1'm
choked with dust an’ dyin’ for some tea.”’

“We'll have some at once,’”’ smiled Nelson
Lee as he rang the bell.

Greetings were over, and Dorrie and Um-
losi were lounging in the guv’nor’s best
chairs, Sir Montie and Tommy and I squatted
near the window, and Nelson Lee sat in his
swivel desk chair. He had been much sur-
prised to see the visitors, and was un-
doubtedly dclighted. .

““1It is good to see thee once again, O great
Umtagati!” exclaimed Umlosi. * Dost thon
remember the exciting times we had in
Kutanaland? Dost thou remember oar
wondrous trip over the sands that stretched
into Eternity? Wau! 1 like not the desert,
Umtagati. 1 would prefer even this strange
land of thine own.”

-



Several huddled forms lay in the derelict boat; and Handforth took a
deep breath. .
‘* Dead,’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘ every one of them ! *'—(See page 20.)

-
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““} admire your comparison, old man,”
chuckled Nelson Lee. ‘‘ England is certainly
betfer than the desert! Oh, Tubbs, will you
please tell Mrs. Poulter to send tea at once.”

‘“ Yes, sir,”” said Tubbs, the page-boy, who
had just appeared. ‘‘For how many, sirt”

* Oh, six, Tubbs—six, of course.”

Tubbs went off cheerfully. He had only
returned to his old post that morning, having
been dismissed by the tyrannous Mr. Hunter.
Neison Lee, of course, had reinstated him
without a minute’s delay, greatly to the
delight oif Master Tubbs.

Tea was served almost at once, and the
meal proved most entertaining. My cliums
and myself were allowed to remain, of course,
and. we ®@appreciated the honour. It was
something very special to take tea with the
Housemaster in his own apartment.

Lord Dorrimore refrained from mentioning
anything connected with the .object of his
visit. And so we were compelled to wait until
afterwards bhefore our curiosity was satistied.

Tea had been rather late, to begin with,
and it was a long. easy meal. After it had
been cleared away Dorrie and the guv’'nor
smokcd cigars and talked over old times.
Meanwhile Sir Montie and Tommy and 1
waited impatiently.

‘“ Oh, he's only just popped down for an
hour or two,” remarked Watson privately.
*“1t's mothing to do with us, anyhow., 1
vole.we buzz off.”

* Dorric wouldn't come all the way irom
London just to pay an afternoon call,”” I said,
shaking my hecad. ‘‘ There’s something doing,
my sons. I don't know what it is, of
course——""

1 was suddenly interrupted by a cry of |

dismay from Dorrie.

‘““ Rot!"' he exclaimed.
Lee!'”

**My dear man, it's the truth,’” chuckled
Nelson Lee.

““ But it can't be!"" protested Dorric. ¢ Did
! actually understand you to say that you are
gnin; off to the Pacific next week?”

“Yes."”

“ With Nippcr?”

¢ Exactly!”

‘““ An’ in a blessed old schooner?”

““ Of course!” laughed Nelson Lec.
what's wrong?”’

‘“ Everythin's wrong!’’ snapped Lord Dorri-
more. * You're not goin’, of course. I sha'n’t
let you go, by gad! I'll chain you up—LI’ll
trump up a charge against you an’ have you
ciapped into chokcy for a week—until that
bally old hooker has sailed!"’

‘*“ Why, what's the matter over here?” 1
asked, crossing the rcom.

** Matter cnougih!” growled Dorrie. *‘ This
pig-headed guv’'nor of yours, Nipper, is actu-
ally suggestin’ that he and you are going off
on some fool trip to the Pacific Islands!”

‘“* Well, it’'s true!” I grinned. *‘ Montie and
Tommy are coming, too.”

Lord Dorrimore snorted. ,

“ Do you hear that, Umlosi?”’ he demanded
warmly. g

‘1t 18 11ll, N'Kose,” hlack

‘“Don’t be an ass,

‘““ Why,

rumbled the
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giant. ‘‘ My ears have heard all that has
passed between Umtagati and thee, and I
am sorely troubled. I know not the Paciflc,
put I remember that thou hast referred to
it. Is it not a wondrous stretch of the blue
waters far to the westward?'”

* Something like that,”’ said Dorrie.
these idiots are going there!™

“Wau! It is indecd strange,”
U'mlosi.

‘““Strange!” echoed his lordship.
appallin’.  They're not going!”

‘““My dear man, we arc going!’ protested
Nelson Lee. ‘It is all arranged, right down
to the last detail. But why are you so
troubled? What does it matter to you?”

Lord Dorrimore looked utterly dejected.

‘“What does it matter?’’ he repeatced.
*“ Oh, nothin’—nothin’ at all! 1 don't count;
I'm nobody! Don't mind me at all!”’

‘““1t’s not like you to talk so bitterly——"

“1'm not bitter—1I'm thundering wild!”
said Dorrie. ‘‘ Here 1've been arrangin’ my
little pet ideas, an’ 1 come here to find
that you're gzoin’ off on some bally wild-gooso
chase to the Pacific. I meant to take pity
on you, you ruffians, an’ now I find that I'm

“ And
exclaimed

‘“It's

1;0(()j 'late. It’'s rottcn—that’s what it is, by
gad!"”’

‘*“1'm sorry—" began the guv’'nor.

“0Oh, rot! You ain't sorry at all,”” said

Dorrimore grufily. ‘1 supposc you know that
I've got & yacht? She’s called the Adventure,
and she’s & spankin’ fine boat. My idca was
a trip in the Mediterranean, or somecwhero
like that. I was goin’ to invite the whole
crowd of you. Oh, but what's the good ot
talkin'? 1It’s off now, of coursc.”

Nelson Lee looked concerned, and I did.
too. We couldn’t go with Dorrie, because cur
arrangements were all cut and dricd. But 1

Hwarmed when 1 realised that he had been

thinking of us; he knew how wec were
gituated, and he had decided to give us a
ripping holiday on his magniticent steam
yacht—Dorrie being a millionaire. His dis-
appointment was tremendous.

‘“ Miss Dare will be cut up,
grunted. *‘ She——"

‘‘ Miss Dare?'’ 1 gasped. ‘*“ Do—do you mean
Miss Eilcen, Dorrie?”

*“OI course I do, you young ass!'!”

‘“ Is—is ehe going on this trip?”

‘““1t's all settled,” said his lordship glumly.
‘““She an’ her aunt have becn especially
invited, an’ they were overjoyed. We¢ wero
goin’ to be a happy party together. And
now—— DBy gad, it's rotten, Lee! Misq
Dare’s fiancé, Captain Masters, of the Royal
Air Force, has been sent to America on somse
military business, and he’ll be away for a
couple of months. Miss Darc was dc-
lighted—"'

‘““ Delighted!"”" I gasped.

Dorrimore grinned faintly.

““ Not because Masters went away, you
young . fathead!’ he explained. *‘She was
cut up about that, of course. She was dc-
lighted, to accept my invitation, and Aunt
Esther was in raptures. They were lookin’

too,” he
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forward to a holiday all together—the crowd
of us. But now it's oft!”
““Ob, I say!” 1 exclaimed in dismay.

Nelson Lee gave me an expressive glance.
He, too, would have liked to accept Dorric's
invitation, but it was impossible. We were
already ‘' booked.”” It never rains but it
pours, as the saying goes, and it ‘was certainly
pouring now. We had never dreamed of
arother voyage.

‘] appreciate your kindness, Dorrie—we
all do!"” said the guv'nor gently.

"* Kindness he hanged!’”’

* Kindneas,”” repeated Lee firmly. * But
you’ll realise that it's impossible, old man.
We can't disappoint Captain Burton now.
indced, 1 should not think of mentioning this
matter to him. It would only upeet him--
for his ve¢ssel is merely a sailing schooner.”

“ [t wouldn't matter if it was a bath-tub.
s0 long as we were all together,” said Dorric
gloomily. ‘' But it's no good jawin’'. We'll
change the subject. You do some talkin’,
Umlosi.”

“It is not
father,” said Umlosi, shaking his head.
am troubled gorely. It is ill, indeed. That
which thou callest our ‘luck’ has deserte:|
us shamefully. Waun! I am sad!”

There was rather an awkward silenm-.ﬁ
Dorrie, hbeing a gentleman to the finger-tips,
couldn’t hutt in. He was forced to retire as
gracefully as possible. He had some too late—

in my heart to talk, my

Ocl

and that’s all there was in it.

As for myself, I was so ehagrined that 1
didn't know what to say. Eilcen Dare was
going on the trip! All my good sptrits
vanished when I realised what I should he
missing. Eileen Dare was more than a fricnd;
she had helped the guv'nor in dozens of
detective cases—she was, indeed, a detective
of the most amazing cleverness. And at the
same time¢ Eileen was about the sweetest and
prettiest girl in the whole world. I'd often
told the guv’'nor that Captain Masters was a
terrifically lucky hounder.

And, if it hadn't been for the Pacific
trip, we should have gone for a long cruise
with Eileen and Aunt Esther and Dorrie
and Umlosi! Oh, I felt awful. I even felt
ungrateful to Captain Burton—and that was
wrong of me.

8ir Montie and Tommy were rather glum,
too. The situation was awkward for us, and
it was awkward for Dorrie. And therc
didn’t secem to be any way of altering it,
cither., -

I excused myself and left the study, my
chums following me. It was growing dusk
now, and the corridors were gloomy. As it
happened, we ran into Tom Burton in the
lobby. Hc and the others had just got back
from the schooner. !

“Souse me!”’ he ejaculated. * What's

wrong, messmates?’’

‘“ Everything ' I grunted.
to Study (J!"E g

He followed us wonderingly, and Just
before we arrived I gave a bit of a gasp.
Ap. idea; pbad come into my head—a solution

‘“ Come along
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of the whole problem—and 1 was more glad
than ever that Burton was with us.

Within Study C 1 briefly told the Ro'sun
of Lord Dorrimore's plans. He listened
with concern.

“0Of course, we can't go—we shouldn’'b
dream of such a thing,”” [ concluded. ** We're
oft to the Pacific, Bo'sun—thanks to your
rater‘s generogity., But, my hat! [ should
tke Dorrie and Umlosi and Miss Eileen and
her aunt to come, too! [If they could only
be with us, everything would be absolutely
top-hole !"’

he Bo'sun nodded thoughtfully.

“ B{ hokey! I sece what you mean,” he
exclaimed. ‘'‘ But there ain't room, Benny,
That's the trouble. And the Swallow's only
a small achooner—she'll seem a rotten little
craft after a epankin’ steam-yacht!™

‘“ Begad! That's nothin',” ut In Sir
Montie. ‘' Lord Dorrimore saaid that it
wouldn’t matter if she was a bath-tub!’

**The fact is,”" I went on, * Dorrie’s a
sensitive chap. He'd rather go to prison
than butt in where he ian't wanted. He
can't invite himself to come with ua, ean
he? But aupposing we put it to your dad,
Bo'sun? Supposing we rushed over io Cais-
towe at once on our bikes---"

*“ Shiver my mainmast!’ gasped the
Bo'sun. “ That's a aplendid {dea. T haven't
seen the people, but [ know they're all
gerene, Benny; they must ha it they're
fricnds of yours.”

‘* But, mind, Dorric mustn’'t know a waord
of it.” T said excitedly. ' If he found out
that I had asked Captain Burton to proffer

an invitation, why, he’'d skin me in two
seconds! 1t°ll be as easzy as falling oft a
form, if we only arrange it right. We'll

hring your pater back with us, lntroduce him

to Dorrie, and then the skipper con get
busy with his invitation.”
* My only aunt!” breathed Watson. “I

belicve it'll work!”

“It's got to work!” I declared grimly.

‘ But—but —"’

‘“But what?"” I asked.

‘“'There ain't room, Benny protested
Tom Burton. ‘ Don't think ['m trying to
make difficulties, because ['m not. But how
can we accommodate a couple of ladies?
And there’s Lord Dorrimore, too——"

“It'I} rimply mean a little arrangement—
that's all,”” I interrupted briskly. ' We
chapg' tan sleep for'ard, if necessary, and
leave the state-rooma for Miss Eileen ond
her aunt. And, besldes, with some match-
boarding and some carpenters working over-
time, one of the holds could be converted
intg. cahins for us. Anyhow, let's put the
thing to Captain Burton at once.”

‘““ Good !’ said the Bo’sun heartily.
Aail at once!” ‘

We were all filled with great enthnsiasm,
and we ‘‘sailed’ off on our bicycles with-
out & monment's delay—and without letiing
Nelson Lee see that we had gone. He would
certainly have amelt a rat Iif he had wite
nessed our departure.

Ry hook or hy crook
end,

“We'll

Ilmeant to gain my
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Bul, at that hour, I wasn't awarc that Fate
was to decide mattera Iin her own peculiar
way —nnd Fatle, in this. Instance, took the
ghape ol Captain Ebenezer Jelks!

CHAPTER V.

AN ASTOUNDIXQ SURPRISE —PRERIL AND ADYEN-
TURE—A DISASTER.

AISTOWE was In darkness when wo
arrived.
C The air was heavy and still, and a

thunderstorm was travelling about
not far off, although it wasn't likely to come
our way. It had caused the sky ta be
clonded. We were perspiring freely after out
brisk ride, and noted with satlsfaction that
iwo or thrce boats were lying near the ‘{etty.

Nobody wns near them, and we dldn’t
worry outselves about the question of owner-
ship. We just tumbled into one, and com-
menced pulling over towards the Swallow as
rapidly as we could.

‘I'lv¢ schiooner was nearly In darkness, only
her riding lights twinkling. 80 far as I
couid see, there was nobody in the cabin,
and I thought it most probable that the
entire crew was ashore. Captain Burlon
wias on board, and he was an easyv-going
glupmaster. We should doubtless find him
guite alono. ,

Duriacg the ride I had been thinking over
our echicme. I couldn’t see a flaw anywhere.
Nutucally, a crulse in an old sailing aschooner
was not so allurlng as a crulse In a luxu-
rioua steam-yacht. At the same time, Dorrle
yould jump at the chance---1 knew {t. And
;t_ would ccrtainly be a bit of a novelty for
i,

We arrlved at the schiooner and quictly
climbed on deck. Perhaps it was beeause we
were very thoughtful, or becavse we didn't
feel like talkinlg. At all events, we¢ boarded
the Swallow sllently.

* The deck was deserted, but a light gleamed
upwards from the cabin skylight. We¢ had
1o pass this In order {o rcach the com-
panlon-way. It was slightly open, owing to
the closeness of the alr, and I glanced down.

Exactly two seconds later I clapped my
Land over the. Do’sun's month. fe had
been in the act of sending out a lusty hail,
but only anccreded In giving a weak gasp.

“ Sasshi ! I hissed uvrgently.

“ What the—"

Sir Montic only breathed the words, hut
paused abguptly. IH¢ and the others could
ee¢ that 1 was qulvering with c¢xcitement
and that my face was flushed.

I waved my hand, and my chuma crept
ncearer. While they were doing a0 I reallsed
how fertunate it was that we bad net made
nny noise. Hardly daring to breathe, we
gazed down into the cabin,

And thero sat Cuptain Burton. There was
nothing very slartling in this, but he was
bound (o lis chale with stcat cords, and
atanding beside him were Captaln Jelks and
Mr. Itill Jarson! .

- The unexpectedoess of the thing
staggering,

Wwas
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mnade a prisoner on his own ship! I koew
that [ hadn’t been mistaken during the nfter-
noon—Iit was Jelks I had scen. DBut I had
never Imaflued for a second that the scoun-
drel would go to such lengths as this.

The crew was ashore, and Jelka hud taken
advantage of the fact.- He hadn't reckoned
upon our arrival! And that was going to
make 2 big difference..

All our original thoughts l:nd vanished: wa
only wanted to rescue the skipper from these
daring rufilans. And 83 wc peeped down
Jelks commenced speaking. HMis tone va3
cloguent of satisfaction and trinumph.

“Thia ‘cre la wot comes of bin’ unreasoun-
able, Uai)'n Burton,”” he said. lightineg a
cigar. “1 ain’t the chap to do no acls ol
violence—they aln’t my character. "Ave yau
ever knowed me to be violent, BHUIY™

“*Never! declared Mr. Larson. * W,
‘ardly ever,”” he added reflectively.

*“That bein’ 50, 1 aln't goin® to do no ‘ana
to ye,”” went on Jelks. ' You can just it
there till you're rescucd. Mehbe that'il nu
8 hour, or mebbhe that'll be two or three
hours. Any'ow, me an’ Bill will 'ave time to
git away. I'm sure we're much ohliged to
yer-—you've bheen horapitality {tself!”

Cartaln_ DBurton could make no reply, owning
to the simple reason that he was gaue-d,
But his expraession was deadly, and Jelks
and Larson grinned with creat satisfaction.
Tom Burton grabbed my arm,

“Jet’s go for ‘'em!’” he gasped in a quiver-
ing voice. *“ Souse me! W¢ c¢an do t—
there's four ol us.”

* Begad, rather!”™

“Come on!" I hissed. *““ All togelher®”

We were half dotty with cxcitement., and
rushed to the companion-way, tumbled lown
in_a bunch, and burst violently into ihe
cabin.

“Why, wot —- Well, I'm busted ! gasped

i Captaln Jelks,

** You—you rotter!” roared the Bo'sna.

He was a big chap, and he simply huried
himself at Jelka with all his weight and
strength. Tommy Watson assisted, and the
raseally skipper went down upon his nack
with a thud which made the deik-planks
quiver.

Sic Montic and I tackled Mr. Larson, who
was really the wmore powerful of Lhe tvo.
And our rush was ulso violent. Lamson caught
me a terrific swipe on the side of the hea-t,
but I didn’t go down. He went down, in-
stend, and his fall was even more violent
than Jelks's had been.

“You---you yvoung varmints!'" raved Jelks
hoarsely.

Got C‘em!™ panted the Do'sun. Al
right, dad! Juat wait untid we'sNe roned up
Liwse scoundrels, And then we'll set yon

free. They'll be la peison by the ¢nd of
another hourl”
“Hi!" bellowed Captain  Jelks
“ Help, you lublers --help!”
** Help!™” cchoed Larson violently.
1 grinned.

“ Trying to make us helieve that somehorly
clee is aboard, eh?” I saidl breathieasly.

madiy.

The DBo’sun’s father had been attacked-- 1’ That trick won't woctk—"'
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*Yau walt (Il I cop you alone!” enarled
Jelks, “ By gioger! ['ve met you afore. an’
I'l meet you agin, too! I'N "arf skin you
for this job when 1 get the chancel”’

“ You'll never get it!” 1 exclaimed calmly.

e l_____"
4 “lLoot out ! roared Tommy Watson sud-
enly.

At that moment a loud clatter sounded
from the direction of the cowpanion-way,
and almoat before I could turn my head two
rough, bery-lovking men In jerseys charged
into the cabin. They were loungers of Cais-
towo-g:dJm-nmhlng pub-haunters, evi-
‘ Jelka’'s pay.

. Qreat Scots!™ I gaaped.

It hadn't been & trick, after all. The two
men must have been sitting W a bhoat at
the stern, or had bevn In the fo'c’s'le. Any-
hew, we hadn’'t seen themm when we had
boarded the schonner. They had heard the
frantic yells of Jelks and Larson.

s 'l'lmab ‘old ‘o these yoang cubs!'’ snarled
elks.

I felt myself grasped from hebind. 1
coulda’t turn without releasing my ll'lg of
Mr. Larson. As @ result, I was puiled back
wm&,l almost helpiess in the grip of the
power rufflan.

Thia left 8ir Montie tackliug Larson by
himaself, and, of courie, the thing was tmo-
possible. The same fate befell the Bo'sun
l: Watson. Within three minutes, in fact,
the

ho cafted even odda, .
*Oh! This is awful!” stormed the Bo'ram,

glaring round. ‘' By hokey!

going to pay for this——"'

“Htow your Hp!” rasped out Jelks
harshly,

“It's no good. Bo'num,”” I put In. “ We
can't do anything ageinal the four of ‘em.
Retler say a3 little as posaible.”

“It’s frightfully rotten, Benny,”” mur-
murcd Sie Montie, 1 timught we were

gettin’ on s well, too. What's goin’ (o
happen now? There's no telin® what

:h@khﬁ' trickas these scoundrels will get up
0.

“‘And over the rope, Bill)'' snapped Cap-
taln Jelks.

A evil of rope was picked up from a locker
and thres minntes tater Tommy Wataon was
bound hand and (oot. He sat on the locker
dagedly. Jelks, thus released, lent the others
a hand, and the task of strin ing va it up
wis accomplished in record time. Soon we
wers &l sitting on the locker, side by aide.

“Jee wot you git from interferin’!’
sweered Jelks, who bad recovered his good

hamour. ' As it ‘appens, it don't matter
& job. You'hl be treated the same as
were goin' to treat Cap’n Burton.”
“Help!” roared the Bo'eun, with all the
pewer of hia longe. Help—he!gé"
Captain Jetks snapped oul an oath.

** Slience that young brak!’’ he snarled.

Mr Larson clapped a gearled, dirty hand
over the Bo'sun's mouth. Thg night waa
siill, and Tom DBurton's cry might casily

|

bles were turned and we were prisoners. 4
Four then agrimet four beys can’t exactly ]

Somebody’s |

nobody else in charge.
Ao

wmornin’."’

e .
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have been heard by someone on the jetty,
ior sounds carry far over the water.

But he didn’t shout out any more. and
we were not given the opportunity. Thick
cloths were tied round our heads, serving
as effective gags.

*'That's better,” panted Jelks. * You go
up on deek, my men, an’ see if you can see
anythin’ movin' from the jetty.””

The two men went up, but one of them
soon called down through the skylight that
cverything was quiet. Jelks smiled grimly,
and stood eyeing us with satisfaction. He
sddenty burst into a laugh.

' Sallm’ next week, are yer?” he jeered.
" Not in the Swallow, yer ain't. If 1
wasn't a Kind-'earted man, I'd put you out
ol action, but I ain’t goin’ to do that. I'm
just goin’ to—— Well, I reckon you’il find
out afore long wot I'm a-goin’ to do!’’ -

Jetks left the cabin, but returned two or
'iree minutes later with the other men. -

“The boys fust,”” said Jelks. * You

needn’s ’'andle ’'em gently, neithert”

Wea were lugged up the companion stairs,
dragged across the deck, and hoisted over:
{ hoard. Juat for a second I had & herrible

1

i~aling that we were being cast into the
sa; hut I realised almost at once that
Jelks wouldn’'t be so mad as that. ‘
Actuaily, we were flung into our own
boat. The oars were missing, and there was
Almost immediately
rwards Captain Barton himself was
dropped down in amonget us. -
“Quite a happy little party,” said Jelks,
ning over the side. “ The tide's en tke
bb, so I reckon you'll drift out & hit. Well,
m won't come to no 'arm, and the Cais-
e fishin'-boats’tl sight you iIn the

‘Our boat was pushed off into the darkneas,
and it drifted away from the Swallow. I
kuew now what the {dea was. We had been
cast Into thia hoat, helpless and without
oars, and we should drift about aimlessly
throoghout the night.

It was a rascally business, but we could
do nothing. Being gagged was the worst
featare of all, for otbherwise we might have
yelled In uanison, and attentiofi would Lave
been attracted. But cur gags were secure,
and although I felt certain that I could
free m ultimately, by that time we
sll:gnld ve arifted far out of earshot of the
shore., '~ '

W& lay huddled in the boat, and the
schooner heeame merged into the blackness
ol the nlﬁllm We were drifting almost
parallel with the shore at present, and the
schooner was. already thirty or forty fathoms
away. '

(2} go}'__boys!'f i ) )
I started. The veice was thick a&md soft,

and 1 suddenly realised that Captain Burton

was npgallng. I couldn't reply, bwt } gave
a grunt. |
‘ql have heen working this imfernaf elogh,

hut I can't shift it,”” came the skipper’s

thick volce. '*But I can iuut. mannia .
inumlgle-._ 1t loosened, and 1 can work Wy
awa’'”*®
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An exbra vigorous gcrunt came from the
Bo'sun,

“Yes, son, I krow how vou feei,”” mumbled
Captain Burton. *‘ You did your best, but
they were too many for you. That scoun-
drel! He's got the plan, boys—he’s managed
to steal the plan of the treasure island!”’

We were terribly dismayed.
~ “1t's oniy a copy of the original, but
that's no consolation.” went on the skipper.
1 juat happencd to be examining it and
studying it in the cabin when they crept
abonard like chosts. . It’s a disaster, boys!”

There was a kind of a break in the cap-
tain's voice, -and 1 could easily imaginc his
teclinga, Jelks had got the plan! No
wonder he was trinmphant—no wonder he
had actcd so drasticaliy!

Just when we had been congratulating
oursclves that everything was 0.K., too!
And wity had Jelks cast us adrift? Why
hadn't he left us on board? The crew
wouldn’t be back for hours yet. The move
wag significant, and T even had a suspicion
‘that Jelks meant to take possession of the
schGoner.

Yet I conldn’t quite sec how this could be
done; and our own position was quite serious
enough without worrying about anything else.
But, although we didn't know it at the
moment, there were othiers active on this
particular night.

——— -

CHAPTELL VL

BANDFORTHL AND (0. ARE USEFUL—MORE
LXCITEMENT—AND ANOTHER DISASTER.

[) “' .\ RD OS\V A. IJD HJ\ NDFORTH
E caught his breath in quickly.

“ Looks a bit fishy, mmy sonsg,”” he
said. *‘* Jolly fishy, in fact!”
Churcelt aund McClure grunted. They
couldn’'t see anything particularly fishy in
it themselves. The trio had been chatting
together against the wall of the gymnasium

in the Triangle.

Handforth, as usual, had been doing most
of the chatting. And while engaged in this
occupalion he haa caught zight of four forms
lecaving the Ancient House. They belonged
to the Bo'sun, Tregellis-West, Watson, and
~ myself. We didn’t know that Handforth
and Co. were watching us, and werc quite
innocent in intention. |

As I have already described, we fetched
our bicycles, and hurried off to Caistowe
at top speed. And Handforth, to use his
own term, considered that our movements
were ** jolly fishy.”

“Didn’v you notice how they were hurry-
ing?" said Handfort!f. “And didn't you
twig how excited they were?” .

“Oh, rot!” snapped MecClure. * There’s
no law against their aurrying, I suppose?
And ain’t it likely that they'd be excited?
I wish you'd show eome sense, Handy.
Blest if you ain't trying to make a mystery
out of nothing!’ A :

Handforth glared. .

**You ohaps seem to be- growling and

grumbling all tke giddy time!”’ he snorted.
‘“1I never knew such wet blankets! If you
want to know what I'm going to do, I mean
to gev out my jigger and follow those
bounders to Caistowe—that’'s where they've
gone, I'll bet a quid!?

Church.

““You're dotty!” snapped
not going, anyhow!"

~**Oh, ain't you?” said Handforth threateun-
ingly. “Do you see this?” he added,
thrusting a huge fist into his chum’s face.
“If you don't comc with me, Walter Charch,
you'll get this fist in your optic!”

Church shifted uneasily.

““1 ain't afraid of your fist, if it comes
to that,” he said.” “But I suppose wec'd
better humour you. If we let you go by
yourself, there’s no telling what silly rot
yow'll get up to!” .

any other time, possibly, Handforth

would have resented this candid speech on

Church’s part; but nrow he nodded briskly.
‘“Come on, then!” he e¢xclaimed.

They hurried across to the bicycle-shed,
and Church and McClure were feeling de-
cidedly fed-up. They had heen over {¢
Caistowe -once that day, and they didn't see
why they should waste their time in going
again. But when Handforch fairly got
started, there was no telling when he would
stop.

The great Edward Oswald would not have
taken 1t as a compliment, perhaps, if he
had known that Church and McClure re-
garded him, in their own private cpinion,
very much as an asylum keeper regzards his
patient. They felt responsible for him. in
a sort of way, and couldn’t dream of letiiny
him go to Caistowe alone.

Church and McClure knew that argument
would be wuseless. The only thing was to
go, and get it over. And so they cycled off
with their redoubtable leader, grumpy, but
resigned.

*“Looks like a thunderstorm!” growled
McClure, as they whizzed through Bellton.

‘“Rats! It won't come over this way,”
panted Handforth, who was pedalling hard
‘“We ought to have started before, you
Kknow; those fatheads have got a long way
shead. We shall have to catech 'em up:”’

Church and McClure, although not in the
mood for hard riding, kept up with Hand-
forth admirably. They didn’t wish to give
him the chance of declaring that they nad
failed him at a critical moment.

And so the three miles to Caistowe were
accomplished swiftly. ,

“Not a sign of ’em!” panted Church, as
they cutered the little sea-coast town. * 'l
bet they haven't come herc at all. It's a
wild-goose chase, Handy. You always were
so jolly impulsive!”’ ,

Handforth didn't reply, but led the way
down to the front, where thc waves wcre
breaking gently upon the smooth sands. - Tue
jetty was in darkness, but four bicycles
were seen leaning against the railings.

““ There you arec!” exclaimed Handforth,
““what did T tell you? They can’t have
been here long, though. Can you spoiv a
boat going ouel’ '

N | Ilm
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The three of them stared across the Jark
water in the direction of the motionless
schooner. Nothing was to be seen, and all
was quiet. Caistowe seemed to be three-
parts asleep already, though the hour was
not late.

“Well, I'm going to squat here for a hit,”
declared Church, taking his scat upoa a
bollard. ““I don't feel up to doing that
journey bhack until I've had a rest. I sup-
pose you’re satisfied now, Handy? Or are
you going to row out to the ship?"”’ -

Handforth considered.

“Well, I suppose we'd better wait herc
for a bhit,”” he said, feeling that he had becn
rather hasty, perhaps. * But I've got au
idea in my head that therc’'s something un-
usual going on. Tae way those chaps buzzel
here was jolly queer, to my mind. And I
ain’t often wrong.”

“0Oh, no!”’ said McClure bitterly.

‘““If you're trying to be sarcastic—

‘““Not at all. Handy! said McClure. * 1
- ain’'t trying. I jolly well am sarcastic. As
a matter of faet, I'm fed-up, too. 1lf you

can see anything funny in bringing us down
to Caistowe when we ought to be hawvin:
supper—well, T can only say that you've got
a kink in your brain!”

‘“ Ass!” said Church.
kink in nothing!”

Handforth gazed at his loyal chums with
suppressed wrath.

‘““It’'s no good your goading me,” he said
in measured tones. ‘1 don’t feel in the
mood for quarrelling now. But I shall re-
.member this,”” he added darkly. *“.If your
nose ain’'t punched to-morrow, McClure, it’ll
be a jolly queer thing!”

McClure sniffed, but made no other answer.

For once in a way, however, Handforth was
to gain a complete triumph. Certainly. he
didn’'t exactly descerve it, but he took all the
credit. When he came down to Caistowe he
did so out of sheer curiosity, and not because
‘he had any suspicion that he could make him-
self useful.

The fact remains, however, that he was
there—and that made just all the difference
in the world. He and his chums waited upon
the jetty, and enjoyed the cool air after
their strenuous ride. Everything was wonder-
fully quiet and peaceful, the tiny waves break-
ing on the foreshore causing nothing louder
than a musical murmur.

And then, clearly and distinctly, came
a ciear, boyish voice from afar. It sounded
thin and faint, but was quite audible.

‘ Help—help!”’

‘““ You can’t have a

The cry sounded once more, and then came’

complete stillness. Church and McCiure
Jumped up, and Hapdforth was quivering

with excitement.
‘““My hat!”’ gasped Church. * What—"
“ 8hurrup!’’ hissed Handforth. * Listen!"”’
but no

They stood in tense attitudes,

- other sound reached their ears. A motor-
car passing along the front created a slight
disturbance, and it was certain, in any
case, that nobody but Handforth and Co.
bad heard the frantic cry. They had caught

I9

the sound mercly because they were rignt
out on the jetty.

“It—it came from the schooner!” mut-
tered Church uncasily.
* Didn’t you recognise the voice?” asked

Handforth. “ It was Burton—I wcnldn's

mind betting a quid. There's something

frightful going on out there. Pirates, or

a mutiny!” he went on romantically. ‘' Per-

haps the crew have got wind of this treasure-

hunt, and mean to pinch the schooner!”
‘“Oh, don’'t be potty—"'

‘““Chaps don't cry for help for nothing!"
said Handforth grimly., ** This is where we
get busy, my bucks.”

McClure nodded.

“Yes, we'd better go and tell the police
—"' he began.

‘“Rot!”’ snorted Handforth. ‘ What's the
good of doing that? These country bump-
kins wouldn't believe us, and we should b
an hour trying to find 'em! We've 2ot to
act on our own.”

‘““ But what can we do?" asked Church.

Handforth waved his hand down towards
the water. Now that an emergency had
arisen the leader of Study D was coming
out strongly; he was revealing the fact that

he was capable of prompt action when
necessary.

‘““The boats!” he said crisply. * There
are three or four of ‘em down here. Tumble

into one, my sons. We're going to invesdi-

gate. Rather a pity we haven't got revol-
vers, or—or cutlasses, but that can't be
helped. I daresay we shall find some belay-

ing-pins once we get on bhoard!”

Handforth was in the midst of a thrilling
sea story just at prescnt in which belaying-
pins and cutlasses played a prominent part,
and he ejaculated the words with much
satisfaction. He did it so well, in fact, that
Church and McClure half shivered. They

hadn’t believed that old Handy could
sound so blood-curdling.

“I—I say, won’t it be risky?" asked
Church. ‘“ Goodness knows I ain't a funk,

but we ought to get some mecn on the job

“If you're afraid, Church, you'd better
say 8o at once!" snapped Handforth. *I'm
only too jolly pleased to have a whack at
some pirates!”’

His chums said no more, but tumbled
into a boat with him, ‘and the painter was
hastily unfastened from a rusty iron ring.
Handforth and Church took the oars, and
they slid out across the bay.

The schooner was now absolutely silent,
and Handforth felt a twinge of disapp.int- _
ment. He had been half hoping that a
gory battle was in progress on the deck,
but this couldn't be the case. ory battles
aren't exactly siicnt occurrences,

‘““ What’s that over there?”
McClure suddenly.

He. pointed over to the left, and Huand-
forth turned hLis head.

“I can’t sce anything,” he breathed.
‘“ Your imagination, I expect. And don't
speak so jolly loudly, you euckoo! WeTe &

whispered
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tcscuce party, and we've got to steal up
sileptly —-"

““ But there's romething there, 1 tell you!”
peraisted McClure. ‘“ By jingo! If's another
boat! Benny and his pals must have
escaped. Suppose—suppose we make over
that way?”" he added eagerly.

Neither Church nor McClure were cowardly,
~but they were junior schoolboys, and they
were not nearly so excited as Handforth.
They fully realised that if something drastic
was happening on board the schooner, their
‘arrival would make no difference. to any-
body—except themselves.

But Handforth never considered odds: he:

would have advanced against a hundred with-
out quailing. Yet he wasn’t particularly
brave; it was sheer blundering recklesiness
and aggressiveness.

At the present moment he turned in his
scat again and gazed over to the spot
McClure indicated. Sure enough a boat

could be seen. But it was drifting help-
lessly, as though deserted.

‘“Some of the wounded, I expect,” said
Handforth tersely. *‘ They must have been
chucked overboard out of the way—wounded
&in't any use in a battle. Perhaps we'd
better have a squint at that boat before
we board the schooner.'”

*“0Of course—rather!”
Lreathlessly.

They altered their course and pulled over
towards the drifting boat, which was uow
.gome little distance from the schiooner itself.
The water was soon covered, and Hardforth,
who had never been known to handle a boat
gently—or anrything else for that matter—
nearly succeeded in ramming a hole clean
through the side of the other craft.

. Owing to the efforts of Church, however.
Lhe disaster was avoided, and the two boats
bumped dizzily. Severa! huddled forms lay
in the derelict one, and Handforth took in a

muttered Church

dee[;)breat.h.
“*Dead!”’ he exclaimed. ‘' Every one of
‘em! I had a suspicion—-"'

One of the ‘ dead '"—it happened to be
myself-—suddenly sat upright and gave vent
to a terrific roar of relief and joy. At
least, it-_was meant to be a roar, but my
cag -drove it down my throat again, and
the sound was confined and mulffled.

“ My hat!"" said Handforth. *‘ There’s one
of 'em alive, anyhow!” .

He jumped into our boat, and Church and
McClure held thn two little vessels together.
Exactly one minute later Handforth’s tum-
“bling fingers had found my gag and he
quickly removed it.

* Thank goodness!'' I gasped thickly.

“Well, I'm jiggered! 1It's Bennett!'”
Handforth ejaculated. ‘‘ What’s been -hap-
pening?”’ he added eagerly. ‘It seems 1o
tne that you were in a pretty tight fix—-"

‘“ Handy, old son, I'll never call you an
ass again!” I panted joyously. * Untie
these ropes, for goodness sake! You're a
stunner—you're absolutely a double-barrelied
wonder!"’ :

Handforth nodded. X

* That’s cot, of course,’”’ he szid. “I'm a
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modgs_t- chap, and I don't claim to be a
wourfuer; but I must say that I've done
this trick pretty decently. We were just
going to the schooner to engage the
enemy——-"" |
_ “That's all right,” I cut in. * Leave the
jawing until afterwards, Handy. Fish your
knife oul and cut these ropes, like a sport.”
As soon as they were cut I got busy myself,
and Montie and Tomimy and the Bo'sun and
Captain Burton were rapidly released. We
hadn’t hoped for such a quick rescue as
this, and the fact that Handforth and Co.
had come to our rescue was simply astound-
ing. But there wasn’'t time to think of a!l
that just at present.

‘“Bless my soul!” e¢jaculated ('nptain
Burton. f“This is indeed fortunate. By
jings! We might be ahle to detain those

infernal scoundrels even now. Did they sce
you coming to our rescue, boys?"

‘““Not likely, sir!"” said Huandiorlb
promptly. *‘ We were jolly careful."”

“I haven’t had time to thank you, but
we'll talk about this later on, by the Lord
Harry " said the skipper. * We must pull
back to the schooner at once. We're scven
now, and we might be able to overpower
Jelks and his men!”

“*Souse me! We must try it, dad,” eaid
the Bo’sun excitedly.

There were two pairs of oars in Hand-
forth’'s boat, and one pair was transferred
to ours. A minute later we were rowing
rapidly towards the Swallow. Two or three
husky shouts from the deck, however, made
it quite apparent that our approach was
observed by the enemy.

“They’ll try to get away!" I panted.
‘““Is there another boat alongside, cap'n’”

‘““There’'s a darned motor-boaf hitched to
the stern!” growled the skipper. ** They'll
take her, lads—they'll escape in her, as sure
a8 Davy Jones! Jelks even told me that
he was going to borrow the craft!"

‘“ Oh, Jgoodness! That's dcne it, then!" [
muttered.

We redoubled our e¢ftorts, and simply shot
through the water towards the dark bulk ot
the schooner. A dull, roaring sound made
itself heard distinctly. I took it to be the
noise of the motor-bnat’s
it was different. A
musical hum sounded.

“Durn them!"' roared Captain
furiously.

A dark aobject came shootinz round the
stern of the schooner, two waves hissing
on either sidc. 1 knew very well that it was
Captain Burton’s motor-boat, and all hone
of overpowering Jelks and Co. was at an end.

The motor-craft came shooting along and
passed within a cable’'s length of us. Jelks
leaned out and gave a roar of laughier.

‘““ You're done this time, Captain Durton!'
he jeered. * I've got the plan and ['ve zot
you fixed! I don’t reckon you'll use that
pretty craft to sail for the Pacific ting
summer!”’

The motor-boat shot away into the dark-
ness. We were now close against the Swal.
low, and the curious roaring sound was

engine, but yet
moment later a low,

Buri{on
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louder than ever. We pulled close in and
were soon scrambling on to the deck. The
very planks quivered bhepeath our feet, and
the captain gave such a shout that we were
startled.

“The scoundrel!” be raved. *“ Ob, the
cowardly hound! The Swallow's sinking,
boys' Jelks has opened the sea-cocks and
my craft is doomea!”

et  astugh

CHAPTER VII,

CAPTAIN BURTON'S FURY—DORRIE TO TIIE
RESCUE—DBETTER THAN EVER.

US8T for a second we were all speechless
and then came the outburst.
* Sinking!"" I shouted, aghast,
*“ Doomed ! panted the Bo'san.

‘* Begad!"

“**Oh, mg only eainted aunt!"

Everybody had something to say, and w-
were all trembling with excitement and
dismay, . _

** Ay, sinking!" roared Captain Burton.
“Do you think I don't know, lads? Jelh-
"has taken full advantage of his gnmtmlt_\.
confound him! And the poor Gwallc.
is ﬁoin% down rapidiy!”

. e Bo'sun denced about madly.

“But can‘t we do anything, dad?
shouted frantically.

. ' What can we do, son?' asked big father,
"~ with a note of despair in his voice. ** The
eea-cocks have been opened, and I daresay
there's something worse, too, Just listea
to the rush of water. The ounly thing Is to
beach her—and we ean't do thatl”

“ Regad! Why not, sir?”

“By jings! What a question!” exclaimed
the skipper. ‘' There's a flat calm, boy. and
we cau’'t move the ship an inch. There's no
time to fetch a tug, even if there was oue
here. No, there's nothing to be done!”

A3 he finished I?skin be hurried to the
com)anion way. he Bo'sun dashed after
him, and two or three juniors followed. 1
eited to the fo'c'stle hateh and dropped
own into the scamen’s stufly quarters.
There was just a possibility that ome or
more of the crew were fast asleep in 'heir
bunks, altliough it wasn't likely. But it was
just as well to make sure. The fo’c’stle was
quite emgty. From far below came the
sound of hissing, foaming waters.

B{ the time I reached the deck again the
captain had returned.

“ Yea, she’s einking,” he sald sadly. [

w how you feel, lads, but we ecan't do
a single thing. If Jelks isn't ;_ms into prison,
though, I shan't die happy: Oh, the dc-
structive rufMan!” _

We stood on dcek for some little time.
The schooner was already listing and was
dewn by the head. Within half an hour, at
the most, she would take the plunge. This
disaster had sobered us completely; even
Handforth was as qalet as a lamb, Thero
was something tragic im this atout ship
going down beneath our very feet in waters
as calm as a millipond. .

* Will—will she asink far, dud?'' asked the
BO'N!L m*‘wg Y Tt

he |
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*No, son; we could atay on bhoard and
stitl be eafe,”” replied the ecaptain. ' The
water's shallow here, und her decks will atill

above the surfaco cven after she's
plunged."”

*Then she won't be lost, sir?"” I nsked
hopefully.

“Oh, no; it'll be a comparative eary
matter to raise her again,' replied the eap-
tain. “ But that's not the point, lad. We
can‘'t start this trip now; the whole thinet s
ruined. ‘I've no other vessel, and we conldn't
ot ono at a moment's npotice. And Jeiky—
clka—""

The words choked in Captain Burion':
throat. He raised his flets helplessiv and
shook them aeross tho dark bay. Then he
dro&l};ed his hands to his sidea and uttercd
a sigh.

“We'd better bhe getting off,” hé sald
quietly. *‘ Come, buys.”

We followed him to the side;. bus then he
checked himeelf.

“I'm mad, [ think,” he exclalmeqd sharply.
‘* There's no desperate hurry, and we might
as well ealve artioles of clothing and the
like. Come below, hoys, and helpr me to oi
the things togther. Some of you had beiter
go to the fo'c'sle and heave the men's soun-
chests [nto one of the beats.'

For the next twenty minutea we were Lre-
mendously busy; so busy, that we forget (he
appelling nature of the aocurrente, Snd wo

really succereded in packing a buge amuinp
0{' stufl in the two buats. Then we pushed
Oll,

“No trip to the Pacific!” muttered Wat-

son gloomily. ** [--1 can't realise it, Benny!
Ob, aln’t It rotten!™
“ Dun't talk about it,” 1 growled,

1 turned to Handforth and asked him all
sbout his own adventures. Fle was only
too glad of the opportunity of relating them,
and he told us exactly what had occurrcd.
Weo were delighted with him, and, needless to
say, Handforth was as delighted with him-
self, He made that lact quite evident.

“ But this allair's eimply awful!” he con-
cluded. ‘I wish to goodness we'd comae
sooner. We might have been even more use-
ful, then. I'm sorry, you chaps; It's jolly
hn} lines on you!

*“I8's appallin’,” eald 8ir Montie sohurly,
‘“ But, dear fellow, if it's bhard lines on ua,
it's i'htmlly harder Jines on Captain 'tup-
tons I'm slmply overwhelmed with sorrow—-
£ am really!

By the time we reached the jettgo wo
found several groups of people theve, me-
body had noticed that the achoonér was
down by the baws, and there was quite a
deal of excitement.

As the captain had
would not buecome

unld, the Bwallow
a total loss;: she would
on? sink to her deck—and Caistowe Bay,
fortunately, was very sheltered. Even at
high tide the schooner would not be com-
pletcly submerged.

But It would take weeks and weeks to
ralse her again. and ships ean’t he obtained
at a day's notice. And there was another
point which worried me. The rascally Cap-
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tuin  Jelks thad %aincd possession of the
map—or a copy of it, which amounted to
‘the same thing. :

He had managed to escape completely, and
I had no. doubt that his own plans were
already cut. and dried. e had caused this
dtc!aty so that he himself should have a good
start. :

The whole thing, therefore, was appallingly
serious. Not only was the Swallow dis-
abled, but, us matters now stood. it tooked
very much as though Jelks would be able
to obtain the treasure.

He would be first in the field, and we
should be unable to bring him to book. The
very thought of it half-maddened me.

Pcrhaps the other chaps didn’t think quite
so dceply as [ did; they were mainly
aftected by the thoughts which concerned
themselves. The glorious trip to the Pacific
was ‘‘off.”

Captain Burton did not stay long on the
jetty. He had no wigsh to see his ship sink.
Nothing could be donc, and so it would be
better to leave as soon as possible. He
tatked with his first officer and two or three
merabers of the crew for some little time,
and tben hired a trap.

We boys had our bicycles, of course, and
we rode behind the trap to St. Frank’s. 1
don’'t think I've ever been with such a silent
party. Even Handforth and Co. were quite
subdued. | Under ordinary
Handforth would have Dbeen
trcmendously, but he couldn't
aow. Ie hadn’t the heart to do so.

Just hefore we reached St. Frank’s I found
mysell riding side by side with Handforth,
and I drew closer.

‘“ We haven't had time to thank you pro-
perly, Handy,” I said. ¢ The way you came
on the scene was just splendid. I don’t
know what we should have done without
your help. What made you come?”’

‘““ Instinet,” replicd Handforth promptly.
“That was it, Benny—instincet. 1 had an
idea in the back of my mind that there was
some excitement brewing. But what was

crowing
do that

the good of it? I was too late—all through
Church and McClure!™”

‘““ Here, I say——" began  McClure
indignantly.

‘“It's a fact!” declgred Handforth. * You
and Church raised all sorts of “objections,
and if it hadn't been for that we should
have arrived five or ten minutes sooner, and
that would have made all the difference in
the world. But it's no good jawing now.
The game’s up!”

We relapsed into silence azain, and entered
the gates of St. Frank's in the rear of Cap-
tain Burton’s trap. It was just about bed-
time, but we didn't think of that. The
sweetness of life seemed to vanish. The
whole place seemed dull and dreary. _

At the Ancient House steps we stood in a
erowd.

“* No, I ain't coming in with you,” said
Handiorts. * What's the good? The whole
trip will bhavs to be abandoned, anyhow.
And so far as I'm concerned there’s nothing
doing--I'm an outsider.”

circumstances-

THE NELSON LELE LIBRARY

Handforth spoke rather bitterly, and I
couldn’'t help feeling just a bit sorry for
him. - T knew that he badly wanted to join
the party, but of course it couidn't be done.
And now there would Le no party at all. .

Captain Burton had been told of the visit
of Lord Dorrimore, but he knew nothing of
the scheme I had worked out—the scheme
which was knocked on the head, and which
wouldn’'t even be mecntioned now.

The Bo'sun followed his father down the
corridor, and Sir Montie and Tommy and 1
went along in the rcar. Arriving at Nelson
Lee’s study we found it solely occupied by
Umlosi, who was deeply interested in the
pictures of a monthly periodical. He rose
to his feet with diguity as we all crowded
in, and seemed to tower nearly to the
ceiling.

“ Good gracious me!" ejaculated Captain
Burtlon aghast.

He was nataurally astonished to see the
extraordinary visitor in the guv'nir's study,
and 1 hastened forward.

“* Umlosi, you old bhounder!” I exclaimed.
‘““Where's Umtagati?” '

Umlosi waved his huge hand.

‘““The wise Umtagati has departed with
He-Of-The-Shimmering-Eye to the apartment
of the white chief whno controis this great,
kraal,”” he said solemnly. * But thou arb
looking sad, O nimble Manzie. What has
befallen thee?”

“It's not what's befallen me, Umlosi,” I
replicd. ‘‘ This gentleman is Captzin Burton
—he i3 a great friend of Umtagati's. Cap-
tain, let me introduce you to his Mzjesty,
King Umlosi of Kutanaland.”

“By jings!’" ejaculated Captain Burton, in
astcnishment.

He thrust out his hand and Uwmlosi took it
heartily.

“Thou art indeed wclcome, O roamer of
the seas,”” he exclaimed. ** Who am 1 to
greet thee? Manzie was pleased to call me
a king, but I am but a poor specimen. Thou
art indeed a man, Captain Burten—thou
hast the figure and muscle of a nighty
warrior. I greet thee, my master!”

“I'm much obliged, I'm sure,” said the
skipper. ‘' But—— Oh, Fm glad you've
come, Mr. Lee,”” he added, as the guv'nor
and Dorrimore appeared in the doorway. **1[
have some terrible news for you.”

Nelson Lee, who had becen smiling, hecame
very grave. Lord Dorrimore was downcast
alrcady, and he now looked up with an ex-
pression of dull curiosity. 'There was some-
thing in Captain Burton's tone which
arrested immediate attention.

The introduction was quickly
then we all sat down.

* Something of a very grave nature has
occurred,””  said Captain Burton elowly.
“T'll get it over quickly, Mr. Lee. Jelks
and three men with him attacked me on
the schooner whilst I was alone. in the
cabin. They secured the map of the island,
and escaped in my motor-boat.”

Nelson Lee whistled softly. _

“ Dear me!’ he exclaimed. * That is in-
deed grave. captain.”

over, and



CAPTAIN BURTON'S QUEST !

““ But that's not all, guv'nor!”
out. * Thc—the schooner——"

'* Please let Captain Burton epcak, Nip-
per,”’ interjected the guv'nor.

I burst

‘*“ Oh, the lad may as well say it for me,”
said the skipper wearily. *'‘ The schooner's
been scuttled, Mr. Lee. Those inferpal

seoundrels did the thing thoroughly, and my
poor little craft is now lying upon the sands
of Caistowe Bay.™

Everybody in the room was grave. Captain
Burton proceceded to give details, and the
guv'nor listened attentively. Lord Dorrimore
and Umlosi wcre greatly iaterested and
sympathetic.

“I'm no good when it comes to expressin’
eéorrow,”’” remarked Dorrie. * It's just rotten,
Captain Burton! Ry gad! I'm hanged it 1
know ~what to say. Your little holiday is
knocked on the head—what?”

The captain nodded slovly in reply.

A short silcnce fell after that. The
Bo’sun was looking s0 utterly miserabhle that
I went over to him and patted his shoulder
gently.

‘““Don’t worry, old chap,” I whispered.

‘ Shiver my mains’l!”" groaned Tom Bur-
ton. *“ There’'s a thing to say, Benny.
Don't worry! Why, by hokey, I'm worry-
in’ tremendously!”

Just then I happened to catch sight of
Lord Dorrimore’'s face. 1 started. and
actually stared. All the gloom haad left his
lordship’s countenance, and in it3 place there
was an cxpression of unadulterated joy. In
fact it can onlfv really be deacribed as a
heavenly expression

Without the least warning he bounced
out of his chair and uttered a bellow of
excitement and delight

“ Why, I've got it!” he roared. “ Whut a
?illy‘ass I've been not to think of it be-
ore!”’ ‘

And then he sank back into his chair
again  an. laughed uproariously. The
guvnor and I gazed at him in astonish-
ment. Captain  Burton frownad, and the
Bo'sun and Sir Montie and Tommy looked
openly annoyed. . ,

** Wau! What hast thou grasped, N'Kose?
rumbled Umlosi. * Have I not scen these
fits before? Thy wits have been at work,
and thou hast bhethought thee of some amiz-
ing stunt—to use one of the strange words
that thou hast taught me to understand.

Dorrie nodded calmly.

*“*Youn've hit the nail on the head, old
man,” he drawled, carelessly taking a cigar-
ette from thg guv'nor’s box and lighting it.
“It’'s a stunt right enough, although you
needn't accuse me of teachin® you such
‘shockin’ language. This 1s the best news I've
heard for ages! Thinge couldn’t have been
better. What a relief to learm that the
8wallow bas been surk!™

Captain Burton nearly choked.
* How—how dare you, sir?’* he thundecred.
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‘ Really, Dorrie, 1 can't quite sec—-''
began the guv'nor gently.

** Of courae you can't see,” interrupt-d his
lordship, puBng at his cigarctte with the
greatest enjoyment, * Just you wait until
I've done, old man. Captain Burton is a pa
of yours, ain't he? That's good enough—
Captain Burton is a pal of mine; always
providing, of course, that he'll accept me as
one,”

‘“ Really, Lord Dorrimore, T don't uu:ler-
stand you,’’ said the skippcer coldly.

‘“An’ yet it's as simple as apple-pie!”
chuckled Dorrie. * You may not know it,
Captain Burton, hut I camc to St. Frank's
to carry off these fellows on a trip to
Timbuctoo, or sorme such beauntiful gpot.
You eee,”” he went on, **I happen to have
a yacht—quite a decent craft, in her way.
Well, wh{_ the dooce can’'t we all zail to-
gether? The whole job-lot of us!”’

‘“0Oh, my hat!’’ 1 gasped taintly.

‘““There you are!” chuckled bhis lordship.
** Nipper's seen the idea first—the yonng
heggar! My yacht, Captain Burlon, i3 cn-
tirely at your disposal. You can do any old
thing with her you like. Don't mind me in
the least. Take bher to the North Pule, it
it’ll suit you. I don’t care to long as ['m
with my pals herc.” .

Captain Burton's cyes blazed with excite-
ment.

‘* By jiugs!" he
mean—-"

‘** Exactly, That's just what I.do mean.”
drawled Lord Dorrimore. * Instead of goin’
to the Yacific in the schooner, we'll join

cried. ** Do—do you

forces an' do the trip in my yacht. 3he's
yours for the voyage, captain!”

* But—but the expense—'*

““Oh, I say!” complaincd Dorrie. “ Dou’t

bring that in, for geodncss’ sake! Expenscy
are nothin’, and we needn't talk ahout ‘cor
Well, Is it a go? We'll have a high obl
time together!” .

Captain Burton thrust out his hand im-
pulsively. '

*“ By the Lord HMorry, sir!"” be exclaimed,
“You're a gentleman!”

“The same to you,"” murmured Dorrie,
‘“an’ many of them! [t's settled, an’ [
don’t care if it snows icebergs! The yacht's
all ready for sea at a minunte's notice, ug’
we can start off within a couple of daya.
By glory! We'll teach this Jclke merciarnt
something !’*

To say that I was delighted would be
putting it altogether too mildly. I way
simply bubbling with joy and satisfaction.
Dorrie’s echeme was a thousand times better
than mine, for we should all go together on
the great adventure in his lordship’s luxuri-
ous steam-yacht. ,

And within a day or twe we should aail
ior t!he Pacifilc—and many exciting adven-
ures

~

TRB END

NEXT WEEK 1—(S¢e p. iv of cover.)
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BEGIN THIS YHRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY §

In the Grip & Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germacy.

By CLEMENT HALE.
NOTE.—As the title « Inthe Hands of the Huns " has already been used, w:

The First Chaplers.

GEORGE GRAY, his brother JACK, and WILSON,
are three members of the Berlin Rovers, a
Jootball Club tn Germany. When war breaks
out they are interned in a camp at Oberhemmel,
but one night they manage lo escape. They
contrive to recach Berlin, but are again cap-
tured and sent to @ camp at Rukhleben. When
there they enjoy a game of football. Oneday
they are surprised to receive « visit from a
German officer whom they knew in Lerlin
before the war. His name is Hoffmann, and
he has been wounded. They ask him if he
thinl:s Germany will win the war.

(Now read on.)

AT RUHLEBEN.

e DO not know. I am afraid so. We are
strong. We arc organised for war.
The Allics have to get ready. How
/ can they hope to succeed?’’

“You don't know how a Britisher fights
when he has got his buck against the wall,
old man.”

“T do. I have lived in Ingland. I have
seen. I do know. And I wish them no harm.
1f Britain werc beaten it would be a bhad
thing for civilisation."”

‘“ Do you really think that?”

“I know il. Think of it. In this war the
British arc fichting with clean hands, but

1 have seen unspeakable horrors committed’

by thc soldiers of the Fatherland. Ah, it
was horribie, horrible!” And, shuddering, he
buried his face in his hands.

For a moment there was silence, a_nd t_hen
the brothers turned the conversation into
brighter channcls.

They spoke of football at home and in
Berlin in those happier days before the war,
when they had managed to have a good
time. when such men as Carl Hoffmann,
Willicim Beckmann, and others like them had
treated them decently, and vicious enemies,
like the German full-back, Otto Braeck, and
Kutz, their Berlin landlord, had not thirown
oft the mask.

The fact that thejr were prisoners interned
in an encmy camp was for the momeat for-

lave altered the name of our Serial to the above.

'

gotten. They lived while they recounted
past happy experiences in a different world.

Then the mention of Otto Brack's name
caused (eorge to ask:

‘“By the way, do you know what's become
of Brack?”

The questicn threw them back
war world again.

into the

‘“He is dead,” answered Carl Hoffmann
solemnly.

‘““ Dead?”

‘“Yes. T saw him twice while we were on

the march; once in Brussels, when we
pressed forward aiter the fall of the forts
at Liecge. He was insolent, mad with
triumph. I eaw him half-drunk in a Brus-
sels cafe, making a waiter clean his hoots
as he sat at table drinking champagne.”’

‘““The bhecast!”’ ecried George, his cheeks
flaming with anger. * And after?”

‘1 saw him next in France. We had taken
the pretty town of Sentennaire. Our troops
occupied the Chateau Victorienne., The
officers turned the place inside out, made
the women wait upon them, and insulted
them, too. Brock was drunk early in the
evening. and boasted that he would not leave
one stone standing on another when we
moved on. Ah, I could have shot the swine.
But retribution was close at hand. Some
spy must have betrayed the fact that we
occupied the chateau to the French, and
their artillerymen quickly got the range.
The second shell blew the middle of the
chateau out, and I saw Brock, or what {e-
mained of him, carried out. It was a ghastly
sicht, and yet I was glad that he had gone.
(}]{e was a hrute, a villain., He dcserved to

ie.”’

Perhaps the recollection of this and other
sights he had seen saddened Carl Hoffmann;
perhaps he grew tired; but, at any rate, from
that moment he hardly spoke at all. Half
an hour later he took his leave. And as he
stood at the entrance to the stahle, shaking
hands with his two old friends, now his
country’s enemies, a figure brushed past
them, jostling against him,

An exclamation of anger rang from Hoff-
mann's lips. The fellow had touched his
injured arm, and, besides, every German

(Continued on p. .iii of cover.}
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.officer, even Carl Hoffmann, resents an in-

sult to the uniform. -

Words of anger rose to his lips, but as the
man, cringing, muttered a ‘* Pardon, sir!”’ in
execrable German, he checked them.

‘“ Who is that fellow?’’ he asked.

The Grays and Wilson glanced after the
retreating figure. It was that of a raggedly
dressed and dirty-looking wman, who bad
allowed his beard and hair to grow since
his confinement in the camp, to avoid the
trouble of having bhoth trimmed or cut.

An evil, cunning-looking man he was, who
shuffled in his gait and kept his eyes fixed
on the ground.

““ Oh, that's Levinsky, the Pole,”” explained

George. ‘' He sleens up in the hayloft with
some of the foreigners. He was a journey-

.man tailor at Hammerstein’s before war

broke out. Everybody hates him. He hasn't
got a friend, not evemn among his own

.countrymen.

~eats all he gets himself, the pig.

‘* He certainly needs a lesson in manners,”
growled Hoffmann darkly, brushing his sleeve
with his band, as if to cleanse the point of
contact.

‘““He goes into Berlin once a fortnight
under escort,”” George went on. ‘ Ani
seems to have plenty of money, for he re-
turns laden with foodstuffs aiways. But he
) He won't
even share with his comrades upstairs. An:l
yet we used to share with him, the pig, until
we found out what he was like.”” . -

Hoffmann watched the retredting figure
until Levinsky.,_di-sappeared, and tken said.
withe -0 griin smile:

‘“ An evil, skulking fellow. I shouldn't
like to have him for an enemy. He's a
dangerons man, or I never saw ene, Jorge."

And so he shook them heartily by the

- hand, promiged to see them again soon. and

T

to witness the next big cup-tie match if he
were fre~ to do so when the time came.

So he- strode away, and left the sunshine
of his presence behind him.

‘“ By Gad, George,” cried Wilson emphati-
cally that night, when the contents of the
hamper were revealed, and they and twenty
invited guests shared in the feast, *‘if every
German were as white a man- as Carl Hoff-
mann it would be a treat te fight 'em.”’

George laughed and shook his head.

_ ‘“But they’re not,”” he said. * He's one
in thousands; witness the treatment we re-
celve, at the hands of the officers in com-
mand here-and the men who guard us. They
are pigs and hrutes, the lot of 'cm—unmiti-
gated brutes!”

————m—

LEVINSKY THE POLE.

HE camp had indeed settled down to a
dull and well-ordered routine, such
a8 it was, by now. Restrictions were
many and irritations numberless.

The food again became poor in quality and

small in quantity, so that had they not been

able to add to it by purchased goods, they
must have half-starved. |

1 length and breadth of Germany.

R

i

hAll the dirty work of the camp fell to their
share. .

There were irritating parades and roll-calls
on the slightest provocation. Their comn-
plaints were mostly ignored.

Only when the American Ambassador
visited them to see for himself the state of
affairs did they get any consideration what.
ever out of the aunthoritivs. The prisoners
were paraded, and the Ambassador inspected
them, interviewed many, listened to their
erievances, visited  their quarters, and
examined their bedding.

(George and Jack hoped that they might
get a word with their old friend, but the
chance did not come their way, and he de-
parted without noticing them.

Carl Hoffmann, true to his word, came
again, and again they and others bencfited
by his generosity. He seemed to want to go
out of the way to be nice to .the British
prisoners, as if to atone in some measure
for the crime his country had committed in
forcing this ghastly war upon the world.

The Hornets won another cup-tie against
the Magpies, heating. thewmn hy three goals to
nothing, Morgan, Bert Thomas. and the
three friends playing at their very hest. Carl
Hoffmann and a party of German oflicers were
there to watch, and left the ground warvel-
ling at the wonderful spirits of the Dritish,
who threw as much vim and zest into the
game ag if theyv were playing at home n
peace-time to a Jdelichted crowd.

Rumours now hegan tn fiiter throuch the
camp of hardships [felt throuzhnn:, the
0 the
frilnre of the German Navy, and Brit.un's
triumph on the seas.

It became plain to the meanest intellivence
that it would be a long war, and that thev
must prepare themselves for a long intern-
ment in the awful camp.

Freedom seemed farther off than ever, and
often their trearts were as heavy as lead.

And yet their release was far nearer than
any of them dreamed of, and the interved
Pole, Levinsky, was to be the contributinug
callse,

.

George Grey had explained to Carl Hoff-
mann how Levinsky was allowed to enter
Berlin about once a fortnight, under escort,
He had plenty of money, though he spent
none on‘personal adornment, and even tho
poorest of the prisoners in the camp was
better dressed than he.

That he had some sort of influence over

“the authorities was obvious, but how or whv

or when he obtained it nope knew. Soule
shrewdly suspected that he was a spy, amd
none trusted him.

Then one day the privilege was withdrawn,
and Levinsky wandered disconsolately abous
the camp, whining at his bad luck, cursing the
Germans, and bewailing his fate. He found
few to sympathise with him.

He bought no more dainties outside, aud

(Continued overleal.)
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had no money to purchase any within the
camp. His lean and hungry features grew
sharper in outline. His eyes glittered from
siinken sockets.

He  became an abject and miserable
creature, devoid of self-respect, so that the
Grays, who had hated him, began to plty.

One day, when Wilson had recelved a hox
from home, crammed with tinned . goods,
chocolates, cigarettes, and the like, and was
sharing these with his pals, Levinsky sud-
denly appeared. e .

He hovered over them,

| gazing greedily at
the food. '

“For merey's sake, give me some!" he
whined. I am starving!" .
““Give the -beggar a bit, Wilson,” sald

George, reaching out for a thick slice . of
rich pluim cake,
But Wilson seized his friend’s wrist.

“No,”” he answered, frowning darkly.
“Not for him. Anyone else In the caw.p can
have some of my store, but not him. Dishe
ever give anybody anything?  Not on ‘our

OuUT ON WEDNESDAY.
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life. There are heaps of hungry mouths ¢
feed in Ruhleben bhefore we fegdyhis." ?
George had to admit the force of Wilson's
objection. ~ . ‘
“That's right enough.
any, Levinsky,” said he.
yourself to blame for it.”
Levinsky at that raised his hands above his
head and cursed them, cursed every Britisher
hoped and prayed that the Germans micht
win the war..and had not George restrained
Wilson, the Igtter” would have fallen on the
cur and felled him to'the ground.
-He advised the Pole to clear out while he
was safe;” and the man went, reviling them
until he vanighed from their view. !
From that moment "the Pole held himsclf
aloof from them. He hardly evet spoke
From one part of the camp to anpther h
wandered, sulking in silence. And he had a
worse time at the hands of his fellow-Poles
it seemed. than even at theirs.
But all the time he was secretly planning
to be revenged. g

(To be continued.)
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